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CHAPTER I 


I A,M in Australia at lastr—actually in Eotany Bay, as we called 
the colony of New Bouth Wales wlicn Joe IhilJer and I first 
thought of leaving that dear quiet old Dibblestowe Leys in 
Mid-Kent. More than that, I arn a real gold digger — very real, 
indeed~and the holder of a iliner’s Right, a wonderful docu- 
ment, printed and written on parchment, precisely as follows. 
I o<ught to know it by heart, good reason have i therefor, I and 
mine. Here it is, life size, in full. Shall I ever take it out and 
look at it hy stealth in liap})y days to come, 1 wonder! 



Yes, I am here now, at Yatala, safe enough ; as I said before, 
with my mates— Cyrus Yorke, Joe Bulder, and the Major. But 
I certainly thought I should never get away from England. One 
would have imagined that a younger son of a decayed family 
h^id never quitted Britain before to find fortune or be otherwise 
provided for. Also, that Australia was Central Africa, whence 
iiiLmnuous youth had little more chance of returaing than dea^^ 
old Livingstone. ‘ * 

As for me. Hereward Pole, as I had but little occupation and 
less money, 1 was surely the precise kind of emigrant which 
the old laijd can so^ gracef^plly spare to the new. Gently 
nurtured, well intentioned, utterly useless, not but what I 

. S> B 
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was fitting myself according to my lights for a colonial career 
— save the mark ! — for I had been nearly a year on a farm in 
Mid-Kent, for which high privilege I paid, or rather my uncle 
did, £100 sterling. 

So, I had learned to plough indifferently, and could be 
trusted to harrow, a few side strokes not^attering in that 
feat of agriculture. I could pronounce confidently on tlfe 
various sfimples of seed wheat submitted to me, and 1 hadfcom- 
pletely learned the art of colouring a meerschauji:i by {picking 
daily and hourly what I then took to be the strongest tobacco 
manufactured. 

It wasn’t bad fun. Jane Mangold, the old farmer’s daughter, 
who was coaching me, was a pretty girl, with rosy cheeks, a 
saucy nose, and no end of soft, fluffy, fair hair. We were 
capital friends, and she stood by me when I got into disgrace 
by over-driving the steam-engine one day, and nearly blowing 
up the flower of the village population of Dibblestowe Leys. 
Now and then 1 had a little shooting, and a by-day with the 
Tickham hounds. Life passed on so peacefully and pleasantly 
that I was half inclined to think of taking a farm near the Lt^ys 
at the end of my term, and asking Jane to help with the dairy, 
poultry, cider, and housekeeping department. Then a little 
incident happened which changed the current of idej^^s generally, 
and my life in particular. 

It was one of the fixtures of the Tickham hounds, Vhich 
sometimes honoured our slovvish nca'ghbourhood. Old Mangold, 
being grumpy, had told me that 1 might, to Hishonk Cote, or 
indeod considerably further, for all the help 1 was to him. I 
had c^iieerfully accepted his somewhat ungracious permission, 
and mounted on a young horse 1 was schooling for Diet Cheriton, 
a farmer’s son of sporting tastes, I made my way over, pleased 
with my mount, satisfied with my boots, and altogether of 
opinion that I was better treated by fortune thap usual. 

1 could ride, to do myself justice, and shoot, oecond whip or 
under keeper were the only posts for which 1 was really qualified. 
I could make a fly and tie it : could somehow hit the j^iscatorial 
need of most days and most waters. Mine was nw’ely an empty 
basket. In fact, I was like a very large majority of the young 
Englishmen of the day, in that I could do a number of useless 
things, mostly relating to field sports and manual accomplish- 
ments. Tall and strong, with thickish dark-brown hair, 1 had 
my mother’s features and dark grey eyes, that didn’t usually 
look anywhere but in people’s faces. For the rest I was wholly 
ignorant of every conceivable form and method of money- 
-making, and could not have earned a crown to save my life. ^ 

l%ase to imagine me sitting sideways on ray horse, thinking 
whether there might be time to have a smoke before the hounds 
threw off, then suddenly aroused by the rattle of carriage 
wheels, which denoted a stronger pace than wfs generally 
resorted to by county families assembling at a meet. Hastily 
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looking round I saw a pair of grand -looking brown horses, 
which had evidently bolted with a landau containing two 
ladies. The coachman was sitting still and doing his best, but 
ho had only one rein ; the other, broken shqrt, was dangling 
from the near horse’s head. I knew the horses, and, of course, 
the carrifige. I Iwd often remarked them at the village church ■ 
They belonged to the squire, who was my liost’s landlord. I 
kne’1^, of course, the lady of the Manor by sighi^having gazed 
at, he*: afar •off ; but the girl, who was by fim’ side in the 
carriage — pale and proud yet despairing, with a piteous look of 
appeal in her large, dark eyes — 1 had never soon before. 

We were both early. The hounds had not yet come up. Save 
the village a].^otliecary in antigropolos, and a stray horse- 
dealer or pad groom, there was hn.raly a soul near. My resolu- 
tion was taken in an instant- I knew that tlie roarl they were 
speeding m hist along gradually commenced to descend. A 
longish hill, flint bestrewn, with a turn and bridge at the end 
of it, would soon account Anally for all concerned. 

1 took iny five-yejir-old by the head and raced for the hedge 
and ditch. He gave a higldy theatrical jump into the road 
just by the side of the cari'iagc. 1 saw^ both tlie ladies gaze 
with astonishment as 1 sent him up to the head of tlie reinless 
carriage hqrse. ‘ Help us, oh help us cried Mrs. Allerton, ‘or 
we shall be dashed to pieces.’ The younger lady did not 
speak^ but looked at me with her pleading eyes in such a way 
tliat I felt 1 could have thrown myself under tlio wheels then 
and there ^o have been of the slightest service. 

Nothing so sacriAoial was required of me. Jarami^ig my 
youngster, fortunately one of the bold temperate sort, against 
the near side carriage horse's shoulder, I got hold of the loose 
rein, and dragged at liis month in a way that must have hurt 
his feelings, if no had any thereabouts. The coachman seconded 
rne well* and |)nident]y. Between us we stopped the carriage 
within a quarter of a mile, and saved the impending smasn. 
The rein was knotted, the bits altered to the lower bar, and 
peace was restored. 

Both ladies w’ere ridiculously grateful, though the younger, 
after impulsively placing her hand in mine, wlnui her mother — 
as 1 found her to be — had shaken mine several times warmly, 
rather looked tlian spoke her thanks. 

‘Haven’t 1 seen you somewhere at length asked the elder 
lady. ‘ I am sure I know your face and voice.’ 

• 1 mentioned something about Dibblestowe Leys and Mr. 
Mangold. 

‘Ah, of course, I was stupid not to remember you b^o»« 
You will tell us what name I shall mention to the Squire, as 
that of the gentleman who so gallantly saved the liveif of his wife 
and daughter.' 

* Herewald Pole,' said I, befwing and blushing— one blushed 
in those days ; ‘very much at your service.' 
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* One of the Poles of Sliute, surely not ? Why, I remember 
the old place when I was a girl. And your dear mother, is she 
still alive ? I shall hope to see her again. What a wonderful 
coincidence. And, now I think of it, you are like her, especially 
about the brow and eyes.* 

‘Mamma, perhaps Mr. Pole would like to^ave his run with 
the hounds, now that we are all safe. We needn’t stay in th^ 
road all day. I see they have put the hounds into HoMing- 
bourne Wood* Papa says it was near l)urnba^?4t ; so^if Mr, 
Pole cuts across these two fields with that clever horse oi his he 
will be just in time.’ 

‘My dearest Ivutli, you are a matter of-fact darling; but I 
daresay Mr. Pole will enjoy tlie run after all. You young 
people are so strong. My poor nerves will be agace for days, 
1 know. May we hope to see you on Hunday to dinner, my 
dear Mr. Pole? I sux>pose Mr. jMangold can spare you on 
that day.’ 

‘Or even on a week* day, perha])s,’ said the young lady 
maliciously. 'You bad better get away; I see something like 
business over yonder.’ 

I bowed low, and jhunging in a dazed way ct the hedge, was 
mortified to find that my steed ado])ted the tactics of 'tmiltum 
in parvoj and got through rather by force of cha^’acter than 
activity. However, I flew tlie next two hniccs in very credit- 
able style, and reaclied the outer edge of tlio co^'crt as Ileyuard 
had stolen forth, a few moments in advance of old Countess 
and Columbine, the detectives of the pack, and was, well away 
with the leading hounds before the carriage was out of sight in 
the dii'ection of Tony Hill. 

The run was a cracker. How well I renuimlier it still. 1 
sailed along in the first flight all through. Indited, so well was 
I carried, that I never liad a chance of riding the young liorse 
again, as he was promptly snapped up at a laiye, advay<.;e upon 
ms previous selling price. A single day witTi its occurrence 
brightens or shades a life, Pate takes the dial, and turns the 
hands with strong slow fingers, and we think we can carve out 
our own path in life, can choose tlie good or shun the evil that 
lieth around us. Now, like cliildi cn, arc we hurried forward or 
frightened back on the track of dopm ! 

When I returned to the Leys late that evening Jane was 
most anxious to bear everything about the day. Had there 
been a good run ? Was I well up ? iJid Dick Cneriton’s horse 
carry me well? fSlie didn’t see why I should go riding other 
people’s young horses. My neck was more valuable than Dick’s 
gambling, drinking, good-for-nothing fellow. Was the 
Square’s lady there, and her daughter Miss ituth ? 'Jli© under- 
gardener had been down from the hall to see Debor|h the dairy- 
maid, and had told her that they were going to the meet because 
Lord Arthur Gordon was to be tiiere. He was stayinj^ at tlie lialJ. 

I must have been more curt than usual in my answers ; per- 



THE MINER'S RiailT 


6 


haps I was tired or cross : men sometimes are, for no reason at 
all, like women. Anyhow, Jane was disappointed, and left off 
questioning me, saying that ‘she supposed I would find my 

temper after a night’s rest. Only she aid think ’ and here 

there must have been a few tears, as I found myself consoling 
her efficiently and protesting all kinds of palliatives, Mr. Man- 
gold liaving as u»ial gone to smoke his pipe in the snug sanded 
kitchen, which he said was a hundred times more comfortable 
thati Jane’s smart parlour, which he never would call a di'awing- 
room,*much her distress. 

On the following Sunday I announced my intention of 
going to chufch, a practu^e to which i generally conformed 
on the ground of mixed motives, involving as it did a 
pleasant walk l)ack tlirough the lanes with Jane. To her 
wild astonisliment and that of tlie parish generally, I was 
most cordially greeted by the lady of the MMiior; hardly less 
so by Miss Allerton, and finally carried ofi‘ in the sacred hall- 
carriage before the eyes of the dismayed villagers, wlio looked 
upon it as something hardly less tlian a translation to realms 
Eiysian. 

-On arriving at Allerton Court, a grand old Elizabethan pile, 
we were met on ilie steps by the Bquire liirnself, who most 
warmly acknowh'dged his indebtedness to me for the signal 
service whkdi I had rendered his family. Delighted to find that 
I was the son of his old friend Dunston Tole. wiiile I was in the 
neighbourhood he hoped — indeed, he would take no denial — 
that I must look upon his house as my home. He was aware I 
was learning farming at the Leys with old Mangold. Very 
worthy old chap, and paid liis rents -with much more punctuality 
than many of the new’er lights. Pretty daughter too, Miss 
Jane. Mind what you’re about. Must not go about breaking- 
hearts ; thougli girls look out for themselves nowadays pretty 
well, he mii.st say that, however. I must come over and 
shoot, ^liey thought there was some of the best cock- 

siiooting in England at Allerton CVmrt, and as for hunting, he 
would mount me to the end of the season. I needn’t ride 
five -year -olds .after to-day ; though tlie one 1 steered to the 
Hollingbourne must have been a ‘nailer,’ if his informant spoke 
truly. 

Tlie Squire’s address was fragmentary and conventional, but 
the tone of my wliole reception was so truly siiu^ere that 1 felt 
at once that my position as the friend of tlie family was assured. 
The lady of the Manor looked at me with a truly maternal 
warmth of afiection, and from time to time recapitulated for 
the Squire’s benefit every incident of our joint thrilling ad- 
venture. • 

‘ Never was so near being a widower, my dear,’ he said. ‘ 1 
wonder who^there is in the county that would have Suited mel 
Never thought of it before 1 One should always be prepared 
for those kmd of things thoifgh; couldn’t have replaced my 
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ladybird here thougli so easily, eli, Buth ! ’ and a tear gathered 
in the old man’s glistening eye. 

‘You are a wicked old papa,’ said she, Jiolding up a finger 
reprovingly; ‘you would have thought very little about suc- 
cessors and such rubbish, voii know, if poor mamma find I had 
been dashed to i)ieces, which we should most certainly have 
been but for Mr. Pole’s help and good ridhig.’ And here®! 
received a half-shy, half-grateful glance that made me consider 
myself a Paladin, and the lovely girl, the fairest of tlie fair, 
like her that was to reward h brave et beau Dtmomy wlio of old 
returned from Palestine. 

This was all very well, but one could not return from Pales- 
tine without having in the first instance gone there. It was no 
doubt mighty easy for such fellows as Dunois to go to foreign 
parts. Very little capital was required, and fighting, if a 
hazardous, is comparatively a chcfip species of investment. 
Now, in these latter days, a man must either stay at liome, 
leading an inglorious and unprofitable life, or be able to lay his 
hand upon a good round sum of money with which to lie a 
backwoodsman in Canada, a .squ.atter in Australia, a sugar 
grower in Natal, or an indigo planter in Nepaul. The days 
of cheap yet dignified adventure seemed, fih me, to be fled 
for ever. 

Matters went on smoothly for mo during the i^st of my 
sojourn at the Leys. I learnt fi decent amount of farming^ and, 
indeed, gained a reasonable meed of pniise from old Mangold. 
This advance in agricultural knowledge was due rather to 
increased attention on my pfirt than to the tim» which I 
was eryj-bled to devote to ir»y duties ; for, indeed, Mis.s Man- 
gold told me with more aeei bity than I had suspected her of 
possessing, I was always up at the Coui't, and, as she expressed 
it more familiarly than elegantly, in Mi.ss Rutli’s pocket. 

I mildly repelled the accusation of living at the Court, 
excusing myself as to frequent visits by saying, th^;t onewanted 
a little change, and treating with silent scorn the unauthorised 
allusion to any part of Miss Allerton’s sacred costume. 

‘You didn’t want so much change once,’ she said, tossing her 
head, which still looked pretty enough with her fresh colour 
and soft abundant hair; ‘but times are changed I can see.’ 

‘I shall have to go away next month,’ said 1, evading tlie 
latter part of her remark. ‘ You and 1 mustn’t part bad friends, 
Jane.’ 

‘ I’m not bad friends,’ she said, ‘ though some people are so 
fickle that they run after every new face they see just because 
people are high up in the world. I shall be sorry when you go, 
‘foe: will be fearfully dull- -worse than ever. But what will 

you do after you go away — take a farm about here? It will 
want money to do that, with the stock and rotaton of crop 
you’re bound to, and all the other fads for making farmers spenoi 
money instead of landlords nowadays.’ 
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* I don’t know what I shall do, Jane,’ I answered somewhat 
reflectively. ^ * It appears to me that I have no! much chance of 
doing anything in England.’ 

‘But you wouldn’t go out of England, Hereward — that is 
Mr. Pole,’ said the girl hastily, while the colour left her cheek. 

‘ You wouldn’t go to America or India or any of those places, 
surely ? ’ ^ 

‘ Why not ? ’ said I bitterly. ‘ What earthly use is a fellow 
like Ine crawling about in England ? I have no profession. 
I have no m^ey. And the only thing I can try for is the post 
of a farm bailifl’, a gamekeeper, or a second whip. Even these 
need recommendations. No ; I’m a useless gentleman, and 
they might as well have drowned me like a blind puppy as bring 
me up to such a fate.’ 

‘Oh, don’t you talk like that!’ cried the good-natured 
Jane, much moved by my unwonted bitterness and the tragic 
view of ray position. ‘Surely your friends will do some- 
thing for you. Set you up in a farm, or get you a place 
under GTOvernmeiit. You might be happy enough that way, 
if you would only be contented.’ Here she sighed softly. Poor 
Jane 1 

‘ I could never be contented,’ said I, ‘ with anything short of 
a decent position in the world. I hate the sameness of an every- 
day pokey dife. I must travel, or get away from England and 
try nw luck somehow.’ 

‘ Why don’t you ask the Squire to make you gamekeeper at 
the Court?’ she said mischievously; and then, marking my 
sudden chfinge of countenance, sakl : ‘ Oh, don’t be angry, Mr. 
Pole I But I hear father coming ’ 

Some days after this conversation I received a letter from my 
uncle, in which he drew my attention to the fact that the year 
during which he had consented to pay for my training at 
Dibblestowe Leys had well nigh expired. After that time he 
should %Q unable to do anything further for me, unless I chose 
to take a junior clerkship in the Treasury or a situation as farm 
bailifl* ; either appointment he doubted not that he could procure 
for me. 

I was much minded to answer hastily, telling him that he 
need not trouble himself about such means of maintenance. 
Then I bethougj^it myself that I ought seriously to think the 
matter over. Careless and reckless as I had been up to this 
time, a cliange had taken place in my position which swayed 
the whole current of my tlioughts. 

’ I had become sensible that my early admiration for Butli 
Allerton had gradually ripened, from tlie opportunities which 
had been, perhaps unwisely, aflbrded us of knowing one anotlj^jr 
fully and unreservedly, into a deep, altogether uncontrollable 
passion. Gradually had our hearts become attractl^id, then in- 
extricably intertwined in that mysterious bond of soul and 
sense— -that gomplete instinctive union of every thought and 
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feeling, which perhaps rai'ely occurs so indissolubly as in early 

youth. 

We had spoken no word on the subject to each other. Yet 
had we discovered methods of divining each other’s inmost 
thoughts. And as soon as I commenced to tliink about leaving 
the neighbourhood and ending the pleasant life of that most 
idyllic year, ah, me ! the whole truth flasli6d upon me wi’ih 
lightning-like revelation. 

Curiously enough, I liad .scarcely realised it before. Utterly 
contented with the friendly liberty which I liad eifjoyed, I had, 
with the utter carelessness of youth, rested satisfied with the 
present. I was by no means .so new to the world .that I did not 
gauge the utter imj^ossibility of my gaining the consent of 
xiutn’s parents to an engagement — even were she favourable. 
County families don’t usually arninge the marriages of their 
daughters on such terms as 1 had to offer. Granted that she 
was weak enough to a.s.sent to any mad proposition of min6, 
what possible hope could I entertain of carrying out an engage- 
ment? I firmly believe, looking back to that time, that 1 had 
no other intention than loyally to abstain from compromising 
or entangling her. 1 would take my leave calmly of the old 
hall court and its loved inmates, and afterwards 1 would leave 
England. I was fixed in that opinion ; noil ling would persuade 
me to remain pottering in this crowded old country, eating 
away my-lieart with a sense of poverty, inCeriority, ancL mis- 
fortune. England was no place for a younger son. Without 
money, more than one of my ancestors had left it to seek his 
fortune. So would I. 

I prepared then for quitting J3i].)b]e.stowe Leys with some^ 
thing like method. I wrote to my uncle stating that 1 had no 
inclination to remain in England and commence a painful 
ascent to a competence by beginning at the bottom rung of the 
ladder. That my mind ^vas made up to go to America, north 
or south, I hardly cared which. That possibly Usliouiri make 
for California, then in its second year as a gold -producing 
country. That he might help me to emigrate if he would. 
But that if ho did not, I should go beffore the mast and wairk 
my passage in the first ship that would take me. llis answer 
was that he thought I w^as mad, but that if I was determined 
to go, he would pay my passage, and find me a trifle by way of 
outfit. 

I did not mention this notable determination to Ruth, re- 
serving it to the last ; perhaps constitutionally unwilling to 
make a painful statement until it w'as absolutely necessary. 
^ M(mnwhile, I commemicd to use my practical opportunity 
* effecfijvely ; to that end I worked every day for a short time 
in the blacksmith’s shop attached to the fartii, for which fascin- 
ating work I had always had a boyish taste. ^ 

One bright morning I was relieving the striker fpr a short 
time, when he pulled a grimy newspaper from his pocket. He 
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was a broad-shouldered, muscular young fellow of twenty, wlio 
had always been a kind of humble friend and ally of mine. 
Pasvsionately fond of sliooting and hshing, 1 had taken pains to 
get him a day’s rabbiting occasionally, and had let him carry 
my basket now and then when we had an afternoon’s holiday 
and set off for the trout stream. ‘Would ye look at this, 
IVfr. Pole ? said fie. ‘ I ha’ gotten it from a brother of mine 
in Australia, who went there in a big ship called the Jied 
Jacket last ^ar. Quartermaster, Jack was ; and seems loike 
he’s runned away, and gotten hissen up the country to a place 
they call Bally rat, where they’re a rootin’ out the gold like 
spuds.’ • 

‘That must be all nonsense,’ said I, unable to take in so 
much of the unusual at one gulp. 

‘Nay, but it is na,’ he replied. ‘He sent me the letter and 
two newspapers as I’ve got at the kitchen as ye'd like to see 
’em. Here’s the letter. Happen ye’d like to read it. It’s Jack’s 
fist sure enough. He wants me to go to him, and T’d go fast 
enou if I had any neiglibour folk as ’ud go with me. But J can’t 
think to face so far by mysen.’ 

^ia ! Joe,’ said 1, raishig the heavy hammer and bringing 
down stroke after stroke with a strangely excited fooling, which 
made the heavy tool tremble in my grasp like a tack liammer. 
‘ Wants yofl to go, does he? Well, maybe you might liave a 
mate after all’ 

I finished iny hour’s striking, shod a horse, and pointed some 
farm tools, thinking the wliile that I might find such skill valu- 
able in ruffe lands. My task done, I ventured to the Grange, 
and, locking myself in my bedroom, opened the epistle of Mr. 
Jact Buld(;r. Thus it ran : — 

‘ Ballaiiat, October 10, 1851. 

‘Deue Buottiee — T his comes from tlio laml, and not from the good 
ship Red§ackot, I expected to write home from wen I left the Leys, in 
consekens of my haying run away from the old ship, wich 1 never thout 
to have done, only every crew in Melhoiinie harbour has done the same, 
and your brother Jack isn’t worse than other ]>cople. We all cut it, 
dere brother, because of the goold, which they told ns was tremenjus, and 
too much to resist, and so we found it, Since I have cum here I have 
made three Inindred pound besides two nuggets which i kep in a wosh 
lether bagg. There is plenty more ware tliat cum from. Dere brother, 
if I was you I would cum liere at once, and don’t let nothin’ stop you, 
I send forty pound ; it ain’t much, but it will i)ay your passidge. Dere 
brother, let nothing kepe you from cummin’ hear. This is a very nice 
cwintry and we all xpeck to make our pile, that is fortun, in too yeares, 
at farthist* Dere brother, put yourself aboard a sliip at once is the advice 
of yours truly, John Buldeh. ^ 

* — My mait has just found a lump of goold worth %n'ty pound. 
When you go^to Melbourne, go to the Oriental Bank and ask for John 
Bulder ; they, will know my a3dre|s. I send the Star and the Herild^ 
as will let you know what is happening every day here, quite oomman.’ 
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w© hear so much about. The?'© is no doubt they are wonderful 
places, and the yields are enormous/ 

‘ AH lies, I dare say,^ said the distrustful senior. ‘ Anyhow, I 
have no great opinion of colonies ; lots of people go there, who 
are no great good when they leave, and tliey come back a great 
deal worse.’ * • 

‘Look at the paper,’ I said, and I unfold(^ the Forest Creek 
Herald^ which I had kept and read and re-read till 1 knew the 
names of all the people on the diggings as well a»if I had lived 
there. 

‘People write queer things in newspapers, even in England/ 
he said, reaching out his hand for the journal ih question. ‘ I 
hardly think they can be very trustworthy in a colony.’ 

‘Bead for yourself/ said 1 . ‘I think the internal evidence 
shows intelligence and respectability. There are chapter and 
verse for the many wonderful things recorded.’ 

‘Certainly, it is well printed and got up/ he said, relenting 
somewhat as he glanced over it ; ‘ and really, it does seem all 
very wonderful and enticing. If I were a young man, I think 
I should take a run there myself. What does this mean 1 “We 
are gratified to learn that the shareholders in the Welcome 
Home Reef, who have been for more than a year hojiing against 
hope, have struck good gold in their tliree hundred and fifty 
feet level. This at once sends up the shares to seventy -five and 
eighty. They were ofiered at seven ten last week. One gentle- 
man whom we could name has realised twenty thousand pounds, 
in addition to his Sandy Creek profits, within tke last fort- 
night.” ’ 

‘ It means,’ said I, ‘ that a few energetic workers have been 
rewarded for their pluck and patience, — and after a fashion 
which would need half the years of a man’s life to develop in 
England/ 

‘I must say,’ he continued, looking oven the •alluring 
announcements, ‘that such enterprises wear a very feasible 
appearance, as described here.’ 

And he began to quote afresh. 

‘ “ The Crinoline Claim washed up for four hundred loads on 
Saturday last ; the dirt went well over two ounces to the load. 
Hot so tar off a thousand pounds a man for eight weeks’ work. 
The shareholders are comparatively new arrivals.” Tliat sounds 
encouraging, I must say,’ said the partly mollified elder. ‘ But 
there is no certainty, no certainty. Ah, here’s another. “All 
previous finds on the field have been reduced to insi^ificance by 
the great find of the Welcome Nugget, at Whipstiefc, by Happy 
Jack and the Fiddler. Its net weight was 170 lb. 6 02. Its value 
li^TRstimated by the manager of the Bank of New Holland as 
not less tlmn £8000 sterling/’ Ha ! ha ! we don’t lull them up 
in old England like that, Hereward. lad ! I suppose there’ll be 
no keeping thee, I should go mys^li if I were young again.’ 

On the morning after the storm—the winds and waves having 
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somewhat abated — a calmer consideration of matters ensued. 
Of course, Huth had confessed all things to her mother, and 
with feminine perseverance and entreaty had fully enlisted that 
kindly matron on her side. 

‘ When I married your father, my dear,’ she said, ‘he never 
expected to succee^ to this dear old place. Several lives lay 
between us and its possession, all of which were inscrutably 
removed. We had to undergo many things ; but we never 
repented of tlsse tie wliich had joined us before we came to our 
kingdom. Still, some provision is needed to be assured. I 
must say, I tliink Here ward very brave for resolving to go to 
such a horrid cctuntry, and not more adventurous than a young 
man should be.’ 

It was finally settled that our engagement, which could not 
be annulled without an amount of judicial cruelty which neither 
parent had the heart to inflict, should be conditionally ratified. 
I was to be permitted to seek my fortune in tlie far unknown 
land, concerning which they had such very slender information. 
Huth would wait at home for five years, if that period should 
be consumed in the not always speedy process of making a 
fortune. 

Have I before stated that the Squire and his wife were not 
average specjinens of the upper classes of the day 1 Strange to 
say they mected to consult the feelings of their child. They did 
not scoff, after the first natural outburst of the Squire, at youth 
and strength, high hope and hone.st determination. Nor secretly 
resolve to cgfnpel Hutli to accept tJie first middle-aged suitor of 
indifferent morals and unexceptionable fortune tliat presented 
himself. That such would have been the course pursued by a 
very large majority of parents occupying the same or a higher 
social position, my experience of life enables me to assert fear- 
lessly. Thank Heaven, my darling had been blessed with a 
father and mofelier of wholly different ideas ; otherwise she 
might not have bSen her sweet self, and the star whicli shone 
so brightly amid the storm-clouds which enveloped my career 
might have sunk for ever in darkness and despair. 

We, happy and heedless children that we were, felt as trans- 
ported with joy as if we had received permission to marry next 
month. Huth was one of those maidens to whom watching and 
waiting liave ever been nearly as suitable, indeed, quite as 
secretly satisfactory as the immediate fulfilment of their hopes, 
as affording scope for the self-sacrifice which constituted so 
large a portion of their nature. And I, on the other hand, felt 
moved with the natural passion of adventure, so strong in early 
youth, ^ to kill my dragons and slay my enchanters in decent ^ 
profusion, before I entered into the undisturbed possession^bl ' 
the fairy princess and the enchanted castle. ^ 

Of course, Mrs. Grundy outdid herself in protestations against 
the madness of the Squire for e^n sanctioning our engagement. 
A young man without a penny in the world, who was going 
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to a rude wild country like Australia, from which he never 
would be heard of again. And really, it certainly was so 
difficult to believe— here they were permitting that nice, sweet 
girl— she had not much money to be sure, but she belonged to a 
county family — to engage herself to a penniless youngster, with-* 
out money, profession, or expectation 1 

Fortunately for me, both the Squire and His wife treated such 
babble with supreme contempt. They were absurd enough to 
desire above all their daughters happiness. ^Jiiey knew her 
steadfast disposition too wml to doubt her constancy — to think 
of coercing her will. l''he affair was — even the marriage which 
it foreshadowed — a fixed and settled thing, not? to be gossiped 
about but to be made the best of. 

The Squire made an attempt to prevent my emigration 
which, like most English people of assured position, he looked 
upon as more bitter tlian death, lie otfered me one of his own 
farms at a low rent, with a promise of a loan of money sufficient 
to stock it. But my pride was full^ aroused. My determina- 
tion to do something worthy of the inestimable tr*easure they 
had confided to me was unalterable. So, in despite of all 
obstacles and hindrances, a month saw iny passage taken, and 
all preparations made for my voyage to the other end of the 
world. 

My uncle did not attempt to alter my heroic determination ; 
he acted sensibly, if not aflectionately. ‘ 

^ I observe in the papers,’ he said, ‘ that very astonishing finds 
have been made by the adventurers who have cro\\;d®^i from all 
lands to the Australian goldfields. You are young and strong, 
and totally without occupation. All the better for you that 
you have good blood in your veins. Your sisters will need every 
farthing of what was left by my brother. Still, I can make 
shift to pay your passage, and find you a decent outfit. You 
may make a fortune. Many as broken a ship Ij^as com^ to land. 
Write now and then and say how you get On. We have not, 
perhaps, been the most affectionate of relatives. When you 
reach my age you may, perhaps, understand some of the feelings 
of a disappointed man. Sincerely 1 bid God to bless and speed 
you.’ 

He shook my hand more warmly than I thought it was in 
his nature to do. My sisters hung weei)ing around me. In a 
few minutes the dog-cart came to take me to the station, and 
I left the home of my boyhood — for ever. J oe Bulder joined 
me at the station. That evening we slept on board the grand 
clipper ship Marco Polo^ Captain Driver, bound for Melbourne, 
in company with four hundred and fifty other passengers, of 
€S"^ry conceivable age, profession, and variety of mankincL 



CHAPTER III 


Apparently we escaped all perils of the deep. To them I do 
not need specially to refer. For here we are at the Yatala 
diggings, I and my worthy mate and friend, Joe Biilder, both 
considerably altered in several ways. Two men are sitting by 
a large fire of logs, near the doorway of a small tent. They are 
old mates, and the otlier shareholders in the claim. Our party 
consists of four, which is mucli the most common number, 
particularly where the sinking is deepisli as here at Yatala. 

As to dress and general appearance, I don’t think any one 
would have recognised the tresl^coloured, moderately well 
got-up youngster who used to sit in the Squire’s pew at 
Bishop^s Cote Churcli, or even the amateur farm-labourer 
holding the plough occasionally, or driving tho engine at 
Dibblestowe Leys. The man who has just come out of the 
tent we^irs certainly a different appearance. He is arranging 
his raiment preparatory to commencing ‘the night shift —eight 
hours’ uninterrupted work, nearly one hundred and fifty feet 
below the eartii’s surface. The which term commences at 
eight P.M., finishing at four o’clock in the morning. This man 
is tallei*and t^oq^ler than the slight stripling who left England 
four years since in the Marco Polo. His arms are bare to the 
elbows, up to which is rolled a close-fitting flannel shirt. They 
are bronzed with exposure to a fiercer sun than that whicli 
ripens England’s harvests, and the muscles stand out, cord-like, 
in relief. Round the waist, which is that of an athlete in high 
training, is a leathern strap tightly belted. He wears trousers 
of moleskin which, though clean and of fairly good cut, have, 
from constant washing with water holding a large proportion 
of clay in solution, become of a bright and cheerful .yellow, 
altogether ineradicable. Yet, though the garb is plain and 
workmanlike, there is no trace of unnecessary coarseness of 
habit. The short hair and trimmed beard are those of the 
fashion-guided unit of humanity, while a studied air of clcflftl!- 
ness denoting regular baths and ablutions is plainly visible to 
the observant eye. This man is Harry Pole, the digger, myself, 
kind reader, after four yeani’ steady, ill-rewarded toil at Aus- 
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tralianfand, indeed, New Zealand goldfields — no nearer, as may 
be surmised, to the fortune which was to precede the priceless 
gift of the hand of Euth Allerton. 

Let us listen to the conversation of this man and his 
comrades. 

* I don’t see the use of going any furder with this confounded 
claim ; here we’ve been bustin’ ourselves Jtor the last three 
montlis, night and day, and not a foot nearer to the gold than 
we was when the first shovelful was took out. We haven’t a 
pound to bless ourselves with, and we’re in «debt to Mrs. 
Mangrove, at the Beehive store, that deep that I’m ashamed 
to go in for powder, or a bit of fuse. We’re on the bottom 
safe enough, and there’s not gold enough to put on the p’int of 
a needle. I say ding it this very night, and let’s try for a show 
somewhere else.’ 

This encouraging speech, which most accurately described 
our financial position and prospects, capital and expectations, 
is made by Mr Cyrus Yorke, a young man of unusual physical 
powei', but weak as to tlie reasoning faculties. He is of English 
descent, born in Australia, and tliough possessing many good 
qualities, is incorrigibly careless, besides being averse to sus- 
tained labour of body or mind. He is the only man of the 
party who is not a bachelor. His wife is a good-looking, good- 
tempered little woman, with twice as much sense as her spouse. 
She is the housewife for the party, and is treated oii that 
account and for other reasons with great respect and considera- 
tion. Indeed, but for lier conciliatory ways, it is most probable 
that some one of Yorke s many provoking sins of omission or 
commission would have led long ere this to his exclusion from 
the party. 

‘ We’re bound to see the end of this drive,’ I say, in an argu- 
mentative tone. ‘ Everybody believes that the “ lead ” lies due 
west of us, and in thirty or forty feet we mu%t strike it, if it’s 
there at all. It would be foolish to throw aw*,.y all ©ur work 
and expense, perhaps, just a few yards fi’om good gold.’ 

‘ We’re bound to drive oot to the last inch,’ said the square-set 
determined-looking man smoking a short black pipe. ‘ Harry 
here’s marked ana ciphered it all out, and we all agreed to it. 
What’s the use of throwing up the sponge afore the fight’ j 
over ? What dost thou say. Major ? ’ 

‘ I fully agree with Pole,’ said the individual addressed, who, 
in monkey-jacket and generally rather roughish array, was 
lying on one of the stretchers reading an English newspaper. 
‘ He has worked out the thing, as you say. I was too lazy to 
follow him. But he is generally right and Cyrus is always 
wrong j so, perhaps, he had better take his line ^ and mind his 
lihuiediate business, which is to tackle this night shift, and 
wire-in at the cross-cut without any more humbugii 

‘ Well, I’m blessed,’ growled the unpopular candidate, ‘ if that 
ain’t a nice way to talk to a mute and a shareholder, Major. 
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OnB would think I was a wages-man, the way you three coves 
bosses it over me. You’ll rouse the British lion one of these 
fine days, and so I tell you.’ 

Apparently Cyrus Yorke was minded to defer poking up that 
long-suffering royal beast, until a more convenient season~for 
he* walked on to the ‘brace’ and commenced to peel off his 
heavier garments, fjreparatory to descending into the bowels of 
the earth, without more ado. 

‘ You’re al^gin me,’ he said, as he opened his vast chest and 
stretched his colossal arras above his head, as if trying whether 
his joints were about to act in their usual manner. ‘ But that’s 
the way in this* country, the majority always has the pull. It’s 
time that kind o’ thing was stopped, I think. Now, Mr. Joseph 
Bulder, you go and lead the old mare. I s’pose you don’t want 
me to break my back, as bad as I am.’ 

‘Thou’rt a rattlin’ fine chap, if thou’d use thy four bones as 
is summot like, and drop boUierin’ thy old turnip of a head, as 
God Almighty never intended ye to do nowt wi’ but tak’ ither 
folks’ orders. I’ll back thee to put down a shait agin any chap 
in Yatala. But don’t thee go argufying, for it spoils thee. Ask 
thee wife else. Steady 1 Bess, old girl.’ 

Cyrus Yorke made no furtlier reply, but clasping the rope 
with his hands above his head, placed one foot m the loop at 
the end aifd swung himself off the wooden stage, which is 
always built at the mouth of a mining shaft. A ‘ sprag,’ being 
a stbut piece of hard wood, was inserted between the rope and 
the iron roller on which the rope ran and thus the miner was 
slowly and steadily lowered down the deep, dark, aj^parently 
fathomless shaft. 

In being lowered, dependent upon a single rope which, 
though apparently strong, has been known to break, the sensa- 
tions are complicated if the depth be much over a hundred feet. 
The closeness gf the sides of the shaft to the explorer gives a 
species of false security, by no means borne out by reason. An 
inexperienced cragsman would hardly consent to be lowered a 
hunared and fifty feet over the face of a Hebridean precipice, 
with the sea a thousand feet below, and nought but the sky and 
clamouring sea-fowl around — al)Ove. 

Yet one adventure is fully as dangerous in reality as the 
other. Let but a sudden spasm, or syncope, attack the adven- 
turer in the shaft, and if he loses hold of the rope, no power- 
on earth can save him. The smooth hard sides of the shaft 
furnish no foot-hold, did the velocity acquired in falling not 
prevent him from making use of thern. Down, down, he must 
fall until the end of the long cruel pit be reached — and then, 
let those say who have ever assisted to raise a man, who 
carelessness, foul air, any one of the many accidents common to 
miners, has fallen down a deep shaft. • 

* In this instance Cyrus w^ not fated to illustrate any of 
th^se dismal theories. Holding the rope easily with one hand, 
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and occasionally preventing by adroit touch of foot against 
the sides of the shaft the rope from swinging round, and so 
discomposing his equilibrium, he passed swiftly yet surely 
down to the bottom level, and having exhausted his small 
supply of ill-temper, crept along a gallery running at right 
angles to the shaft, where, seizing a pick^ he commenced^ to 
knock down on to the floor of the gallery a stratum of mixed 
sand, pebbles, and small quartz fragments. Of these there was 
a layer about nine inches thick in the roof of liie gallery, or 
‘drive,’ as it is invariably called in Australian mining parlance. 
He had dragged after him a large raw -hide bucket which he 
found in the bottom of the shaft. This he set tip on end, and 
quickly filling, drew to the shaft and attached to the iron hook 
at the end of the rope by which he had descended. He then 
pulled twice a small line which hung down, almost invisible, 
close by the wall of the sliaft. This line moved a rude ap- 
paratus, in the nature of an indicator, at the mouth of the 
shaft. It was a liamrner-like piece of hardwood above a plate 
of tin, on which, at each pull of the line, it smote smartly. 
The meaning of the percussion was, attention — all ready — or 
pull up, as the case might be. The old mitre appeared to 
understand it, for she at once pricked up her ears, moved her- 
self square to a singletree by which her trace- chains were 
fastened, holding herself in readiness to draw. 

‘Go on, old woman,’ said Joe Bidder, ‘haul away.’ 

Tlie intelligent animal, long trained, to this particular kind 
of work, needed no further urging. Setting hersetf staunchly 
to the collar, she drew steadily at tlie rope, now tightened by 
the weiglit of the leathern bag, with, perliaps, a hundred weight 
and a half of gravel therein. She walked along the track made 
by her own feet, called by miners .the ‘ horse walk,’ its position 
being formally indicated by two lines of very hastily con- 
structed rail fence, and drew the auriferous bunion yet nearer 
to the upper air. When she reached the limit of the horse 
walk, denoted merely by a sapling laid across two forked up- 
rights, she stopped promptly, holding, however, the rope, and 
neither turning nor yet permitting it to slacken. At that 
moment the bucket appeared slightly above the brace at the 
shaft, and was taken by the topman, Joe Bulder, who, lifting 
it to one side, unhooked it and placed on the hook an empty 
bucket of the same construction, ready for the unpromising 
descent. 

The lower portion of the rope is disconnected with the former 
one, and the mare being informed — one really does not see how 
— that her tenacity is no longer needed, complacently turns 
iarnd and trots the whole way in, quite unaided, turning 
herself with great agility at the end, and disengaging the rope 
from her Hind legs most cleverly. I then, in turn, take hold 
of the rope, place my foot in thejeathei'n bucket, and go down 
slowly out of the sunshine in the humid darkness of the lower 
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earth, with the prospect of eight hours’ continuous work before 

me. 

After all, it is not so hard to bear. We are, all four of us, in 
magnificent health and condition, ‘ fit to go for a man’s life,’ as 
Cyrus Yorke says, which means that we are hardened by toil, 
brained down by e:j^ercise and regular diet, until very little im- 
provement could have been made upon our condition, had we 
to run a match against time, fight bushrangers, or accomplish 
any of the fesits of strength, speed, or endurance, which men 
are foolish enough to attempt for cash or vain-glory in the pride 
of early manliood. 

We are gold miners, neither more nor less—diggers, as the 
more general term is. Such we have been for the last three or 
four years, during most of whicli time we have been together, 
sharing the came toils or privations, transient successes or 
protracted misfortunes. Joe Bukler and I have, of course, 
tjeen associated since w^e left England together. The Major 
and Cyrus had by chance become mates in the colony of 
Victoria, where we first met them, and by the merest hazard 
joined" forces with us. Since then we have journeyed together. 
Quitted moderate goldfields where nothing more than an easy 
liberal livelihood was to be bad for the stern hazards of a new 
rush, at a. moment’s notice. Here, ‘dividing mates,’ as the 
mining phrase is, one half of the party, when times were bad, 
working at bush or otlior labour, in order to provide food and 
raiment, tools and lodging for the whole, while the other pair 
tried^ the mining ventures of the locality, on the cliance of 
striking, at any moment, a fortune, small or great, to be loyally 
and equally divided into four parts. 

That the Major, as he was always called, had been an officer 
in Her Majesty’s army, and in the cavalry arm of the service, 
no one doubted for a moment who had been in his company, 
and wh^ was capable of verifying the habitudes of an officer 
and a gentleman.* To what regiment he had been attached, he 
did not think it apparently necessary to explain, nor did we at 
any time ask him. Such examples of reticence were innumer- 
able ‘on diggings.’ Silence was generally observed as to 
people’s antecedents. It being obvious that to go about ques- 
tioning everybody as to what position he had originally occu- 
pied, and for what reasons he had concluded to adopt a miner’s 
life, would have been altogether futile, besides being patently 
ridiculous and impertinent. And it will be concede^d by all 
who have gained their experience upon Australian goldfields, 
that for whatever sins diggers may be responsible, bad manners, 
and lack of genuine courtesy, cannot be reckoned among 
them. ^ ^ 

The Maj<jr, a man of four or five and thirty, wa^in the full 
vigour of manhood. He had evidently seen a good deal of the 
ivorid, and in many phases iof society, thougli he habitually 
spoke little of himself and merely permitted such glimpses of 
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his European experience to escape him half unconsciously. He 
was extremely fond of reading, and though by no means 
zealous in the performance of manual labour for its own sake, 
performed his quota efficiently enough. He and I, with Joe 
Bulder, usually shared one of the smaller tents. ^ We took our 
meals in common. This might have been distressing under jbhe 
circumstances. But Joe’s and Cyrus Yorke% original habitudes 
had become so altered by the influence of travel and cultured 
association, that few of tlieir superiors would ha^e objected to 
their companionship on tlie war-path. 

Mrs. Yorke and the two children had the cart, with its tilt 
and other accommodations, to themselves, and, indeed, this 
nomadic dwelling was far from uncomfortaVfle, with its divers 
and manifold contrivances for ease and comfort. 

Does it occur to some, as yet unexpatriated, that the life 1 
have roughly sketched was a dull, laborious, well nigh unen- 
durable existence, to be led by men who had the hereditary title 
to move in good society, nay, who had at one time of their 
lives shared that lesser Elysium ? Was such the case, when, 
added to the speciflc drawbacks, was that of hopele.ssness as to 
the future, quickly subsiding to dull indifference ? Let us 
calmly consider. 

As a matter of fact, we were far from miserable. Indeed, if 
I assert that we were in a condition bordering u^on absolute 
contentment, even happine>.ss, incredible as it may appear, I 
should be neai-er the mark. For consider, in the first place, 
miners are absolutely their own masters, perfectly independent, 
quamdiu se bene gesserint, utterly free from fealty to all but 
the Queen and the commissioner. We were ‘ by many a 
league of ocean -foam ’ sepai-ated from Her Most Gracious 
Majesty, but the latter potentate yv^as an abiding and highly 
vitalised fact. 

I see him now. How many years have roUed b^ Yet 1 
stand up and feel inclined to lift my hat, ms ir it were yester- 
day. An erect, stalwart, middle-aged man, sitting his wiry 
thoroughbred with careless ease, bold-visaged, eagle-eyed, with 
the stamp ‘of ours’ writ largo, like our mate, tlie Major, on 
every movement of his body, on every expression of his face, 
on every trick of speech, as he calls to the half-dozen grey- 
hounds that follow him through the camp, as if his thoughts 
dwelt more with them than with the ci-owding miners who press 
and throng to get a word of audience, a passing nod, or even a 
look of recognition from the autocrat of the goldfields. 

And, in good sooth, Captain Blake, formerly of Her Majesty’s 
'11th Hussars, was an autocrat by instinct, habit, education, 
und, circumstance, if ever there was one upon God’s earth. He 
it was, certainly, who more inexorably than the Homan Cen- 
turion, was wont to say, ‘Go here, or go there,’ and to this 
man, ‘ Do this, and he doeth it.’^. For, from his decision, there 
was, at that time, no appeal. The Medes and Persians had 
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apparently drawn up the scanty Goldfields’ Regulations of 
that day. ^ Crude and inapplicable to the multiform elaborate 
complications of the mining industry, the largest discretionary 
power was implied. And William Devereux Blake, well known 
at many a mess-table in England and Ireland as the Devirs 
Own Billy Blake, was precisely the man to accept all the 
responsibility of tl^e position. It would have crushed a weaker 
man* But with a clear head, an utterly fearless, perhaps 
aggressive, organisation, and a natural turn for acting as a 
leader and riiier of men, he had hitherto avoided misadventure 
in his consulship. Large wer’e the issues with which he had to 
deal, and puzzling were the mining laws which he had to ad- 
minister. A b^ild, ready, decisive manner siifilced to carry him 
through everything ; and though occasional dissentients might 
object to his decisions as illogical, he was both highly popidar 
and legally successful. 

To him were daily^ submitted the numberless questions of 
mineral ownership which arose in such a community as ours • 
a gatliering of men from every country under Heaven, where 
each, by cliance or choice, had come to occupy under certain 
written and unwritten laws, so limited a portion of the earth’s 
surface that it was measured by feet. TJnder it might be the 
hidden treasure, the reward of a lost youth — a ruined life — 
the mere riiinour of which had brought the gi'cater number 
of us so far over the main, across so many a w’eary mile of wood 
and wold. 

To decide equitably and rapidly, to maintain unsw'crvingly, 
and to enforce rigidly, the decisions arrived at after the hear- 
ing of such evidence as was forthcoming, required natural 
girts which few men possessed. But ‘Billy’ Blake had been 
cast by Nature at his birth for the ‘role’ of a chieftain, and 
most eminently qualified was he for the part which he was 
called ui)on to play. 

At oiie tin#e his decisions were given in the modest 
structure which served as the court-house, wherein were tried 
daily such offences as opposed the statute law of the land. At 
another they were delivered as he sat on horseback amid an 
angry crowd of a thousand excited men. But in no instance 
did the surroundings make the slightest difference in the 
despotic tone of utter finality which clothed tliem. Men spoke 
of his acts and words with hated breath. The commissioner 
had ‘ decided ’ this or that point of mining law. lie had turned 
this man out of one of the richest claims on ‘ tlie field ’ and put 
another into possession of it — and a fortune.^ He had sentenced 
Towney Joe to six months’ imprisonment witli hard labour for 
stealing five shillings’ wortli of wash dirt. He liad threatened^ 
Red Dick that, if he heard of his beating his wife agaiiiFhe 
should have# twelve months within stone walls. He had told 
Ned White, upon that worthy making sarcastic reference to the 
commissioner's uniform coat *.s a fortunate protection to the 
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wearer, to put up his hands, and dismounting, had then and 
there so ‘straightened' him ‘inside of three rounds,' that Ned 
hadn’t a word to say for himself, and was ashamed to show his 
face for a fortnight afterwards. 

On the other hand, when Jim Black’s wife had come crying 
to him, saying her liusband hadn’t the price of a miner’s right, 
and it was very hard because he knew whf)re there was ^dme 
good ground, and he dursn’t put a pick in it, because any one 
with a ‘ right ’ could take it away from him, he had sworn at 
Jim for a lazy blackguard, who was always trying to rob the 
Government, and declared, if he caught him digging without a 
miner’s right he would send him to gaol straightway and then 
tossed a sovereign to the sobbing woman, telling her to take out 
a miner’s right for her husband that very day, and to keep the 
balance for the childi’en. 

Every kind and variety of legend was current about the 
commissioner. He was the ogre of the fairy tale, the good 
knight of the romances, the wicked baron of the middle ages, 
th^itiless official — all by turns. 

Trie great pro-consul had been away on leave of absence when 
I and my comrades first came to Yatala ; so we did not immedi- 
ately meet. But daily, so much, and such extravagant reference 
was made to his acts and deeds, opinions and manners, that all 
unconsciously we looked forward, as did, apparenHy, the larger 
part of the population, to the momentous period when the 
Captain should come back. 

In the meantime the interest of the dwellers and delvers of 
Yatala was divided by other social and official celebrities, some 
of whom were sufficiently cliaractei'istic. 

Next to Zeus, the all-powerful, came the Inspector of Police, 
Mr. Merlin, an astute^ fine-edged, courteously combative person- 
age, who always reminded me of a Toledo blade, habited in the 
dress of the period. An animated rapier — if such a type of 
humanity be consistent with natural laws, Precisely that 
weapon and no other, being difficult to confront, to evade, to 
handle, or even to liold scabbardless. Only really innocuous 
when securely sheathed and placed on the shelf. There was 
little overt aggressiveness about him. He was the least 
egotistical of men, inasmuch as whatever ideas of superiority to 
his surroundings he might have cherished, he rarely expressed 
them. The exploits and adventures of which he may have been 
the hei^o he never narrated ; accomplishments he may have 
possessed, and did in several notably excel, but he never alluded 
to them. His reserve was impenetrable ; his caustic though 
courteous manner invariably the same. Yet few there were 
cof the Yatala community who did not acknowledge pleasure in 
lii^ society, coupled with a slight infusion of fear. There was 
an involuntary dread among the miners in his pr^enoe, lest he 
might rake up from the limbo of forgotten sins some deeply 
compromising chai'ge. Men inspected him, liked him, but, 
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above every tiling, they feared him ; and, in consequence of this 
peculiar feeling he could walk through a crowd of live thousand 
men, and bear olf a prisoner (if necessary) like a hawk appropriat- 
ing a pigeon from a dovecot. 

To nim was chiefly owing what few British-born people could 
have realised without actual personal knowledge, the extra- 
ordinary state of owler and good government which prevailed 
in our singular community. There was the utmost personal 
freedom and^ independence, as enjoyed in all Her Majesty’s 
colonies, without lawlessness or licence. The reckless bullies of 
the Californian mining towns were as impossible liere as 
Griffins and Enchanters. The great crowd or waifs and strays 
was sufficiently intelligent to know the laws, and apparently 
had reached a moral standard sufficiently high to obey them, 
and to yield uncom})lainingly. 

Our life, albeit so far unsuccessful, laborious, aiid monotonous, 
as some might have termed it, was not necessarily dull. Let it 
be remembered that we had the magician youth on our side. 
Thus it rarely lacked interest, variety, even enjoyment. 

For was not the ])opulation itself one ceaseless, nevei’-ending 
mine of observation ? An unending wonder-book to him who 
had eyes to see and ears to hear, who, moreover, possessed the 
key to the cipher, and so read much that was sealed and closely 
locked to others. 

Wh») were the men, the women, evidently gently born and 
nurtured, some of whom were daily encountered, jjerfonning 
the humblest tasks amid the rudest surroundings? Was there 
not material for scores of romances in this privilege of com- 
panionship with them, which was our daily common lot? 

When some careless miner, or even a half-tamed busliman or 
ordinary labourer turned digger, suddenly unearthed gold 
which would have almost sufllced fora king’s ransom, was there 
not novelty and romance in this? in behokling the human grub 
swiftly *metauTorphosed into the butterlly — sometimes awk- 
wardly fluttering amid his brilliant juniors, at otlier times 
soaring with adjustable wing, as if born to the inheritance of 
air and light ? 

For tlie rest, albeit that our lot was that of daily labour, it 
was such a measure of exertion as came easily within tiie scope 
of the strong sinews and muscles of youth. There was in it 
nothing undignified, and the possible triumph at any given 
hour of any day glorified tlie drudgery which might, nay, daily 
did. for some comrade or other, end in splendour undreamed of 
ana dazzling. 

Our habitudes, maugre the daily labour, were distinctly those 
of gentlemen. The Major and I rose from our plain palle^^to 
bathe in the neiglibouring streamlet, or to ‘tub’ if such water- 
course was liot within reach, as regularly as when We lived in 
England. Our working clothes were of necessity plain and 
^rse, but the work over, dr the holiday afternoon having 
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arrived, ou which all miners, however good their ‘prospects,' 
make a rule of declining work, our dress was not widely 
diflerent from what it would have been in a country town in 
England. Let all idea of long-haired unkempt ruggedness be 
rejected as the vogue of Australian miners. Even Joe and 
Cyrus wore their hair clipped to a most soldierly shortness of 
staple, as, indeed — barbers abounding, and^doing a most lucra- 
tive business — do by far the greater majority of the miners 
everywhere. » 

I had, of course, arrived in Austi’alia believing that I had 
only to establish myself upon any known and accredited gold- 
field to unear til a fortune without delay. ICvCn in unknown 
and non-accreditcd regions I had visions of miraculous finds ; 
visions of ledges of gold-bearing rock and nugget-strewed 

f ravel floated before my eyes waking and sleeping. My limited 
nowledge of geology was pressed into the service of my 
imagination. I knew, of course, the leading formations in 
which gold chiefly occurred. Such Ivjmwledge would surely aid 
me in the discovery which was to mean home and friends and 
native land now rapturously regained, with the angel of my 
dreams, radiant at my return, as her celestial prototype. 

Soon after I had fairly commenced my practical course of 
fortune-digging these flattering hopes vanished. 1 found gold- 
mining to be like any other profession, composed mainly of liard 
and unrelieved drudgery. A living was certainly to be made 
by it in a general way, barring accidents, sickness, or excep- 
tional bad luck. The prizes were tangible and patent. But 
like those of all professions, or even lotteries, they wore so few 
and far between, as merely to suffice to stimulate the crowd of 
unsuccessful toilers, who wore out their lives, their hopes, their 
strength, not unfrequently their-morals and reputations, in the 
delusive quest. 

Among the miners, though the community comprises and 
ever will comprise some of the best and noblest examples of 
manhood, were many wlio had suflered grievously from rude 
association and the corroding effects of disappointment. These 
men had accepted their destiny. They were life-long miners. 
The salvation of an exceptional find could alone restore them to 
the social surroundings they had once and for ever quitted. 
Working patiently while need was, they had lost the power to 
resist the temptation to spend in aimless dissipation the 
temporary gains which from time to time they secured. ‘ A 
good rise ' was the signal for a week's revelry. Debts were paid; 
all necessary repairs to the mining requisites made. The 
remainder of the money received for their gold was wasted in 
excess. 

In a few weeks the ex-foreign office clerk op, university 
graduate was to be seen with a serge shirt and clay-stained 
clothes^ patiently sinking, drivir^g, sluicing, or reefing as the 
case might be — ^as fixed to his endless search as though he had 
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been a gnome imprisoned in the depths of the treasure moun 
tains of the Hartz. 

We did not take Cyrus’s advice. It would, financially, have 
been better for us if we had. But, of course, tJiat could not be 
foreseen. If we knew for a certainty where the gold was not, 
we should probably be able to point unerringly to where it 
was, which would letd to tlie most astounding results, especially 
if the knowledge was disseminated simultaneously. The evil of 
this universal promulgation of knowledge was exemplified in 
the following digging episode. 

Every one knows, that is, every one who lias been a few years 
on a goldfield and carefully read up the regulations, omitting 
tliose which liave been repealed, from time to time, that, when 
a ‘ frontage claim ’ is blocked off*, that is, marked otf as a per- 
manent parallelogram, instead of being a ‘ clioso in action,^ or 
progressively developing mining tenement, any one can take 
up or seize upon the ‘ block off it,’ or desirable section of land 
outside of the said frontage claim, by simply initting in. four 
pegs before any one else. 

Now the frontage claim or section ujion the lead, or ancient 
river bed, was known to be rich because it had been worked, the 
gold extracted and turned into cash fortnightly, so that a very 
fair notion could be gathered of its richness. 4s, however, the 
shareholders were limited to an allotment of two Iiundrcd and 
forty f^et in length, being at tlie rate of forty feet a man, along 
the course of the lead, it followed that the ‘block,’ or so much of 
the auriferoi|LS stratum as lay outside of this two huri(lT*ed and 
forty feet by three hundred, would be tolerably rich also. The 
shareholders in tbe claim I allude to, No. 5 Sinbad’s Valley, had 
made £8000 a man (there were six of them) in less tlian as 
many months. This I know of ray own knowledge, and can 
prove if required. One of them was a Cornishman. Just 
before tl^^ clain^ was worked out he said to me — 

‘ Harry, what d6 you think 1 I’m going home to Trevenna 
on Monday/ 

‘Are you, cousin Jack V said I. ‘I think you’re a wise man. 
Have you written to tell them all ? ’ 

‘Not a line,’ said he. ‘They think I’m dead or lost. How 
they’ll stare. I don’t think any of ’em ever saw a ten pound 
note in their lives. To-morrow’s tlie last day’s work as I shall 
do. Go by the coach Monday, and off by the overland mail 
steamer as sails from Sydney on Thursday next. Won’t that 
be a holidaj^ trip, eh mate?’ 

‘It will, 'indeed, ’ said I, rather regretfully, and I am afraid, 
envying the poor fellow in my heart. 

He was right. Tlie next day was the last day on vjhich he ew* 
worked ; but^ot in the sense in which he intended it. In lift- 
ing a heavy petrified fossil tree trunk which the waters of that 
long buriea primeval stream had rolled down its golden sands, 
he overstrained himself. On Sunday night he was a corpse f 
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and on Monday, the very day he was to have taken the first 
stage of his trip home, we followed him to his long home, in the 
spacious newly -enclosed cemetery, already commencing to be 
thickly sprinkled with newly-dug graves. Later on I saw the 
cheque for seven thousand some hundreds of pounds (less 
expenses and the Curator of Intestate Estates’ fees), which was 
remitted to the relatives in curious, old-fashrened, steep-strpeied, 
pebble-paved Trevenna. 

Well, the adjacent lot to the highly-satisfactory ‘golden-hole 
claim,’ as the miners phrased it, was to be had for the pegging- 
out first. The pegging-out, that is, the placing of four stout 
sticks, one at each corner^ was easy enough. Ijb was the ‘ first ’ 
business, the priority, which was cliflicult, if not impossible, of 
attainment. 

Tlie whole field was aware that at some time, not earlier than 
six o’clock A.M. on a certain morning, the shareholders of No. 6 
Sinbad’s Valley would mark out their claim for good and all. 
One second after which operation any alert persons might put 
in four pegs, one at each corner of the coveted adjoining block 
claim, and so hold the ground. 

On the night before the battle, five hundred men, by curious 
coincidence, bivouacked on the ground, each man with a sharp- 
ened stick and gold-sharpened determination to secure a corner 
of the Aladdin-glorious treasure-chamber. ' 

Precisely as the dawn’s fresh pearly gray succeeded th-e misty 
cloud -wrack of the waning night, four shareholders of the 
frontage claim suddenly appeared witli prepared stakes and 
marked out their carefully-measured earth-portion, none daring 
to interfere with them ; but the instant that their task was 
completed there was a rush like the advanced guard of a 
charging regiment of grenadiers. The confusion which resulted 
defies description. 

At each corner of the coveted block stood couple of score 
of men, each wildly and frantically endeavouring to place his 
particular stake as near two of the frontage pegs as possible, 
and as accurately opposite and the regular distance. Men 
fought and struggled, cursed and struck and fell, as each raised 
high his stake or peg and^ strove to hammer it in securely, A 
few intimate friends or joint -operators with the frontage party 
were seen to appear on the scene suddenly, only a few minutes 
after the markmg-ofi* and essay to occupy. These were usually 
supposed to have ‘ the office,’ or special information from the 
shareholders, and to ‘stand in’ with them; but these in their 
turn were swept forward and over in the mad rush of the eager 
crowd. For five minutes indescribably wild confusion prevailed. 
Then the crowd sullenly parted. Certain pegs and stakes were 
seen planted, sheaf-like, in each corner, and the ‘ blocking - off 
of No. S-'Sinbad’ was over. ^ The result of thife attempt to 
symbolise priority of occupation, by means of pegs or stakes, 
possibly among the most ancient'Iandmarks, has been accfir^tely 
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retained by the photographic art. ‘ The apparatus can’t lie,’ and 
a wandering artist, of that persuasion, attended the performance 
and faithfully reproduced both the pegs and their owners. 

Mr. Commissioner Blako had no easy task, it will be seen. 
He was only required, in the exercise of his duty to take evidence 
and decide as to which four pegs luid been placed in the corners 
of*ti^e block-claim*oir No. 5, first after the shareholders of No. 
5, and, having decided, to place those persons to whom the pegs 
belonged in possession of the claim. 

He did wnat lie could. He rode down to the place attended 
by two troopers and a dozen dogs, and narrowly inspected the 
pegs. He even counted them, making one hundred and sixty- 
two in all. 

‘Who put in the first peg in the north-east corner?’ ho 
demanded. 

‘I did,’ 

‘No, 1 did ; ’twas me. Captain.’ 

‘Me plenty plant ’in that one waddy,’ said a civilised 
aboriginal. 

‘I put in first peg, Massa, sure as there’s snakes in Virginny.' 
sung out old man Ned. 

‘No, no, my jiog ; 1 thrust it in with this meri,’ yells Maori 
Jack, brandishing his war club, and showing his sharpened 
anthropox)h«igic tcietli. 

‘C«st ie mien, e’est le mien, sacrcs cochons que vous etos, 
sortons,’ grinds out a Frenchman. 

‘ Das ist mein numero ein — ein — ein,’ growls a Gorman, ‘ liaben 
sie der fader gesehu? or ist todten— -spitzbuben — Donner un’ 
blitzen.’ 

‘Where are you shovin’ to?’ grumbles a but no, it is 

unnecessary to specify the nationality of the last sxieaker ; 

‘d n you all, you may take my share, if we ever reach within 

a hundred mile of Wingadee agin. I’m full up of these here 
blank dtggingif Jjet me get out of this blank crowd. Call this 
digging? i say it’s wild cattle meeting. I’ll cut it while the 
play is good.’ 

‘D n the whole lot of you/ roars out the irascible Com- 

missioner, charging right among the excited crowd. Why the 
Vdazes didn’t you come and have it out earlier in the day. Get 
home, all of you, and mind that not a soul stirs the surface till 
I give leave. How tlie devil auj ] to tell who is the first man ? 
I know no more than xYdam. But, anyhow, I shall reserve 
judgment until to-morrow morning. Come up to tlie cami3 at 
ten o’clock and I will there and then deliver my decision. In 
the meantime, no one touclies the ground witli axe, shovel, or 
pick, or I shall know the reason wliy.’ , 

On the following morning, as the Commissioner sat in Ins 
office, a sma?l building, with a room for himself and<H)ne for his 
clerk, a back room a passage, a large crowd gradually 
collected before the door. At ten o’clock precisely the office 

D 
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door was thrown open, and the Commissioner’s clerk, standing 
therein, informed the crowd that the Captain was inside, and 
would receive the names of every man who had put in a peg in 
the block off No. 5 Sinbad’s Valley. 

His orders were these. Each applicant was to enter the 
passage by the back door. As he passed through his name 
would be taken down on a slip of paper by ^im, the clerk^'^and 
placed in a ballot-box, to be dealt with by the Commissioner 
afterwards according to his sovereign will and pleasure. A 
cheer was given as this announcement was made, and a string 
of men commenced to pass through the back door and out of 
the front, leaving their names in the course of transit. In half 
an hour all was completed. A hundred and sixty men, forty 
applicants for each peg, for only four men could he shareholders^ 
awaited the fiat of the Commissioner. At a i*espectful distance 
a motley crowd of three or four times the number regarded 
them attentively. 

This being completed, the Captain appeared at the doorway, 
and, amid loud cheering, commenced a brief oration. He said 
that he had given this particular case great consideration, that 
the confusion which had occurred was in consequence of the 
Government having framed some new regulations without 
submitting them to the commissioners. This one in particular 

— with regard to frontage -block claims — was a d- d stupid 

one, it seemed to him. He had no hesitation in saying so 
[loud cheering] ; but however that miglit be, it was the law ! 
Andj of course, he would take care that it was rigidly obeyed. 

He would now proceed to select the names of the four men 
to whom he should adjudge the ownership of the block off No. 
6. He should do it by lot, as they would agree it was totally 
impossible to sift the evidence or arrive at any conclusion by 
ordinary methods, in the case of a hundred and sixty pegs, all 
put down about the same time. He was not g^oing to try, at 
any rate. 

‘ Mr. Watkins,’ this to the clerk, ‘ would you please to bring 
forward the ballot-box. I turn away my head and select this 
ticket at random ; [reading] it contains the name of James 
Grant. ^ The second, taken out similarly, is Patrick Mahony. 
The third is that or— -a— Ewen Campbell. And the fourth is 
that of — a — John Smith, I hereby adjudge these four men to 
be the legal occupiers and sliareholders of the block ofi: No. 6 
Sinbad’s Valley. God save the Queen 1 ’ 

The crowd cheered. The one hundred and fifty -six dis- 
appointed claimants said never a word, and the four men 
named received peaceable possession of the claim, which turned 
eut, a very rich one, and which they worked out to the last 
ounce. ^ One man, whom I saw afterwards, bought a snug farm 
with his share of the gold ; and I visited him in a iftat freestone 
cottage which he had erected. 



CHAPTER IV 

Wb worked hard, doggedly, persistently, and yet all was 
unavailing. 

We ‘ hung on,’ as the miners said, to our claim, driving and 
delving with pick and shovel, through the long hob days, or in 
the silent dark cold nights. No luck, no gold. Having no 
money was not tlie worst of it. Our balance on the wrong side 
had run up with the storekeeper, who trusted us to considerably 
over a hundred pounds. A large sum, when it is considered 
that our assets were almost nil, or such as, if sold, would have 
made a very slight impression on the account. 

We, became unhappy and despondent, more especially Cyrus 
Yorke, whose ‘I told you so from the beginning,’ was daily more 
aggressive and hard to bear. Our storekeeper friend, John 
Mangrove, did not seem to care so much, lie had ‘followed 
the diggings’ b)r many a year. He and his smart, bustling, 
business-like wife were quite used to giving fabulous amounts 
of credit, to what they termed ‘an honest ci*owd,’ meaning a 
party of men who might be relied upon to pay when their luck 
turned. Mrs. Mangrove, indeed, laughed at our undiggerlike 
despondency \^hen we came up one Saturday night and vowed 
we would not ta£e some beef and flour for our married mate, 
having no money, and having that morning decided to ‘jack 
up ’ or thoroughly abandon work at our present claim. 

‘We must go and fossick for a bit now,’ I said, ‘just for 
enough to make the pot boil ; but we won’t take any more of 
your “tucker,” Mrs. Mangrove, without paying.’ 

‘Bother the j)aying!’ said the buxom, cheery woman, ‘we 
shall get our money some time or other ; but liow are you and 
the Major to fossick, or anything else, without a scrap to eat. 
You must and shall take your rations till times mena. Luck 
always turns if you stick to your tight like men. Don’t tell me 
you’re down in the mouth. You’ve got to work till you make 
a ‘ rise,’ for my sake, and how can you work without tucker V* * 

‘All rights Mrs. Mangrove,’ said the Major ; ^oujknow what 
is good for us. We are your boys, you know. Can’t you lay us 
on to anything ? ’ 
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‘ Wellj as youVe good boys, I don’t mind letting you hear of 
a little whisper I caiiglit this morning of a ru^i out at the 
Eight Mile, tiiat they say is going to be a regular fizzer. It is 
called “ The Last Stake,” and there are only half a dozen claims 
marked out. You’d bo in time to-morrow morning early, I 
saw some awfully rich specimens that Tim Daly had.’ 

‘ Specimens are deceptive,’ 1 say ; ‘ but we miW mark out ||)ur 
men’s ground there to-morrow, only two need work till it’s 
payable. Cyrus and Joe will go splitting or fencing until times 
improve a bit to pay the tucker-bill.’ 

‘ All right,’ said Mrs. Mangrove, ‘ nothing like facing it. My 
old man and me was down to half-a-crown, and lyirdly a pair of 
boots between ns once at Eaglchawdi ; but wo clr<»pped on to a 
shallow patcli, and 1 puddled it in a waslitub, didn’t I, John? 
We made eiglity pound out of that patch in two days,’ 

‘You was allers a good ’un to work at a pinch, I will say 
that,’ growled John, ‘though you’re tongue do run a bit fast 
sometimes.’ 

‘If I didn’t do a l)it of blowing we might sliut up shop,’ she 
answered; ‘you know that vtuy well, Masltu* John. Here, 
Harry, take this bottle of whisky with you ; you and the 
Major warn something besides tea just now. You’re looking 
dreadful thin of late, and you’ll be laid up wnth the fever if you 
don’t mind. Cive that Mrs. Yorke of yours a sip, it^wmn’t hur*t 
her, a small drop. She’s got a precious soft-lieaded husband, I 
can see.’ 

‘You sec a many things,’ said John, ‘can you see it’s past 
twelve o’clock; the sergeant’ll be turning everybody out 
directly. I si i all sh ii t u p. G oi >d - n i gl d , m ates. ’ 

After this interesting colloquy, by which we felt much cheered 
and invigorated, we went home and indulged in a glass of 
whisky punch each, which did not demoralise us much, not 
having touched anything for a month previously. We also 
insisted upon Mrs. Yorke joining us ; she and Cyrus liad not 
gone to bed. Ho we drank success to our next start, and slept 
very soundly afterwards. 

iTie stars were in the sky when the Major and I quietly arose 
and wended our way out to the locale of The Last Stake Quartz 
.Reef, alluded to by Mrs. IHangroye, and walking the four miles 
briskly reached it soon after dayJiglit. Early as was the liour, 
others were there bound upon the same errand. We could see 
where the ledge of white silicate rock had been bared and work- 
ings commenced with a view of following it down. Carefully 
noticing the direction of tlie reef, we placed our two pegs, 
denoting two hundred feet in lengtli along the line of the reef, 
and giving a title to the full width of one hundred yards on 
each side of the base line, whatever tiuit inight be. Once so 
placed, if only a minute before the next coming, i^iis act con- 
stituted a perfect mining title to all gold within such defined 
boundaries. The law allowed thiee days’ grace for occupation 
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and efficient work to take place. If such work were not com- 
inericed within three days, anv other miners might summarily 
take possession of or ‘jump^ the claim. Wending our way- 
back to breakfast, there boin^g no necessity to take any othoi 
measures at present, wo ex plained .the position of affiiirs to oin 
fellow sliareholders. 1 took the initiative from habit, and laid 
gre!M: stress on j\Tangrove’s kindness, which had enabled 
us to begin again in a respectable and promising manner, in- 
stead of lia^ng to take to fossicking like so many ‘ hatters ’ — 
solitary miners. Both the Major and I considered The Last 
Stake Keef to look like ha good sliow but there were expenses 
and of course food for tlie whole party, 'ihese we should not 
get out of tlio reef for some time. And we were all averse to 
sponging on kind Mr. Mangrove more than we could lielp. I, 
therefore, proposed that Cyi’us and Joe should take a job of 
bush work, the wages of which — such labour being very well 
paid just then — would suffice to placate Lie butcher and baker 
for the wliole party, until the n^er turned payable, which it was 
pretty .sure to do. If not, we wf*.re only wher’C we w(;ro before. 

‘ThatTl do,’ said Joe; ‘I was just a-longing like for a bit of 
farm work this tine sharj) weather. I ha’ had sucli a spell of 
driving that ITn regular cramped. It was pintty wet down 
there, too, £pd I’m afeared of the rheumatic. I saw Mr. Hanks 
this morning, and he otlered Cyrus and me half a mile of fenc 
ing af good prices.’ 

^They hist was good prices,’ said Cyrus ; ‘I only wish I could 
have tumbled across ’em down the country, I’d never have come 
digging — would I, little \voman T 

‘I’m sure I don’t know, Cyrus,’ she said, ‘you never 

very contented, and if you had’nt come here, you’d have gone 
somowheres else. But I (h hope we’ll malco a rise on tin’s 
reef. We’ve been lower lately than over I remember since the 
party ’vva.s a pi^rty.’ 

‘We should liifve been lower down still, Mrs. Yorke,’ said the 
Major, ‘ if it had not been for these capital scones of yours, and 
the way your good cookery saves the rations. I suppose it’s 
because Cyrus has sucli a tremendous ajipctito that you were 
first driven to economise by metliod and high ai t.’ 

‘If I’ve got a good twist, I can do a day’s work,’ said tJie 
TTawkesbury giant, opening his cliest and raising Jiis great arms. 
‘Hut we’d better get away, Joe, and see Mr. Hanks about this 
fencing. I’d be sorry if he let it to any other chaps. The 
Major and Harry can begin and rig their stage at the reef. I 
don’t thiidv much of reefs. I believe in the alluvial myself.’ 

Then it was all settled. Next day we had cut our logs, 
rigged our stage and windlass, and were soon ‘sinking foB^tlte 
reef,’ widely wether volatilised from a lower cheipical centre 
or laterally secreted, was not visible on the surface where wo 
had put down our pegs. • 

In a. few days we ‘struck it,’ followed it down, discovered 
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small specks of gold almost invisible to the naked eye, and at 
the first crushing were rewarded with a handsome dividend. 

We thought our fortunes were made ; we put on two wages 
men, and worked with renewed energy. The next, and the 
next, dividends were good ; but one dreadful day it became 
apparfmt that the reef liad ‘pinched out,’ become gradually 
smaller and more difficult to find. Finally, it disappe'-.red 
altogether. 

There was the alternative of sinking perhaps ano^Iier hundred 
or two hundred feet, on the cliance of its being struck at a 
greater depth, and ‘ carrying the gold better as it went deeper.’ 
But this stylo of operation was only suited for men with capital. 
We resolved not to risk the little we had. 

Altogether we got about a thousand pounds for our share of 
the gold in little more than two months. That, of course, was 
not so bad. Out of this the claim was in debt to Mr. Mangrove 
about two hundred and fifty pounds, which was religiously paid 
up at once, thus leaving nearly two hundred pounds per man. 
Each, probably, had some few personal and private debts, which 
had to be liquidated. A certain refitting of wardrobes was 
imperative ; other matters, too, had become attenuated durinc 
our longish term of ill-luck. A few presents to friends who had 
sympathised with us in our distress were also thought suitable, 
fiventualljr, the experienced goldfield’s resident will liave no 
difficulty m understanding that forty or fifty pounds each was 
about the outside amount which remained in our pockets, after 
a week’s holiday and final settlement of affairs. 

This statement but too often correctly describes the course 
of a miner’s life even when there is no overt dissipation. His 
very virtues, his truthfulness, energy, and good faith aid him 
in extravagance, so to speak, for they enlarge his facilities for 
credit, which are so elastic while’ health and strength last that 
he can get as deeply into debt as he pleases. 

When he does meet with a fair slice of luck, such as I have 
referred to, the greater part of his gains are swept away in 
repayment, while the balance remaining is so small that, to his 
easy mind, it seems hardly worth saving. ‘ Plenty more where 
that came from^ is the most popular mining motto, which is 
true enough in a sense, but not always easy to reduce to prac- 
tical application. 

I had seen and encountered so much in my own person of 
this tantalising see-saw of apparent prosperity and real poverty 
that I had insensibly commenced to be drawn into the fatal 
vortex of indifierentism which is so apt to characterise the 
habitual miner, from whatever class originally drawn. I was 
begijLining to be satisfied with the periodical intervals of ease 
and comparative luxury, to be more and more incapable of 
making any sustained effort to free myself from rude and 
unworthy surroundings. The fortune which I had hoped for, 
how much more accurately could I now gauge the slender pro- 
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bability of my winning it ! The return to clear England, the 
union with my long-chcriahed darling, the transfigured ange] 
of my dreams. ^ How much more nearly this approached, with 
every flying minute, to the faint hopes of Heaven, and misty 
realisations of eternal bliss which visit the average believer. 

In my despondent moods, when, after weeks of severe labour 
the ^nd seemed n« nearer, I allowed my spirits to droop to 
the lowest depths of despair. Why had I ever permitteclmy 
thoughts to jjpngo to such mad impossibilities ? II ad aught but 
tfie insane heedlessness of youth caused my fanejy to soar so 
high, only to fall with more stunning shock? Was tliere the 
most distant hope of my ever realising ten or twenty thousand 
pounds by ordinary mining, with which to present myself in 
the course of the coining year to the Squire, and to claim the 
ecstatic reward ? Midsummer, moonstruck madness the whole ! 
No greater expectation, truly, as it now appeared to me, was 
there than if I were engaged in digging potatoes. 

And yet such prizes were to be had, and dicl occasionally, at 
Yatala, fall to grasp of the lucky — chiefly undeserving 
adventurers. 

While I was in this undecided and, above all, agonising state 
of mind, I received a letter froni Kuth. We had not been 
forbidden, in so many words, to correspond, but it had been 
explained t(f me by tlie Squire tliat wliile matters remained in 
such am extremely uncertain and precarious state, lie thouglit 
I should agree with him that a regular correspondence would 
be inconsistent, etc., that, of course, he left ib to me, and so on. 
The consequence of which was tliat, appreciating his considera- 
tion, I refrained from pouring out my heart as I oiherwiso 
should have done, and merely wrote, from time to time, certain 
matter-of-fact epistles. In them I stated my plans, described 
my place of residence, and gave my reasons for expecting good 
things in the \^ay of gold discovery. 

The line of despair which had commenced to poi’vade my life 
of late had commenced to tinge my letters, doubtless, and so 
awakened a feeling of irrepressible tenderness and compassion 
in that dear heart that knew but one deep, still -flowing current 
of self-sacrificing love. Whatever the cause, I one day received 
from Mrs. Mangrove, who also officiated as postmistress, amid 
her other multifarious avocations, a letter, bearing the delicate 
characters so indelibly traced upon ray heart. 

‘A letter from home, Harry, Englisli postmark, come from 
your sister, your mammy, or your sweetheart. Don’t be angry 
now j if you’ll give me the address, I’ll write and tell her what 
a good boy you are. Not like some of the swells here, who are 
the biggest rapscallions out, instead of setting a good exanjple 
to us poor ignorant lower-class mullocks, eh, J ohn ? ’ 

‘ Wbat you blowin’ about now, old gal,’ said l^he senten- 
tious John, removing the pipe^from his mouth. ‘I don’t know 
about “ mullock.” God made all men free and equal, and though 
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anybody can see as Harry and the Major are regular right-down 
swells, and so far and away ahead of us, wliat does Bobbie 
Burns say — “ Wiio hangs his head for honest poverty ^—and 
settera V 

‘Come, you’re not so poor, nor over and above honest either, 
John/ retorted his better half— ‘tliat is, if you get a chance, 
and was dead sure of not being bowled out.^ It’s 1 that teiows 
you — still there’s worse on tlie diggings. And now, here’s your 
letter, Harry, a,nd if you’d like to step into my^back parlour 
and read it in comfort — there’s no one in tliere, nor won’t he 
till the Mildorah mail comes in. Take your beer with you.’ 

I accepted tlie oiler of my woi-thy friend OjIkI banker ; so, 
sitting down upon the sofa and locking the door, I abandoned 
myself thoroughly to the half -painful thrill of memory ere I 
commenced to trarislate into half- whispered speech the loved 
and familiar characters. 

Ere 1 opened the letter I gazed long upon tlio fateful scroll. 
How much of my former life came back to me ; how sharp the 
contrast appeared with my present existence ! I saw myself as 
I otme was, how dillerently lodged and tended. The old Court, 
with its look of immemorial stateliness and re})oseful comfort 
that now seemed luxury undreamed of, more than half forgotten 
in tlie rude surroundings to which I liad insensibly adapted 
myself. And amid them my lot was fated to be cast, for now 
many years yet ? for my lifetime it might well be ! for how 
could I endure to return an unsuccessful, disappointed man — I 
that had so obstinately sovei’ed the links tliat bound me to Hie 
home of my youth — the position to wliicli I had been born. I 
had seen men as gently nurtured, better educated, aye, with 
far higher attainments, after brave battling with hopeless odds, 
sink gradually year by year, yet more deeply into the slough of 
low com panion shij) and sensual indulgence. They had despaired 
of returning ever to the dim, fiir-olF world of the,ir lost Ijeritage ; 
had been contented thus to wear out the days of a despised, 
self-contemning existence. If such things happened to them, 
why not to me'l I was alone. My long pent-up dread of the 
worst for a moment overpowered me. i leaned my head upon 
my hands before the unread letter, and the hot tears, never 
before shed since childhood, rained down upon the tawdry 
table-cover. 

The unwonted passion aroused me. I brushed the evidences 
of weakness from my eyes, and, rising to my sense of manhood, 
raised the precious evidence of woman’s fidelity. I well knew 
what tender assurance I should find of fondly-cherished, brightly- 
burning love — unalterable faith, unswerving lioly confidence. 
¥et^, how many instances had I known where men, having 
truked as deeply and loyally, had been heartlessly deceived. 
I bad watcTied life- wrecks which had dated from the receipt of 
just such another letter in outward seeming. They, with deli- 
cate, deadly strokes, had yet rung the knell of hope— of faith 
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in woman’s sacred truth. Such was not to be my doom, what- 
ever else the Fates, which 1 had coTTunenced to dread, might 
have in store for Hereward Pole. How I drank in the sweet 
sense of the precious, priceless symbols —thus dumbly that 
spake — 

‘ My OWN DEAUES'% EVER DEAREST 1] EREWADD — Your last letter, 
writtoufroul Yatala, roused me from a lit of depression which had crept 
over me, 1 hardly know why ; perliaps, from its being so long since I had 
received one. re-read it before I could do more tliaii gather that you 
were well, and still bravely striving to discover that terrible, delusive 
gold, which seems to be such a wdll-o’-the-wiap— in spite of the golden 
tales which come by every mail from your far land. 1 was unspeakably 
cheered by this bare knowledge, and shall never fear gloomy presenti- 
ments again. But I liad had so tnaiiy. I read — for 1 read all the papers 
1 can get hold of from Australia — about terrible mining aecidents, till 1 
was half unconsciously in tlie habit of connecting rny beloved with the 
dangers and the deaths that seemed so common, mnl little regarded. I 
pictured you suddenly overwhelmed by a fall of eaitli in your subter- 
ranean abode, sometimes blown up by an explosion, like those awful ones 
in coal mines. What a dreadful one w^as that in Wales the otlier day. 
We happened to he at Llanbcris, for a change for poor mother, who lias 
been ailing lately. I w^ent down and saw the poor wom(ni, whose sons 
and husbands, brothers and (alas !) lovens, had been reft frojii them in an 
instant. How many forms of grief wmro there. Kow, / could sympathise 
with them, unlike many who merely viewed it as one of the far-aw^ay 
calamities that we read or hear of, and turn from to the next excitement 
or frivolous pleasure. My acliing heart found some relief in aiding and 
comforting those whom I could reach. I felt in a strange way cheered 
and lightened when my task Avas done. But oh ! how unsju'akable was 
tlie relief when I saw your dear hand-writing again, and knew that you 
were safe and strong and hopeful as ever, though, so far, unsuciiessful. 

‘ Then, as I, for the sixth time, devoured your letter, I discovered a 
desponding tone in your expressions, that 1 had never before noticed. 
You did not s])eak with your old gallant disregard of piesent ill-luck, and 
hope for future hivtnue, as you used to do. My woman's quiokuoss 
divined a kind of dull resignation setting in ; a more than usual dwelling 
upon your rashness in quitting England, joined to a deeper regret for 
having, as you say, induced me “to link my life with that of a beggar 
and an exile — to forfeit the paradise of my childliood’s home for tin* 
accursed outer-world of labour and privation, which would he my portion 
if I followed you.” 

‘All this, dearest, I look upon as sinful disbelief in God’s goodness ; 
besides which, to speak of an infinitely less worthy matter, it is very 
wicked of you to doubt my love. That you possess “once and for ever.” 
It may not be all that you fondly fancy, but such as it is, it is yours— all 
yours — wdiile life lasts, and beyond the grave, if there we i*etain the 
feelings which animate our souls on earth. Perhaps I am saying more 
than I could ever express if we were nearer, but, scjjarateil by .so vast a 
distance, we may be doomed never again to hear each other’s voices, 1 
feel as if I muf^ give expression to every thought of my licsyt, lest yot* 
might die and never know how its every pulse beats for you. 

‘ After seeing the stony despair of some of these poor women’s faces at 
Pent-y-glas ; after hearing their dreadful agonising shrieks, as one aftei 
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another of the dead miners was carried up from the pit mouth and laid in 
his cottage ; after witnessing the frantic delight with which the rescued 
were welcomed back to life, joy that sometimes threatened like to death, 
you must pardon me for believing mere want of success to be a small 
thing in true lovers’ eyes, compared with those ghastly realities. 

‘ Want of success, indeed ! Why, what does it mean, that my high- 
hearted Hereward should not look it in the face, and fro\vn it down, as of 
old. Have you not life, and love, and health, aSad strength ? thxt stal- 
wart form 1 that steady eye ? When these fail it will be time enough to 
despond, to retract, to despair, to lose faith in God and i^an. 

‘ But you will do none of these, my own darling. You will still work ; 
you will still pray. Remember that there is another year, yet untried, 
before us, during which the reward of all your long labour and heroic self- 
denial may be found. My prayers may be answered, and your work, 
which according to the good old monkish legend, is also prayer, because 
done in a good spirit, will bring its reward. Keep up your heart for both 
our sakes — for the love’s sake which is your Ruth’s life. When that time 
is finished, come homo to the old land, and ho sure if you can quell that 
stubborn pride of yours-— do I not love you the bettor for it — my dear old 
father will welcome you as a son. But if you will not or cannot come, I 
will never upbraid you, and more — so prepare yourself — no power on earth 
shall then Keep me from coming to you, to follow your steps in W'eal or 
woe, so long as wo both shall live. 

‘I have written you a woman’s letter. It is the longest I ever sent. 
But I did feci so lonely and wretched. It has eased my heart. Would 
that it could lighten yours ; perhaps it may. God keep and bless you, 
my own beloved. — Yonrs ever, in w^al or woe, in the old world or the 
new, ‘ Ruth Allerton.’ 

I rose from tlie perusjil of the heaven-sent letter an altered 
man. I pressed it to rny lips, to my heart. Then I vowed 
silently, yet solemnly, to God, to work and deny myself from 
auglit but needful rest and sustenance, until the time was 
expired, for her sweet sake — the best, the ten derest, the truest 
of mortal women, for her sweet sake — the angel that had stirred 
the dreary pool of doubt. I was licaled ; of tbf^t I had'no doubt. 
Should I ever be suffered to thank her by my life ? 

‘ My word ! I’ll go bail there was a bank draft in that 
letter,*^ said Mrs. Mangrove, coming in suddenly ; ‘ you look so 
cheered up by it. Must be good news, or something like it. I 
thought you were going to jack up at the claim when you came 
in, or had got the rever, or something. But now you look like 
a different chap altogether.’ 

‘ I am a different man,’ I said. ‘ I believe my luck’s going to 
change, Mrs. Mangrove ; and if you and John will always back 
us right out, I believe we shall make our pile yet, and you will 
have a slice of it.’ 

‘Never mind that,’ said the good-natured dame. ‘If you 
take all your stores from us, and pay your bill, that’ll be enough 
for John uid me. Our proffts are pretty smart, We only want 
to get our goods off* But you and the Major and your other 
mates, you’re a good crowd to^'work ; I will say that for you ; 
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stick to those new prospectors. There’s something in that lead, 
I’ll go h«ail. There’s no fear but what you’ll drop on to it by 
mid by. John and I ain’t afraid to speculate a hundred or two ; 
weVe not followed tlie diggings five years next Christmas to be 
afraid of giving .a bit of credit to rale out-and-out good working 
men. No, nor five hundred at the back o’ that j you’re right 
for anitthing you wftnt, tools, expenses, powder and fuse, as 
long as we last out. Now, you’d better have a whisky, and get 
home before tljp moon sets. Those holes is nasty things to be 
wafting through when it’s dark.’ 

I declined the refreshment, but thanked the generous-hearted 
creature with a warmth that made licr and her husband exhibit 
signs of distress. I then made off down the brightly-lighted 
street, and following a narrow but well-worn track which 
threaded the hundreds of shafts, wide, dark -mouthed in the 
moonlight, like silent monsters watching for their prey, soon 
reached the somewhat isolated spot, where our tiny camp was 
situated. 

My mates were all asleep. I was not sorry for that. I was 
so filled with the deep pervading excitement whicli the reading 
of my thrice-blessed letter had caused in me, that I should have 
with difficulty compelled myself to interchange the ordinary 
courtesies of conversation. I was as a man who liad found a 
huge and hidden treasure. I could no longer* concern myself 
with thefpoor coins and cares of daily life, until I had had time 
to reflect upon my joy and good fortune. 

‘ How good, how pure she is ; what more than mort al fidelity 
iias marked my Ruth’s conduct,’ I thought, as I lay clown on my 
humble couch. ‘ How many girls in her position would have 
caught at the first excuse to free themselves from an engage- 
ment that must involve poverty and privation — that might even 
end in exile ; and yet she had kept lier faith, had been true to 
the vow yiade on the well -remembered terrace, as wo stood 
looking over woodlasnd vales. How had I deserved such fidelity. 
Still, there was something in a man’s strength, a man’s hope 
and struggle for success. She should have her reward, if a 
single-handed swordsman could hew his way to success and 
glory. There was a year of the precious granted time to spare 
now. Perhaps the casuarina might not have changed lier gloomy 
filamental raiment once more before the tide would have turned 
— the fulfilpient would have been ‘assured.’ 

The nejld} day was Sunday. The Major and Joe had been on 
the night-sh^|i,L,I }iad, therefore, all the day before me to 
dream pver my last found happiness, to permit my mind to 
wander over the past, to hope and resolve for the future. No 
mining, no work of any sort, was carried on on the Sabbath a-t 
Yatala, An r^terly unbroken stillness reigned over the whole 
strangely assorted camp on the sacred day. In some tjoun tries 
such would not have been the gase ; men would have pleased 
tliemselves as to the course they took. But here, the whole 
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sentiment of the place was as distinctly English as if the con- 
course of adventurers liad been located in Surrey or Kent. The 
Australian colonies are not only in many ways contented to be 
English in act, manner, and thought. They are the English of 
a century back in many, in perhaps the highest einboaiments 
of the national character. And there was no more thought 
in Yatala of Sunday woi’k, or openly -livowod Sunday dis- 
sipation than of a carnival in Glasgow. Moreover, such 
labour was against the law of the land, whi^, as I before 
remarked, was by no means sutlered to remain a dead letter at 
Yatala. Under 29 Carolus 11. c. vii. sec. 7, an information 
would have been laid by tl)e sergeant with exceeding prompti- 
tude; and the tine would have followcxl with mathematical 
precision of effect after cause. 



CHAPTER Y 

Next day being Sunday, we breakfasted late, and by no means 
uncomfortably. Wluui miners are provided with provisions at 
all, they are good of their kind. Ej^esh bo<€steaks, grilled to 
perfection, and served up hot by our miraculous cook and good 
fairy Mrs. Yorke, baker’s bread (there were live tradesinen of 
the craft in Vatala), fresh butter, and new laid eggs, with hot 
coffee, were all forthcoming. We had previously performed our 
ablutions and dressed ourselves with a trilling amount of extra 
care. Tlie Major and 1 messed together in our wcathor-tiglit 
abode, wherein* was a small extempoiused table. Cyrus Yorke, 
his wife, tind Joe llulder liad their meal at tlu^ family tent. 

‘Well, Pole,’ said tiie Major, ‘wliat was the result of your 
business interview with Mrs. Mangrove ? Is she going to sell 
us up at the end of the montli, or have you blarneyed her into 
another excursion towards the InsoKuuit Court?’ 

‘She is a brick,’ 1 returned, ‘and Jolin is not a bad fellow 
either. They have promised to back us until Ciiristmas. After 
that we must take our chance.’ 

‘By Jove ! ’ saijJ my friend, ‘she is a tower of Shiiiar, in the 
brick line ; a rcgi#lar goldlield’s guardian angel— a tutelar 
divinity ! I don’t know what all ! We shall strike the gutter 
yet, depend upon it. And yet, consichu* my improper exulta- 
tion ! Depenefing for my daily steak (how famous and tender 
this one is; that little woman of ours has had it hanging up a 
week — bless her) ; dei^ending, 1 say, for my daily bread and 
butter on a poor woman’s bounty — what would the old 77th say 
to it. Conduct unbecoming an ollicer and a gentleman, eh ? ’ 

I had determined to spend the day in tranquil self-com- 
munion. To that end I saIli(Kl out, witli some slight provision 
for a midday meal, for a long djiy’s walk ; the Major electing to 
pass the time on the broad of his back, working up his arrears 
of light literature, of which we always received from home a 
generous supplv. . . t r 

‘Going for regular all-day constitutional, Harry, fft-e you ? 
he said. ‘ Well, every man to his taste : this is a free country. 
Seems to me we get a fair share* of exercise without a twenty 
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mile hump on Sundays. Keep your eyes open, for a likely gully 
for prospecting.’ 

He began to cut the leaves of his Saturday Review^ and I 
departed. I was in no mood for the grim pleasantries, the 
instructive scientific articles, the scathing criticism of that 
magazine of pure English and merciless sarcasm. Welcome 
had been its arrival to us in many a difll un relieved ^>erm of 
labour in the glaring dusty midsummer, or the dreary winter 
weather, when the rows of tents stood on a plateau of knee-deep 
mud. But now I longed to speed fortli across the low ^een 
hills strewn with diorite, across the sharply outlined ridge, ^ 
where the great white blocks of quartz gleamed in the morning 
sun, adown the long eastern slope, for miles through the park- 
like southern forest, where, over the tliick greensward, the 
forester kangaroo and the wallaroo alone run, where eager 
green and gold parrots chattered and screamed — where the blue 
heron fishea silently by the reed-fringed creek, where the eagle 
soared calm and peerless amid the loneliness of the firmament. 
And there I, too, could be alone and relieve my heart, that 
seemed almost bursting with unshared tliought and thank- 
fulness. 

After hours of rambling and a gradual descent, I found 
myself in a defile which slowly widened, until it became a plea- 
sant meadow-seeming fiat, partly overgrown v^ith high grass 
and patches of rushes. The hillsides had been precipitous, and 
an easier path having been found by the strayed horses and 
cattle of the miners, Nova Scotia Gully, as it had been called by 
a wandering Blue Nose, had been completely neglected. 

A promising place for ‘prospecting.’ Yet nowhere did I see 
the shafts and lieaps of rock or gravel which tell in a gold 
country of the hasty search for the precious metal. Instinc- 
tively reasoning on these passing thoughts, half looking out for 
a pleasant spot for my midday halt, I mechanically wandered 
to a depression where a lofty eucalyptus, fallen before a hurri- 
cane blast, lay with its barea roots sheer athwart a tiny water- 
course. Below this natural embankment was a pool filled with 
pellucid water. 

‘ Here,’ I said, ‘ I will dream out the day, translating myself 
as nearly as may be in spirit to the pleasant land of my fathers, 
and linking my soul to hers, whose pure steadfast heart has so 
strengthened and lightened mine.’ 

Hour after hour, after my frugal midday meal, I lay on the 
grass under the vast trunk of the fallen forest-monarch, and 
dreamed of green England’s meads and time-worn crumbling 
keeps, of the half-royal residences of the great nobles — the 
time-honoured halls of the squires and county gentlemen. I 
saw again the ancient gables of Allerton Court, the ivy-but- 
tressed tillage church, the plodding unarnbitious*farm-labourers, 
the old women in their caps, the clerk withstanding the ever 
troublesome boys, trying in vain to restrain from sounds and 
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antics, secular if not profane, the calm voice of the clergyman 
reading the prayers, or preaching the sermon. How much out 
of keeping would any excited action or unfamiliar doctrine 
have been in that haven of repose and assured joys ? And then, 

’ turning first to one side and then to the other, with a smile or a 
pleasant word, as either parent spoke, came my own, my beloved, 
my pef^less Ruth Alltrton. 

Should I ever see her again, hear her voice, under tlie great 
lime trees I re|j[jembered so well, when we watched for the first 
shi\%ring whisper as the evening breeze came sighing up over 
hill and dale ? What a waste world was there between us ! 
‘What a mournful^ pale-gleaming, endless plain of ocean ! Nor 
only such, but the great desert of Poverty, where the dwellers 
are for ever Bedouins, raiders, outcasts, desperate or despised 
dwellers on sufferance, by the border of the high-walled cities of 
wealth and respectability. 

Thus did I think; thus muse during the little season of 
leisure which was allotted to me. The short day was fading 
fast ere I had completed my round of thought. Henceforth, 
action would obliterate contemplation. But I felt that in my 
life I had made a fresh departure. Kneeling on the turf by the 
gnarled tree-trunk, scarred and scattered as by the fire-storms 
of centuries, I swore solemnly that, until the year expired, 1 
would neither "pause nor slacken in my search tor the magical 
metal. Magical — it would be the long lost Philosopher’s stone. 
Would it not transmute the base dross of my present life into 
the minted treasure of honourable security — successful love ? 

The lengthening shadows, the more distinct woodland cries, 
warned me that I must tread the homeward path. At twelve 
o’clock that night^ I should have to go on to the ‘ night shift,’ 
when eight hours of continuous labour were before me. But my 
heart was light, my purpose firm. Hope had never glowed so 
brightly in my breast since first I quitted England’s shore, with 
all the sanguine streaigth of boyhood’s expectation. As 1 stood 
up and faced the glowing west, where the rich hues of sunset 
poured a full glory upon the long green vistas of the waving 
woodland, a fragment of quartz attracted my attention. I 
picked it up and applied the usual miner’s test. A few minute 
specks of the dull yellow, but unmistakable metal were visible 
I hastily scooped out a handful or two of the surrounding earth, 
and improvising a dish from a circular bark covering of a hole 
in the nearest tree, washed it in the little rivulet. The result 
was a few grains of gold. This was fully satisfactory, as giving 
a few grains to so small a quantity of the gravel, the proportion 
to a cartload, the usual alluvial miner’s measure, would be far 
• beyond ordinary yields. 

I decided to take possession at once of this lucky portion of 
the earth’s surface, from which I anticipated the realitiation of 
my fondest hopes, and commenced to cut four pegs, by placing 
which in the ground, one at eaSh angle of the claim, I coiilcL 
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according to mining law, take perfect and inalienable possession. 
But all suddenly a feeling arose, vital and instinctive, which 
arrested all action — it was the Sabbath day. True, I had 
employed it most literally as a day of rest, of idle reverie, not 
availing myself of the regular preaching and pravers conducted 
by the minister of eacli denomination on the gohilield. Still, so 
strong was the reminiscent tradition of <ny childhood^fhat 1 
could not, for the life of me, commit so total a breach ox all my 
early teaching and belief as to mark out a claipi, thus doing 
actual work, and following my regular work-a-day avoca‘t/ion 
on Sunday. The old village chimes came back to my heart, to 
my ears, I could almost have sworn. My motjver’s voice, sweet, 
grave, low-toned — 1 seemed to liear the very words which incul- 
cated self-denial, reading of the Word, heeding the command- 
ments, ^Thou shalt not labour, thou and thy son, and thy 
daughter, and thy servant, and the stranger that is within thy 
gates.’ I heard it all in memory’s wondrous phonograph, as the 
tull tide of life rolled 1 lackward, and I saw mj^self a schoolboy 
at the knee of a pale lady with wistful eyes and a radiance of 
holy love beaming around her worn ftiaturns. All this 1 saw 
and heard. 1 could not sin against knowledge, I was not as 
one of the reckless gold -hunters with whicli the camp was 
thronged. I could not do the deed. 

‘It matters not,’ thought J, ‘the place is raiely visited. I 
will come to-morrow after my shift is over. That wilLsurely be 
time enough ; and now I must stretch out if 1 wish to save the 
light.’ 

I cast down the stake, turned my back upon the temptation, 
and stepped out manfully towards the camp. As I left tlie spot 
the suns level gleam seemed to light up the scattered quartz 
fragments with a glitter which transformed them into golden 
ingots. The strange laughing kingfisher of the south (Dacelo 
gigantem) perched upon a d(iad tree in my path, where his 
extravagant and ludicrous cachinnatory ,siiccessioif of notes, 
ending in a long-drawn ha-ha-lia, had a weii’d derisive chuckle 
to my ears. Was I turning my back upon a fortune, in obedi- 
ence to the bidding of an outworn superstition 1 No, assuredly 
not ! Yet my lieart misgave me, and an evil presentiment 
commenced to depress my so lately exulted faculties. 

The moon was up as 1 passed the track which for the^last 
mile, running through an abandont^d lead, was a narrow riband 
of safety amid a region of shafts of all depths and suddenness 
of approach. The lead with its hundreds of mounds, its black 
yawning pit mouths, had a ghostly a])i)earance in the still clear, 
cold light as of a graveyard awaiting the uiibiiried dead of a 
battleneld. The narrow path led onward, over, and around the 
lesser hillocks, passing the edge of sullen, narrow mine-mouths, 
where the displaced clod or pebble went rumbling: and murmur- 
ing long — long — long — minutes it seemed, though but seconds 
in reality — ere the dull thud <k splash at the bottom told of its 
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completed errand. What would a man^s fate be if belated of 
tarrying too long at the wine-cup he stumbled into one of those 
entrances to the nether world ? I liad known of such a fate 
haj^pening to more than one stalwart miner, who had risen that 
day in rude health and well nigh giant strength. More than 
one skeleton had I kjiown scooped out, months, nay years, after 
the di^xppearance ot a comrade, only to be identiiied by the 
clothing that enwrapped the bones. Hut such would never be 
my^ate. 1 kftew every yard of the track. I rarely travelled 
the path but by dayliglit, and no living man could assert with 
truth that he had ever seen Mere ward Pole under the inlluence 
of intoxicating liCjuor. 

When I reached our camp fire, I found all preparation for 
our evening meal in such a state of perfect arrangement as 
induced me to suspect what indeed was tlie case, that the Major 
had been conskhjrateiy awaiting rny » cturn. 

‘Thought you were never coming,’ lie growled, with affected 
sulkiness of tone. ‘ Mrs. Yorko, please to put the gridiron upon 
the fire at once, and tlie steak upon the gridiron one minute 
afterwards. I’m so delighted you’ve returned safe, Master 
Harry. I was just thinking how my supper was in a fair way 
to be ruined. Not that 1 was going to be fool enough to wait 
for you ten raijiutes longer ; but liow could a fellow — I put it to 
you as a gentleman and a, man of the world — liow could a fellow 
enjoy his steak knowing that he would have to go up to the camp 
and report his mate’s probable death by hood and field — gunshot 
or suicide, or miscalculation of distance, in the morning? 

‘A decidedly epicurean view to take of my probable decease,’ 
rejoined I ; ‘but your friend the coroner will find no inquest 
necessary at present. It was very good of you to wait supper 
for me, diead or alive. How deliglitfully the steak hisses and 
simmers ; wait till I have just time to dress the least bit, and it 
will be dotte to a^urn. I have news, too.’ 

To change my duter coat for an old-very old — shooting 
jacket, but still distinguished as to cut, to re])lace the heavy 
walking boots by shoes, and to ])erform certain splashings, did 
not occupy many minutes. When I came forth from the 
recesses of the tezit, refreshed and cliaritable of mood, the steak 
before referred to was in the act of being placed upon our 
humble board. Such it was, literaliv, being a section of a cedar 
plank about two feet wide, supported on trestles, which rendered 
transport and packing a very simple transaction. Covered with 
a clean cloth, it was sufficiently large for the present dinner 
party, the number of which never required to be increased, 
rotatoes baked in tlie ashes and served up hot, coffee, white 
bread in very excellent rolls, with honey and fresh butter, com- 
pleted our rnesj. There was one rare and indispensable acHunct, 
that of appetite, which we rarely lacked, and whicn I may 
frankly confess to have provided»in a very high state of perfec- 
tion on this particular occasion. 

E 
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We bad eaten with satisfaction, we had was^d down the 
solids with cups of coffee ; we liad lighted our pipes, and were 
miles beyond any of the lower unamiable forms of conversation, 
wJien I thus spoke — _ ' 

‘ Major, I did not go out expre.ssly with a view of prospecting 
to-day. I want to tell you that T came ac^;oss something, which 
I fancy will materially alter our worldly expectations.’ ' 

‘Nobody said you were going i)rospecting,’ observed the 
Major quietly. ‘ Nobody thought you had as milch sense. > JFe 
knew you would lie under a tree all day, and di’cam of the per- 
fections of -what’s her name — Miss AHeidon. ^ Besides, I know 
you have the narrow English notion of Sunday.’ 

‘I didn’t go out prospecting,’ said I ; ‘as you kindly observe, 

I had not sense cnoiigli ; but I made a discovery all the same. 
What do you think of tliatE said 1, suddenly i)roducing one of 
n)y specimens. 

The Maj<^i- took it carelessly in his hand, looked narrowly at 
the sides and facets, moistened it with his tongue, squinted at 
it, and tiually, with an air of Ijigh professional skill, said — 

‘To my mind it’s awfully good, hue gold showing all through 
it — the best kind of stone, always. JUch enough for everybody 
You took up a claim of cour.se T 

‘Well, no!’ said I, ‘Major, I did not. I have, as you say, 
some lingering traditions about my c'.arly days, and I Qould not 
disavow them. Me can go and take it up early to-morrow after 
I come off the night sliift. We must be all four there to put in 
the pegs, you know ?’ 

‘ Yes, ;tnd an awful bother, too. Why can’t one man, in the 

name of his partners, take up a claim always supposing that 

they have tlie requisite number of minor’s rights'?’ 

‘Well, of course; but there s sometinng to bo said on the 
other side. Occupation is the great fundamental principle 
of the miner. Otherwise the ca])itaiist ^xiight, •by proxy, 
delegate, and so on, monopolise half the good ground on a 
gold held.* 

‘You be lianged,’ growled the IVIajor, ‘you’re talking now 
like an intelligent practical rninei’, a friend of the people, and 
so on. But we’d better all start at sunrise to-morrow morning, 
if it’s a good show.’ 

On the next morning, accordingly, four men rniglit have been 
observed wending their way eastward from Yatala, at an un- 
usually early hour. They walked rapidly forward, silent, strong 
with steadfast resolve. It was the midwinter ; the frost was 
white upon grass and shruVj, the drooping points of which were 
bright and crystal-glittering. 

‘ it occurs to me,^ said the Major, after a long pause, in an ill- 
used to^e, ‘that we are most confoundedly told, and most 
probably proceeding on a fool’s errand as well. Ten to one 
there’s nothing in this claim aiter we have pegged it out.’ 

‘ I alius reckoned this was a lucky gully out here,’ said Cyrus 
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Yorke, ^ and much about the lie of the place where Harry talks 
of. I Iiad a mind to peg out there myself once.^ 

‘And why didn’t you ?’ said I. 

‘Well, sometliing put me off it,’ said Cyrus, the most inconse- 
quent of men. It was an excuse that we all eagerly accepted. 

‘This gully does |Uax)o like the real thing,’ said Joe llukler. 
‘I’ll bdHaound when we get on a mile farther well all be of the 
same mind. I wish we’d thought of it a we<'lv ago. All the gold 
seeigs running* this way. There’s the Australian JMaid, the lilue 
Snake, and the DoiilAful Card, all struck gold in the same line. 
I believe we’ll be on the gutter this time if we stick in to work 
at once.’ * 

‘I can only say,’ relurmal I, ‘that in all my experience’ — we 
were beginning to talk, nay, to think, like men who had possessed 
no interest but those allied witli the search for gold since child- 
hood— who dreamed of no other disiraeJiou for the years that 
lay between them ami tlie grave — ‘in all my ox})erienee I never 
saw anytiiiug more promising.’ 

‘Dare say not,’ said the Major scornfully, ‘all goldfield 
ventures are promising. Devil mend them. Tliey aro kis lui’es 
specially and entirely. I should never bo surjuused at seeing 
him come and carry a way a minor, or elevate the editor of a 
mining newspaper Ijodily. Wliat lies -only inhu’ioi’ to those of 
the Fatljcr of those inventions — must ho have iiatchod, liave 
supported ! VVliat an atmosphere of dissimulation must he have 
experienced, nay, have revelled in !’ 

‘ We have only to cross that ridge and we are in sight of the 
spot. lam sure that you will he taken vilh it. i’ushon boys* 
a fortune is waiting for you. I am as sure as that we stand 
here that the Nova Scotia Prospecting (Haim will j-iin gold into 
our pockets like a schoolboy making dumps.’ 

‘^eeing’s believing,’ said the Major, quite inconsequentially. 
‘Wehaveiind no# quite so Jtiuch of i hat lately. Why, wlio is 
this, and what is he floing so early 1 Py ,1 ove, it’s Gus Maynai-d. 
What’s up, Gus ?’ 

Gus Maynard, an American, ranked higlily in our metallur- 
gical phalanstery. Well-educated and well-mannered, he was 
one of the enigmas which abound on g(Jdfields, but which, after 
the incurious ineiital habit which jnevails in these societies, 
doubtless for good and sullicient reason, no one attempts to 
solve. Unobtrusive, yet manly and clirc'ct of demeanour, lie 
was equally bon caniarade with the humblest miner and with 
the educated, and what might bo tei*med aristocratic section. 
He was thoroughly practical, in spite of his rather advanced 
geological theories, ajid had not wielded pick and shovel, from 
Butter’s Mill to Hold tiki Beach-terraces, for nothing. 

‘ I’ve been jKsgging out a fraud, I reckon, for the 909th time,’ 
he said, with the slow monotone which few northern Americans 
contrive to evade. ‘ The early bi»d gets the worm, you benigh ted 
Britishers are fond of saying. My notion is that lie rushes out 
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before he completes his ciphering, and so gets “ had ” by a stock- 
broker, an insurance agent, or some other varmint.’ 

‘ Or by a betting man, eli Gus ? ’ said I ; ‘ but where have 
you been pegging out, and where are your mates 'I ’ 

‘Gone home ; but 1 can show you their miners’ rights, if you 
wish. Just marked out a prospecting daim, and if I hadn’t 
sworn never to waste words on a hole tin I saw the gcTd come 
out of it, rd say it was a good one.’ 

‘Show it to us, Gns,’ said I faintly. As I Bpoke a suf^den 
thrill of pain struck through me, while I saw in iny mind’s eye 
countless loads of ounce waslndirt stacked around my spot. 

‘ Know where there’s a big fallen tree, a little well hole like, 
just in the dip of the flat ? There you have it. I’d spotted tliis 
Nova Scotia Gulch for some time, and this morning I up and 
drove pegs, witli tlie other tlu'ee boys, because 1 had a dream 
four others were going to take it up.’ 

‘ Would you know any of them again ?’ 

‘ One of ’em bad a velvet coat on. 1 remembered tliat, for I 
never saw one here.’ 

‘You’re dream can*ied true as a pea-rifle, Gus,’ said I. ‘The 
fit took me to put on an old velveteen sliooting jacket yesteiday 
that I had in my kit. I wish it may bring you no ill lucl^ but 
it’s my claim that you’ve just taken up. Tlie Major and 1 and 
the other two mates arc on our way to mark that very claim. 
I was thet ‘0 all day yesterday, but couldn’t put in a peg because 
it was Sunday.’ 

‘ And a very good reason, too,’ said Gus ; ‘suited us admir- 
ably. But hadn’t you better come on and take up No. 1 South ; 
it may be a good show. We’ve taken up five hundred feet 
square, and will set to work the day after to-morrow.’ 

Tlie Major burst into a tit of immoderate laughter. ‘ Harry,’ 
said he, Sve’re not going to make our fortune this time. 
Fate and Gus Maynard have beeii too muevh for y<i>u. Let’s 
have the melanclioly satisfaction of seeing Gus’s pegs, and 
noting wliether they are all en regie. If not we’ll “jump” 
him.’ 

I mechani(^ally followed our transatlantic friend, tliough I 
felt more inclined to sit down and cast ashes on my head, in 
sincere imitation of the older races, who tluis very naturally 
vented their emotions. 

It was too true. The fallen tree — the pellucid basin, no 
longer stood unsoiled by the hand of man. They wei’e in the 
centre of a square, at each corner of which was a substantial 
peg, with a trench cut to show the intersection of the angles. 
Every bit of ground which but yestereven I so fondly trusted 
to be the means of restoring my fallen fortunes, was now in- 
alienably vested in others. o 

For, according to mining law, well ^ known and carefully 
studied by us all, ‘prior occupation,’ if but of five minutes’ 
standing, was sufficient to establish a right valid as that of an 
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imraemorial freehold. I knew Gus Maynard too well to doubt 
that he had neglected any of the necessary forms. My golden 
estate was as completely forfeited as if I had remained in 
, England. 

Not entirely to lose all our labour we marked out the first 
claim, after the prospecting claim, in a soutlierly direction. 
This, however, as by law established, would be but iialf the size 
of the premier or prospecting claim, and to ray jaundiced 
vision did notmppear to bo half as likely to contain gold. 

‘ What are you going to call it, Gus V said I. ‘ It may as well 
.have a name.’ 

‘Well call it t^e Nova Beotia Lead,’ said Gus. ‘The man 
this gully was named after was a friend of mine, and a real 
smart chap, but so darned unlucky, tliat I believe if he bought 
an axe the handle would split before he got home.’ 

‘Perhaps his luck will turn some day,’ said 1, ‘nothing like 
perseverance.’ 

‘Well, so it may,’ said the mild-mannered, but somewhat 
obstinate Gus ; ‘ in about thirty or forty years, may be, he 
might have a throw in. Then, most likely lie’d pass in his 
checks right away. Iln a great believer in luck. I never 
had much myself, or I shouldn’t be here, you l>et. And an 
old Indian woman told me once — but — let’s talk of something 
else.’ 

‘ What*did she tell you, Gus?’ said I, reckless in my despair, 
and not disposed to acquiesce in any man’s softly suj^ersti- 
tious moods. 

‘It’s nonsense, no doubt, but all her tribe swore—I hunted 
with them when I was a boy — that old Tacomah was never 
known to be wrong, and more than a score of deaths had 
occurred in the exact order she had predicted. It was this,’ 
continued he, while a shadow covered his face, like a dim 
presage of i;oming»ill — ‘ Bhe said I should go to a far land across 
sea, to find gold ; tlutt I should have my desire, but that when 
I had reached it to beware, for the end was nigh.’ 

‘ Every man’s end must bo nigh whose fate compels him to 
live in this infernal place,’ said the Major. ‘We work like 
niggers, and live like black fellows (this was rather unfair to 
Mrs. Yorke) * we never see any gold ourselves, and yet have the 
privilege of looking at other fellows handling it and hugging it 
as their own. Now, I know you’ll be on it here, and as you’re a 
sporting man, let us have a wager.’ 

‘ All right,’ said Gus, a born gambler, who, tliough prudent 
and highly respectable, liad a book always at the Metropolitan 
Races, ‘ what shall it bo ? ’ 

‘I’ll lay a hundred to two in fives,’ said tlie Major, ‘that you 
get nothing pf^able out of tliis claim. If you win \ sha’n’t 
miss the brace of fives. If it turns out a real golden hole, five 
hundred pounds won’t be worth oonsidering— will it ? ’ 

‘ Done, and done again,’ said he heartily. 
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The bets were written down carefully and methodically. 
After a while we rotuiTied to our old claim, crest-fallen it is 
true, but fully resolved to make a stand upon No. I South 
Nova Scotia Lead, and to free ourselves from clel)t, if possible, 
if we didn't make our ‘ pile’ just yet. 

We sold out our old claim for a ten-pQund note ; and in a 
couple of days, with our belongings at Nbva Scotia Gully, had 
logged up and made a start with another sliaft. 

The sinking was good. No rock, no watero Ous and his 
party were soon down to the bottom. That is, the alluvial 
drift, the sand and water worn pebbles, tlie gravel and debris 
of the long dead, deeply buried stream, which in past ages had 
rippled and murnnired nndcr the blue heavens, heard tlio birds 
call amid the trees, which lined its banks and reflected the still 
azure of a southern sky. 

Now waterless, soundless -blind, dumb, and imprisoned it 
lay, with a hundred feet of the earth’s crust upon its bosom — 
that bosom which was once more bared to the light of day, 
solely by reason of the gems and scattered ti’easure whicli lay 
amid the sands of shore and clianm*L 

Man, the arcli - disturber, burying liimsclf deep below the 
soil, and groping, mole fashion, in his sunless galleries," was 
able to trace out all the meanderings of tliat jgunless stream. 
Even the dark hard stone-like fragments of the perished forest 
did he exhume, scrutinising the grain of tlie t imbor w'iiich had 
fallen, the fruit which had ripened, tlie h^af which liad withered 
in the long solitary fcons of dimmest J^lld. 

When the first ‘prospect,’ the first pan of alluvial gold-drift, 
was sent up to be tested, we stopped work and joined the 
anxious crowd, who pressc^.d around, deeply curious and, iruloed, 
directly interested in its proved value. 

The manner of separating tlie clay, sand, gravel, etc., from 
the precious metal, is much after tiiis fas lion : carrying his 
tin pan or dish to the nearest water, the '‘miner ~Gus himself 
in this present ins t nr. oe dips the vessel beneath, and immedi- 
ately commences a half- circular, half -vertical, rotatorjr move- 
ment, suffering the clay - stained wfiter to pour ofl, to be 
replenished from time to time, and always leaving less and 
less debris behind it. 

After successive washings and castings fortli of the pebbles 
by hand, nothing is left but a narrow crescent of sand, on the 
edge of which a border of dull red grains, specks, small 
particles, and a few irre^lar yellowish fragments, are plainly 
visible. There is no mistaking tlie king of metals. As Gus 
holds up the dish first for mine, and then for tlie inspection of 
the eager crowd, each man takes a rcipid, earnest glance, and 
draws oe-ck. Then a wild cry bursts forth, hats are thrown up 
in the excitement of the moment, and the more intelligible 
utterances can be translated into ‘ fine gold, mostljy, some rather 
coarse and water- worn — half a pennyweight to dish.’ 
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This was success, indeed, triumphant, intoxicating success. 
The rule of three sum under such circumstances, which every 
miner entrusts to his mental arithmetic, runs thus : two dishes 
to a bucket, sixty buckets to a load, which makes three ounces, 
or £ll odd to the load — tlie load meaning a reasonable quantity 
for one horse to draw in a box cart. The wasli-dirt has in a 
generj^ way to be s^ibjected to a puddling rnaclnnc, a shallow 
wooden cylinder, like a large circular trough, in which a species 
of harrow is^rawn by an unlucky horse, which continues his 
un8hding round, like the traditionary mill horse, until lie must 
be heartily sick of the whole concern. 

Poignant regret and bitter disappointment were over, though 
so little a matter as the delay of a day’s marking out had lost 
us what promised to be as good a claim as any on Yatala. In 
fact, ‘a gentle fortune,’ as Cyrus observed. We coiriforted our- 
selves with tlie belief that in No. 1 wo liad a claim which would 
almost necessarily be a good one — rniglit, indeed, be as rich, or, 
indeed, richer than the prospecting claim. 

Taking the general nature of ‘ leads’ or dead rivers, it chiefly 
obtained, that if gold were found on one prirtion of them, it 
extended to all the claims within a considerable distance. 
Sometimes, of course, it was not so. All the gold in the 
locality aj)pcared to have been shovelled by malignant gnomes 
into one creficc, in the familiar x>hrase oi the miners, ‘a pot 
hole,’ letiying the rest of the load non-auriferous and disappoint- 
ing. This we knew to be possible, but did not think probable. 
We accordingly worked away, stimulated daily by the pile of 
wash-dirt rising high on the side of the pro.sj)ectiiig claim’s 
brace — a pile in which the gold could be seen with the naked 
eye. At length we bottomed. Our shaft was down amid huge 
gray boulders of limestone which formed the bed rock of the 
locale. The drift was reached. With what anxious eagerness 
did the Major and I carry out our first dish of wash-dirt to 
‘ try a prospect." Incli by inch the saud and gravel lowered in 
the dish, the clay - stained water flowed and flowed, till at 
length, in the full view of a hundred men, the last streak of 
sand and minute gravel was loft. In vain we looked, with 
practised eye, for the faint red rim which had coiuforted us in 
the prospecting claim. I sliook the dish, and with the action 
dispersed and reunited the remnant sand. It was of no avail. 
No trace — even the faintest— of Hhe colour’ could be descried. 
With a half angry, half liumorous roar, the crowd parted rigid 
and left, while the vei dict was proclaimed, express! velv if not 
elegantly, by Cyrus Yorke himself, wlio cried aloud, plain for 
all men to hear. 

‘Bottomed a dufier, by gum, not the colour itself, no morn 
on the palm o’ my hand.’ 

We tried a few more dishes, all with the same melancholy 
result. Not a scintilla of the magic metal. Our labour had 
gone for nothing. We felt humiliated in the o})inion of the 
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crowd, many of wJiom had a personal interest in our success, 
as their claims, following after ours, would have been enhanced 
in value. Others, in despite of the stern mining law, were 
evasive of regulations and were awaiting our success, in order 
to commence sinking on their own account. Others had 
speculated in shares for tlic rise, and now found themselves 
hung up in a falling market. All these persons re{^arded 
us, with more or less of justice, as having done tliem an 
injury. » 

About the same time or, indeed, within a few days after- 
wards, No. 1 North, with Nos. 2 and 3 on either side, bottomed 
with similar results. It was the more astonishing, as all the 
while the prospecting claim was raising any quantity of wash- 
dirt, and the market value of shares therein had risen to one 
thousand pounds per man. How I almost cursed my too rigidly 
puritanic education 1 

Cast adrift again, we struck out for pastures new in the 
mining-nomadic sense, and, disappointea — not despairing— 
commenced a fresh shaft some ten miles ofi'—tliis time on a 
Saturday night, and in an extremely promising flat, in which, 
as usual, I sanguinely trusted to find my schatz^ like the drei 
reisende auf ihrem wegt. The schatZy however, was not, as yet, 
for any one— except Gus Maynai'd, it seemed. The Nova Scotia 
base line was changed by the commissioner, upon the impas- 
sioned application of scores of distressed miners, son'ie with 
large families, others without any encumbrance, as they are 
politely termed in Australia. All kinds of effoi'ts were made to 
trace the gold ; but no gold could by any means be traced, 
except in the unlucky-lucky prospecting claim — the shareholders 
in which were Gus Maynard and party, and not Harry Pole 
and Co., alas ! 

Then was the well - known -frontage expedient tried of 
‘swinging the base line,’ wliich the commissioner ^w as em- 
powered to do, when called upon by a majority of the registered 
claim - holders, on any given frontage lead. This somewhat 
remarkable operation, well-nigh impossible to explain to non- 
mining intelligence, and sulliciently confusing even to those 
who had the dear-bought privilege of mining ex})erience, may 
be illustrated as follows. 



CHAPTER VI 

After sinking in every claim to the bed rock, on the imaginary 
course of the lead, not only is no gold found, but, from the 
depth and character of tJie strata, it is evident that the lead or 
ancient river-bed cannot possibly run in that direction. Then, 
after due application to the Commissioner, the base line is 
altered or ‘swung,’ i,e. freslily marked on another imaginary 
course, and the registered claims only, of equal size and number 
of men— of precisely the same rotation — are marked out afresh 
on the new base line. All previous markings and occupations 
are thereby atinulled. Only the new ojies are valid. 

This •mode of procedure, originally framed by oflicers thor- 
oughly versed in all mining law, ha,d .stood tlie test of experi- 
ence. If not the faire.st mode of distribution of risk, it was 
the best compromise tliat could be effected between op])osing 
interests. Still curious contretemps were continually occurring. 
When No. 6, let us say, was measured off and allotted on the 
new line, it would be found, perhaps, that No. 5’s shaft, seventy 
feet deep, tlie last twenty through iDasalb, and a highly expen- 
sive exploration, ^was noio situated in No. € claim. 

Therm^.)on the No. 5 men would come to the Commissioner 
and represent that they were all mariied men with large 
families, and that they had spent tlieir last shilling in sinking 
the said shaft, and if No. 6 were allowed to have it what a hard 
case it would be ; and wouldn’t his honour allow them to work 
it still, and drive (or tunnel) into No. 5 their present clnira ? 

A Commissioner who was soft-hearted or philanthropical 
would probably be disposed to assent to this very feasible 
suggestion. Thereby be would straightway complicate matters, 
and ^et the whole lead into confusion, inasmuch as if No. 5 got 
gold in No. 6’s claim, there would be a very nice bit of work cut 
out as to the distribution of it. 

Of course, Captain Blake, after years at the Meroo in the 
early days of Louisa and Lambing Flat, had seen far too ranch 
of that Kind *of tiling to be taken in. Pie would shnply tell 
them to ‘ go to the devil ’ and read the regulations. He and 
they alike were bound by what they saw tliere. They were 
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clever enough to read them, underline them, and worry the life 
and soul out of him, William Devereux Blake, by taking 
technical objections, God knows. Then let them obej^ the law 
whcatevcr it was, and not come bothering him with ridiculous 
applications. It was as fair for one as another. As to wives 
and families, and such like rubbish (in the way of argument he 
meant), it was waste of time to introduce such matter into the 
question. Lose their shaft ? Of course they must Jose* their 
shaft. And any block claim that the new base b*ne^ as newly 
surveyed, took in, must stop work till the frontage line ./as 
proved. How were men to expend capital, and develop the deep 
lead properly — answer him that — unless tliey defended in 

the possession of their duly registered frontage claim, he asked 1 
They must be protected in following tlie registered claims on 
the lead wherever they were found to go. Much grumbling was 
occasionally heard, and threats were now and then used. But a 
commissioner of goldiields should know how to put down his 
foot, and when once planted in accordance with his reading of 
the law, should never i-aise it. Firmness invariablj^ in the long 
run, succeeds, with large bodies of men. 

As I said before, we had the base line altered over and over 
again at Nova Scotia Gully, until the south claim levels were 
nearly turned into the north and vice verm. The old share- 
holders in the prospecting claim were quite contented. They, 
of course, did not budge. Tlicir claim was central, measured 
off by the mining surveyor. It was daily turning out loads of 
wash-dirt from lialf an ounce to an ounce to the ton. It seemed 
inexhaustible too. The stratum of wash-dirt was the thickest 
ever known in an Australian goldheld. It was in some places 
of the unpai’alleled — well-nigh incredible — depth of forty feet. 
Think of that, said all the experienced miners • yeers and yeans 
of work. When would it come to an endf But, jammed 
between the fossiliferous gray limestone walls of a tremendous 
‘ crevasse,' it seemed to be only what the diggers called a pot- 
hole. It apparently ca,nie from no other ‘run of gold,' led to none, 
certainly. Hence was the disappointment deep and bitter in 
proportion amid all the unsuccessful comrades of the hero of this 
wonderful discovery, Gus Maynard. 

Again we were disappointed. Not for the first, not for the 
tenth — the twentieth time 1 We Imd simply, failing to find gold 
in our claim, known as No. 7 North Nova Beotia, lost our time, 
our labour, and every shilling which we had been compelled to 
disburse for what are called in mining phrase ‘ expenses,' that is 
rope, tools, iron work, wax candles (for ^ working below), and 
any other matters without which ‘sinking' cannot be carried 
on. We had gone more deeply still into debt to our good friend 
and backer, Mrs. Mangrove ; and really, I felt quite ashamed 
to face that truly generous and estimable woman. 

‘ So you're “ duflered out” again, Harry! ' she said, in her usual 
cheery accent ; ‘ well, you are ah unlucky beggar, I must say. I 
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don’t think that young lady of yours will have any great catch 
of you. And the Major, he’s just as bad. He generally buys a 
few yellow books after he’s had a regular march down like this, 
and lies on his back and reads for a week. Your mate, Joe 
Bulder, lie always seems to me to take it to heart too much ; he 
sits, and smokes, and grizzles about it, no end. And that 
Hawliesbury chap, no never takes on at all ; he’s too careless to 
fi'et abMH anything : he leaves all that to tlie poor little wife — 
ju^t like yoT^inen, that is. ^ Hut you are an unlucky crowd, and 
there’s no use saying you ain’t’ 

‘I’m afraid we are, Mrs. Mangrove,’ I said sadly, for my 
heart was low eliough, T confess. ‘If I hadn’t sworn an oath to 
keej.) on till the end of the year, I’d throw the wliole thing up. 
As it is, I don’t know what we shall do, for I can’t think of asking 
you for more credit.’ 

‘You needn’t ask for it, Harry, mj^ boy; 3"ou shall liave it 
without asking, to the end of tlie year, as jnmVe sworn such a 
big oath ahout it. My word ! I haven’t I'ol lowed the diggings 
all these years, me and John, without having ixi put the ^jot on 
now and then. We’ll chaiice it till your time’s up, just for the 
luck of the thing. Pcriiaps you’ll make a rise, and pull us 
through, and sonu^thing over.’ 

‘ And suppose we don’t ? ’ 

‘Then we can “blue the lot,” and your tucker account can go 
with many another good ])ound as we’ve seen the last of. But 
mind you, it ain’t all losings, not by a long way. Didn’t Joe 
Hall put us into that Mary Jane reef, as we’re drawing good 
divs. out of to tins d.ay. And German Harry gave us a half 
share in tins Fatherland. It was down a bit to be sur(.s, but we 
got eiglit hundred pound for that, and four good washings up, 
too. So you go and fossick out another good show, and 111 
stand to you, whether the old man likes it or not. Take a nip, 
won’t y<iu ; it’lW keep your pecker up. No^ Then have a glass 
of beer— it’s only ^he-oak, but there’s nothing wrong about it, 
or we should have had a funeral or two by now, this hot 
weather.’ 

I accepted the table- ale of the colony, said ‘God bless you, 
old woman,’ to rny kind and generous, if somewhat unrefined, 
friend in need, and walked back to Nova Scotia Gully. 

There I found tlie wliole party so nearly posed in the different 
conditions that Mrs. Mangrove had predicted of them, that I 
burst out laughing in the Major’s mildly-inquiring face. That 
calm warrior was never truly and unaffectedly surprised — if 
outward appearances were to be considered— at anything. 

Ho looked up from a clieaply-published ‘yellow-back’ novel 
of the period, which ho had apparently borrowed since T left in 
the mornings and which, lying flat uponliis back, he had been 
engaged in assimilating. 

^Beeri drowning aira cura in the flowing B. and S., Harry F 
he said. ‘It’s a terrible temptation when fellows have just 
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“diiffered out,” I admit. A debauch of light reading I find, 
however, lias less reactionary vengeance about it. 1 don’t seem 
to mind drinking so much, but I can’t stand the repentance. 
That’s what keeps me so virtuous.’ 

‘I am not “on,” most noble centurion,’ I made answer : ‘but 
I have just had a great yarn with Mrs. Mangrove — God. bless 
the dear old woman— and she described so exactly the you 
all took bad luck, that, when I found you witli you*/ yellow- 
back, whatever it is ’ 

‘ The Count of Monte Christo, my dear boy. Of course, IVe 
read it before ; but it’s a line, long, solid romance, and I thought 
this the most appropriate time for a big read,* so I went and 
borrowed it from Burton — but go on.’ 

‘Well, there’s poor Joe, smoking and looking like a man who, 
having made up Ids mind to hang himself, is now devoting all 
his rnerita] powers to fixing upon a suitable tree. She says, 
truly, that he feels it too mucli, and that Cyrus, who has gone 
fast asleep, leaving his wife at the water-tub, and all the plates 
and dishes to finish before she goes to bed, doesn’t feel it half 
enough. 

’ " To each liis suflTeriiigs : all arc men 
CoiKiemned alike to groan, 

The tender for another’s woes (that’s me), 

The unfeeling for bis own (tliat’s you),’* 

quoted the Major with emphasis. ‘ I am at present so deeply 
penetrated with the scoundrelly ungrateful way in which his 
monde has treated the deserving Edmund Dante, that I have 
no tears to spare for our own apparently real misfortunes ; but 
I do no mind quitting the “ Cliateau d’lf ” for a few minutes to 
inquire whether or no we are to starve, or whether we have 
eaten our last, or rather Mrs. Mangrove’s last, beef and bread.’ 

‘ That admirable woman has pressed upon us a whole^elysium 
of “ tick,” ’ I say, ‘ that is until Christmas, Avhen she will prob- 
ably withdraw, leaving us to perish financially if we continue to 
be the prey of the gods.’ 

‘But not until then ? ’ the Major inquired, with a certain air 
of indifference, returning to his romance. 

‘No,’ I said ; ‘our existence literally, and as a mining party, 
is secured until then. If we don’t make a rise before that time, 
we shall have to become wages men, bush-rangers, or knock- 
about-men on a station — farm-labourers.’ 

‘ I was one once,’ murmured the Major, with his eyes fixed on 
his book. 

‘ What, a bush-ranger ? ’ inquired I eagerly. 

‘No ; not so good as that. But Mayne and I — remittances 
being disgracefully lon^ in coming — contracted to^^^dig a lot of 
potatoes tof an old butler near Tenterfield. We dug away with 
great industry ; it seemed an eas^ sort of game, but I couldn’t 
help cutting most of the potatoes in half. These I had to bury 
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to avoid detection, whicli led to old Baggs (that was our master’s 
name), referring blasphemously to the smallness of the crop, i 
looked virtuously grieved.’ 

‘ Heroic virtue,’ 1 said ; ‘ and how long did it last ? ’ 

‘ More than a month, I assure you. One day our letters came 
— Mayne’s to the mre of John Baggs, Esq., Bubbrah, and two 
addroiiged Major Klank, you know, late 77th Kegiment. How 
old Bag^lk stared when J took mine from him. “ These for you ? ” 
iK^said, gating audibly. “Without a doubt they are, hand 
tliem here, Baggs— there are not two ex- majors of the 77th 
knocking about this beastly hot village of yours. I’erhaps 
you’ll send for die spades, and let a boy bring our swags down 
to the village. We’re going tliere now. There’s hardly time to 
order dinner. Better drop in and join us? one o’clock sharp.” 
“ Ko, thank ye, er, er. Major. Well, I’m bio wed,” said he, and 
walked off.’ 

Let me strive to produce, as wo are out of employment, a 
picture of that strange settlement, a mining community in its 
first inception, while tlie colours are frcsli upon memory’s pallet. 
What should I have thouglit of it, familiar as all things are now, 
had I been suddenly dc]xxsited before the door of our tent, in 
the old happy, sleepy days, at Dibblestowe Leys. 

For as eye can see, tlie area of settlement — several miles 
square — is denuded of timber, the felled or burned trees repre- 
sented *by urisightlv stumps in all directions. Within tliis clear- 
ing every kind of ouilding and tenement is carelessly strewed. 
Tents, log-huts, with the walls built American fasliion of hori- 
zontal tree trunks ; slab-liuts of split heavy boards, Australian 
fashion, placed veitically, and for the most part not impervious 
to heat or cold ; bark-huts, of wiiich both sides, and sometimes 
doors, are composed of sheets of the flattened eucalyptus bark — 
this material composing the roof both of this and the previously 
describeci ‘‘I'l'chitictural edifices. The more ambitious buildings 
are of weather- begird, sawn pine or hardwood boards, roofed 
with large sheets of galvanised iron. These are chiefly confined 
to the streets of the township proper. This is held to be the 
maximum of architectural solidity, elegance, and durability, 
from a digging point of view, beyond which no reasonable man 
could frame an aspiration. 

To the untravelled European mind such a picture of house- 
hold habitudes would doubtless present the idea of ugliness, 
squalor, and privation difficult to realise or exaggerate. As 
with most superficial conclusions, the idea would be erroneous. 
Among other factors of a beneficent nature the climate stands 
prominently forward. Tlie interior of Australia, for the most 
part, enjoys seasons, mild, rainless, devoid of storms and 
tempests, unnecessary the durable abodes of more 

northern regions. There is no want of space, land is cheap and 
accessible. The Miner’s llight?r-that talismanic document — in 
addition to conferring the potentiality of untold gold, has other 
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powers and magic qualities. It provides the holder with a 
perfect title to an allotment of tlie eartli’s surface, varying from 
a quarter of an acre within town boundaries, to four times the 
quantity in a suburban location, always supposing that ‘pay- 
able gold ’ is not demonstrated to exist on or below the surface, 
in such case any fellow-miner may claim ^ dig thereon, pre- 
viously compensating the householder, as may be hvsd by 
arbitration, the Commissioner, as usual, l)eing the arbiter 
for the affront to his Lares and Penates. 

It follows hence that the thrifty miner who possesses the 
treasure, not less common on Australian goldiields than in other 
places, of a cleanly managing wife, is enabled fo surround him- 
self with ordinary rural privileges. A plot of garden ground, 
well fenced, _ grows not only vegetables but flowers, whicli a 
generation since were only to be found in conservatories. He 
lias a goodly array of laying hens, occasionally even a well-fed 
pig. On a rainy day, when the claim is oil’ work, the domestic 
miner is often seen surrounded by his children, hoeing up his 
potatoes or cauliflowers, or training the climbing rose which 
beautifies his rude but by no means despicable dwelling. 

Entering such a liut, as it is uniformly, but in no sense of 
contempt, termed — a liut being simph^ lower in the scale than 
a cottage— you will there find nothing to shock the eye or dis- 
please the taste. As in a niidshiy^man’s cabin, economy of space 
may be the rule but untidiness is the excei^tion. Nb)t only is 
the earthen floor scrupulously swept and pcrliaps damped witli 
sprinkled water e\^ery day, but the space to a considerable 
distance in the rear of the j)remiscs. All scraps and refuse are 
raked into heaps, and on Saturday, whic^h is invariably a half- 
holiday and c]e.‘ining-u]) day, carefully burned. The meal 
to which tlie married miner sits down at mid-day is gene- 
rally composed of excellent beef or mutton, roast or boiled, 
bread of the best wheaten flour, vegetables M,nd tea, d (Hmxtion, 
always supposing the claim to be ‘in full \lork.’ At less pros- 
perous seasons, no doubt, there is occasional need for distinct 
but seldom for distressing retrenchment. Before tliat stage 
sets in the married miner generally betcakes himself to hirtxl 
work of some sort, for the neighbouring squatters or farmers, 
until he ‘ gets a show again’ in a mineral point of view. 

When the field becomes so worked out that there is no 
longer hope of employment at his favourite occupation, the 
domestic miner generally sells his improvements and the good- 
will of his little holding to a more sanguine or more stationary 
comrade, and packing wife and children, furniture, pots and 
pans, shovels and picks, cocks and hens, upon his di-ay, catches 
the old horse, and migrates to the next promising ‘rush,’ 
whether fifty or five hundred miles distant. Arraved there, he 
selects an unoccupied allotment, and proceeds to levy on the 
adjacent forest for a fresh dwelling, which in a few days presents 
in all essentia] res]jects a striking resemblance to the home he 
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had just quitted. This done, he attacks the green or gravelly 
garment which garbs the bosom of the jMighty Mother, witli 
Ills old patient industry and a courage undaunted by a hundred 
defeats. 

Among this class of miners, constituting .a very large pro- 
portion of the minnig population on every goldfield; it will be 
seen the chance of lawless behaviour being supported is 
slight, ylfolcontents and ciiminals doubtless there were in due 
proportion ^ tlie exceptional circumstances which brought 
together the community, but the police being aided by the 
whole body of respectable miners, and still more strengfl'.ened 
by the propriety of public feeling, there was litthi prohabilit \ 
of crime rioting and reigning unchecked, as (unless tlieir own 
chroniclers are marvellously and unnecessarily mendacious) 
was the case on the iVmerican gold and silver fields. 

Had such characters as Slade, and otliers, but presumed to 
have shown themselves in Yatala for a single day, they would 
have been hunted down and extirpated, 1 venture to say, with 
as little delay and compunction as the tiger which once escaped 
from a travelling showman in the neighbourliood of Dibble- 
stowe Jjey.s. Not a trace of symi)athy would have been shown 
with their acts and braggart blood -deeds. I can fancy the 
speechless astonishment mingled with wrath unspealcable, with 
which Sergeant M‘Mahon would have received the astounding 
statement that tlie j)oi‘tly Iiost of the Freemason’s Arms had 
been shot dead by Ned White or Hill Jinks, across his own bar. 
Hardly more surprise and incredibility would have been evoked 
had the news api)eared in tlie Yatala Watchman tliat the 
Church of England clergyman, a Cambridge graduate, and a 
most higiily respected personage, had been scalped by 
Bungarree, the black follow, an aboriginal chieftain, who (when 
in liquor) was wont to assert his prior rigdit to the wliole gold- 
field, aiiQ, his fix^ed determination to x>etitioii Queen Wikitoria 
for a share of the Weekly gold escort. 

The carrying of arms, that apparently natural and necessary 
habit in the United States of America, was here a monopoly 
enjoyed by the police. Even threatening to shoot was an 
offence punishable by law. A worthy Dewneaster was, for that 
offence only, promptly apprehended and lialed into ‘The Logs,^ 
as the strongly timbered lock-up was usually termed, for merely 
using the threat of sliooting. He was called upon to find sureties 
to keep the peace in the sum of one hundred pounds, and, to his 
dismay and mortification, retained a night in duress for the first 
time in his life, he averred, such sureties nob being forthcoming. 
The Coimnissioncr, with liis usual good-nature, sent word to one 
of his countrymen, who appeared and tendered bail to the 
amount, so tlie free and enlightened citizen was liberated. 

The town of Y^atala, where the houses, huts, an3 cottages 
were so close to one anotiier th§t every foot of frontage had its 
value, was composed of two principal and seven or eight cross 
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streets and lesser thoroughfares. The larger shops, especially 
when lighted up at niglit, were gorgeous with plate glass^ and 
brilliant in display of all the wares requisite for a raining 
conimunity. Tliere were haberdashers, grocers, fruiterers, 
tailors, shoemakers, butchers, bakers, bookseliei’s, not noticeably 
dilferent in the appearance of the warehoi^ses and wares from 
their city prototypes. Paint and calico, varnisli and q-ilding, 
witli the glare of well-fed oil lanip.s, made tlie out^r present- 
ment dazzling to behold. The tourist, walking do^vn the main 
street at night, in tlie midst of a surging, stalwart, but most 
well-behaved crowd, must needs be strucK with astonishment 
at the close resemblance of the mushroom fowri to the real, 
legitimate, accredited cities of an older world. 

The back premises of these imposing structures would seldom 
bear clo.se scrutiny, shading off as they did to bark and tin, and 
sometimes calico continuations. But commodious and weather- 
proof, they answered fairly well the purposes for which they 
were intended. The most prosperous establishments were 
naturally the licensed hotels and public houses. Of these there 
were a hundred and seventy in all. A very large number, 
doubtless, but any attempt to limit the licensing produced such 
a crop of ‘shanties’ or sly- grogshops, that tlie magistrates 
granted licenses to nearly every one who chose to apply The 
license fee, £30, was rather high. Ikit, presumably, a demand 
for such entertainment existed, or persons would not lib found 
willing to lay out their money on tlie speculation. Upon these 
establishments, which are generally suspected in rude com- 
munities of being seed-beds of di.sorder, a strong hand was kept. 
They were only permitted to have music with dancing at their 
saloons once a week. This permission was applied for in writing 
to the Bench, and liable to be promptly withdrawn at any 
time upon complaint by the police. 

Gambling, in an open manner, was sternly repressed. Hotel 
keepers were hiied severely if convicted, and every pay'ticeps 
criminis was similarly dealt with. Mr. Jack Hamlin, in spite 
of his engaging social qualities and latent nobility of nature, 
would have had a bad time of it at Yatala. Strictly under the 
surveillance of the police, Mr. Merlin’s cold gray eye would 
have been invariably upon him ; and it would have been un- 
safe to have offered long odds that the sergeant did not 
eventually run him in for contravening some of the statutes 
which he Knew and loved so well. 

Although many of the miners could not have been described 
as religious persons, yet was Yatala, on the whole, a very 
church-going community. The Protestant denominations were 
well represented. The Church of England, the Presbyterians, 
the Wesleyans, and the Cong rogation alists had ajl built, with- 
out a sixpence of Government aid, very neat and commodious 
edifices in which service was held, by ordained ministers, twice 
on each Sunday regularly. Sunday school, visiting societies^ 
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and other allied associations were as plentiful and well kept 
up as in any settled parish. The Roman Catholics had perhaps 
the most imposing building, except the Wesleyans ; but then 
Cousin Jack Tressider, an opulent Cornish miner, had given 
eight hundred pounds to the latter, which had enabled them 
to have stained-glass windows with varnished seats, and divers 
other decorative diaiinctions. 

I wllH^iever done wondering at what struck me first as the 
chief charwatpristic of this great army of adventurers suddenly 
gaAered together from all lands and seas — viz. its outward 
propriety and submission to the law. Closely applicable was 
the description qf the mixed host at the leaguer of Valencia — 

* There were men from wilds where the death wind sweeps, 

There were spears from hills where the lion sleeps, 

There were bows from sands where the ostrich runs — 

For the shrill horn of Afric had called her sons 
To the battle of the West.' 

And, indeed, swarthy, grizzled Californians, red sashed and 
high booted, with great felt sombreros that took all kinds of 
fantastic shapes — jostled stalwart ‘ Geordies’ and Cousin Jacks, 
whose fresh faces told that they had never before left the 
shores of old England. Frenchmen and Spaniards, Germans 
and Italians,* Hungarians and Poles, Greeks and — Trojans 1 
Well, I jmay not swear that any unit of that richly variegated 
crowd had quitted the windy plains of Ilium, or the banks of 
Simois for Yatala Creek — but if that Oiice famous nationality 
was unrepresented at the great Yatala rush, it stood alone in 
disfranchisement. 

The compatriots of Achilles and Ajax, though not of Hector 
and Paris, were sufficiently numerous, proving, as one marked 
their stately forms, their flashing eyes and chiselled features, 
that the modern inhabitants of Ilellas have not relinquished 
the birthright oP godlike strength and beauty, which witched 
the world, when ‘the fearless old fashion held sway.^ 

Yet, though the narrow streets actually trembled under the 
feet of the surging crowd of grand - looking athletes that 
thronged the wml-lighted thoroughfares, and tilled the shops 
and tavern bars after working hours, there was no lawless act, 
no wearing of deadly weapons, no foul language, no open 
drunkenness or oflensive parade of immorality: far more 
decorous of demeanour and easy to thread than tne ordinary 
crowd of a manufacturing town or a metropolis. What was 
the reason of this strange reserve, this almost unnatural 
decorum ) 

It was apparently a triumph of moral control ! It was 
not wholly the spontaneous propriety of a highly intelligent, 
travelled, exjferienced commumty. Human natune, in the 
mass, though often unduly maligned, scarcely attains such 
results unaided or unrestrained.* 

F 
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A patent fact was, that the vast crowd was under the sway 
of a very smart officer of police, who, with two sergeants* a 
couple of detectives, and about a score of constables of the rank 
and file, about one man to each thousand, kept the whole of 
the great band of adventurers in perfect and admirable order. 

Such, in other colonies, had not {vide Mick Hord, barkeeper, 
ex-miner, storekeeper, pugilist, etc,)' always been the successful 
result under such circumstances. ‘Perleece, Mr. Merlin,^ he 
said one day to that officer, ‘talk about perleece, a'. id call this a 
“rush.” I’ve known a rush of forty thousand men, and Seen 
’em kickin’ the perleece from one end of the town to the other.’ 

‘ I was not at the Red Hills, my dear boy, nor Sergeant 
M‘Mahon either,’ said Mr. Merlin, smiling with that way of 
his that somehow did not tend to reassure people. ‘1 should 
not advise any one to commence that kind of thing here.’ 

Whatever the reason, no one did apparently care to take the 
initiative in any kind of disturbance, though such was often 
threatened. 

The inspector, Mr. Merlin, was always extremely keen at 
knowing everybody and everything which it concerned him to 
know very thoroughly. Patient and calculating, too, always 
averse to use force when diplomacy would suffice. Yet utterly 
impartial and pitiless in the execution of his duty when need 
was. He was, therefore, respected by the miner§ generally, as 
a man of capacity, liked for his honhomie^ superficial ‘as tney 
knew it to be, and secretly feared by all those who recalled 
‘ sins unwhipt of justice,’ which were the precise traits pf 
character needed by a man in his position. 

Sergeant M‘Mahon, the second in command of this some- 
what minute battalion — have I described that good old warrior 
before was a man to whom not less than to Mr. Merlin the 
peace of the goldfield population wAs mainly owing. He was 
truly an astonishing combination of natw’al sagacity and 
acquired wisdom, as recognised in tlie forco. Emigrating from 
county^ Mayo in his youth, he had passed his earlier manhood 
and middle age in the ranks of the New South Wales polica 
To say that he was shrewd, active, rarely at fault, was to give 
but- little estimate of the unerring half-instinctive accuracy 
with which he pounced upon a criminal, if wanted, like a 
lurcher upon a leveret. An immensely powerful man, with a 
fair share of activity, he was invincible at close quarters, armed 
as he was with the terrors and majesty of the law, which he 
had, so to speak, incorporated with his own personal presence, 
until no man could separate them. His air of authority and 
grave official dignity soared far beyond all vain attempt at 
description. Kings might be regal of aspect and Emperors 
unapproachably grand, but the sergeant’s majesty of demeanour 
was, perhaps, not exceeded by any crowned head in the universe. 

A steady reader, he had mastered the intricacies and forms 
of ordinary police-court law to such an extent that few of the 
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stipendiary magistrates, and none of the unpaid justices, could 
successfully contravene his legal dicta ; while, in the matter of 
foresight and discretion, he possessed a fund which would have 
set up an ordinary Lieutenant-Governor, or a couple of chair- 
men of Quarter Sessions. 

The old Adam — ^not to mention the ea^er tameless spirit of 
the Wijgtern Celt— occasionally displayed itself, lighting up the 
dark gr^.,eye, and changing^ the quiet, unimpassioned tones. 
But rareJy'^ivas such a manifestation descried by the laity. 
Kespectful to his superiors, firm yet reasonable with his subor- 
dinates, carefully civil or humorously polite to the general 
population, sudden and startling in any coup d'dtat the hour 
for which had arrived, the sergeant was a man whose success- 
ful aim in life was to prevent minor revolutions, and who only 
needed a national one to have become a General of Division. 

Like many of the generals of t})e empire, a slight solecism 
here and there might be observable in his speecm. But the 
courage, coolness, and organisation were there, and a natural 
consciousness of power about the man effectually prevented 
any appearance or incongruity, bordering on ridicule. 

Mounted troopers and foot constables composed the con- 
tingent. Their duty was to arrest, or cause to be summoned to 
the police coiy't, all such as betrayed themselves ignorant of the 
statute law of Great Britain, as adopted in the colonies, by 
committing breaches thereof. 

It might seem futile to punish such offences as ordinary 
drunkenness or evil speech in tlie streets of a mining township 
by fine or imprisonment. Nevertheless the thing was done, 
and done effectually. Every offence against the law was taken 
cognisance of instantly, dealt with promptly, and punished 
sharply. All knew what they had to expect. The administra- 
tion of justice was entirely impartial, and the law was backed 
up by tl^ whole* force of genuine diggers. They knew full 
well — being, perhaps, the most intelligent, experienced, and, so 
to speak, cultured class of ouvriers in the world — that the 
strong arm of the law would only be weakened to the detriment 
of the whole society. 

As for petty mining thefts, the stealing of small articles of 
value, of wash-dirt or auriferous drift — these offences were so 
mariiiestly contemptible as well as immoral, that the whole 
field, as one man, worked for the detection and apprehension of 
the offender, who had no more chance than a lurcher among a 
pack of hounds. There was no lynching, however,— the invari- 
able result of a weak executive. Once handed over to the 
‘secular arm,' all were assured that justice would be done. Six 
months' imprisonment, even in the case of the smallest value 
stolen, might fee taken to be a sufficient deterrent pep|ilty. 

It was true enough that the whole population did not consist 
of industrious, straightforward# miners. Every army has its 
fringe of camp followers, wretches who murder the dying and 
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strip the dead. The great mining army of Yatala was not 
exempt from this ghoul-like accompaniment. Harpies of every 
length of beak and taloii full surely congregate wherever gold 
is plentiful on tliis earth. There it was unearthed daily, to the 
value of thousands, of tens of thousands of pounds.* Gamblers 
and thieves, men and women of the worst reputation, flock to a 
new rush. Among these there were men Jnown to We com- 
mitted one murder— suspected of more. But their pf Jons were 
known, and their every act and word carefully watched. There 
was little chance of indiscriminate pillage or death-dealing at 
Yatak. 



CHAPTER VII 

Some difficulty was encountered in quelling the gambling mania 
among the Chinese. Watchful and cunning, though they were 
in the habit of congregating to play ‘ fan-tan ^ for largish sums, 
the police never could catch them. One fortunate evening the 
sergeant surrounded the house of Mr. Lin Yun, and captured 
thirty -five Mongolians in all, bringing with him, in triumph, 
their strange instruments, their copper and brass counters, and 
all kinds of collateral evidences. A handy interpreter was 
found, and the upshot was that Lin Yun was fined ten pounds, 
and tne rest five pounds each, with a threat of imprisonment 
for the next ofience. This broke up the confederacy. 

When the Chinese are in excess of, or nearly approach in 
number the white population, they are difficult to manage. It 
was not so as yet in Yatala, though a time came. As traders or 
labourers, house servants or garaeners, they were more indus- 
trious than and as trustworthy as the wliites ; while their 
breaches of the law were by no means numerous, considering their 
proportion to the population. After a quarrel in a gambling 
nouse, one China^nan drew a knife and stabbed another, with 
whom heliad an akercation. The others at once secured him, 
while a messenger ran to report to the sergeant, by whom the 
culprit was at once carried into captivity. He was subsequently 
committed for trial in due course, the court-house being crowded 
with his countrymen, and at the assizes found guilty and sen- 
tenced to death. His sentence was, however, commuted to 
imprisonment for life. 

Looking back upon that exceptional, perhaps abnormal 
settlement, of which, however, I was for some years so com- 
pletely a part that I doubted at times if my old life at Libble- 
stowe Leys, with ray visits to Allerton Court, and my morning 
tramplings over the brown fallows, had not been a dream, 
and this my true and real existence, I see many things to 
be admired a% well as some which were to be deplored and 
condemned. * 

Let me here testify of my owp knowledge and experience to 
a much more than ordinary amount of Christianity. By this 
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I mean that adoption of the spirit of our religion, which finds 
vent in sympathy, charity, and abstinence from evil speaking 
and evil jud^ng. 

The main body of miners are, by circumstances, led to assume 
much of the demeanour and mode of thought which prevails in 
club life. They have graduated in the University of Travel, 
and are in a general way too experienced a® gentlemen adven- 
turers, and men of the world, to go blurting out their se»'*^5?hieixts, 
like simple villagers, upon every tiny question of pofChners ana 
morals tliat arises. Prompt and decided in action when Keed 
arises, they fully appreciate these qualities in their rulers. But 
they exercise a large measure of toleration, apd have learned 
very thoroughly the high expediency of each man minding his 
own business. Only watch their bearing in the case or the 
family of a dead comrade, of hospital funds, of sudden misfor- 
tune or bereavement, of undeserved obloquy. I have never 
seen any body of men, in any land, so ready of hand in relief, 
so prompt and generous in aid, so delicate and effusive in 
sympathy. 

A modern community is incomplete without its newspaper. 
At Yatala there were two, diametrically opposed, of course, in 
law, religion, and politics. One journal was strictly conserva- 
tive, upholding the Government, with the administration of 
justice, and all things and persons pertaining ^thereto. The 
other, the Watchman^ was democratic, not to say destructive, 
scoffing at the constituted authorities, sneering at the police, 
badgering the magistrates, impeaching tlie Commissioner him- 
self, and continually calling on the great body of miners ‘to 
assemble in the night and sweep away all tyrants and goldfields 
officials, together with the absurd contradictory regulations 
which hampered their honest efforts and trammelled their virtu- 
ous industry.^ The editor of this exciting, not to say inflamma- 
tory journal, was named Fitzgerald Keene. 

Clever, fairly educated, and morally unpfbiudiced, he, like 
another historical scribe, was quite capable oi raising a wale 
upon that epidermis which it suited him to thong^ whenever 
such to him seemed necessary for the purpose oi the hour. 
Ingenious in discovering the weak point of an adversary, he 
would concentrate and exaggerate until the uninitiated were 
almost fain to believe that there be some ground for this 
furious invective, this wholesale denunciation. 

When once he had singled out an official for attack, no part 
of the whole moral surface seemed to escape him. Caution was 
cowardice and irresolution, pitiful indecision, conscious incom- 
petence ; firmness was obstinacy ; decision was tyranny : coolness 
was contempt of the toiling masses ; silence was dumb idiocy ; 
speech in explanation was drivelling insanity or ludicrous dis- 
play of ignorance. There was no pleasing him. * 

‘The only cure (of course) for all this miserable official 
muddling and disgraceful apathy on the part of an effete and 
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corrupt government that stood tamely by while a great interest 
was being plundered and blundered through daily, was that 
the hardy and intelligent miners of Yatala should “roll up,” 
and take the law, thp government, the land, and the gold into 
their own hands.’ 

After reading one of these anti-monarchical productions, Mr. 
Merlin, with|||iis customary coolness, intimated to the editor 
that itS^s Ifery well written— so much so that he himself would 
not be surniised if some fine day it, or a similar proclamation, 
didiw-ctualiy arouse the mining population to some mad revolu- 
tionary act ; in which case he would take upon himself to arrest 
the author of thQ whole mischief — the writer himself — and that 
he would so far honour him as to make the arrest with his, 
Merlin’i^ own hands. 

Mr. Keene turned rather pale at this piece of voluntary 
information, which he did not work up into a ‘paragraph.^ 
For some weeks afterwards there was decidedly less red pepper 
in the leading articles of the Watchman, 

It was not to be supposed that the rough and ready partition 
of twenty or thirty tons of gold, to the value of something under 
two millions of pounds sterling, was to be efibcted without a 
little litigation. Law, of course, there was in abundance, and 
a very good thing, too, though it bore hard upon our particular 
party. The vulgar error arises that disputes are more easily 
settled without law or lawyers. Such is by no means the case. 
Unlearned people, when the casus belli is presumably impor’tant, 
are tedious and difficult to deal with. Unaware of the nature 
of evidence, they waste the time of the court far more than any 
professional men, however prone to take objections. 

In order to lay down the law there must of necessity be 
lawyers. At Yatala there were four, who not infrequently had 
their hands full between police cases, civil processes, and mining 
suits. When it is borne in mind that the mining laws, as settled 
by statute and tne^regulations founded thereon, were in some 
instances intricate and, perhaps, ambiguous, that a large dis- 
cretionary power was vested in the Commissioner, and that a 
cheap and accessible court of appeal existed, — a rehearing before 
two magistrates, who were empowered to reverse the most 
elaborate decision of a Commissioner, if they saw ht,— it may 
be calculated how many suits came on for hearing before our 
administrators, and how crowded the court-house was on nearly 
every day in the week. 

The legal gentlemen consisted of duly qualified solicitors. 
Such only were empowered to plead and conduct cases before 
the court on behalf of clients. No miner was debarred from 
pleading his own cause, but he was not permitted to cross- 
examine witnesses, or to address the court on behalf of another. 
It was held tlAt such conduct would trench on the vested rights 
and privileges of professional gentlemen. And as all matters 
were settled at Yatala — notwithstanding it was a goldfield, and 
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a diggings in far-away Australia— 2 >rincipa]]y and in accordance 
with ‘the law of England, in that case made and provided,^ 
and not as ardent reformers chose to suggest, so the status of 
th^rofession was upheld. 

The chief personages among the band of advocates, who 
occasionally pocketed in a week fees that would have made a 
junior barrister’s mouth water, were Mr. 'Markham and Mr. 
Cramp. They were nearly always employed on differ^^il sides, 
and either had or simulated a distinct personal a^^^tagoniSm — 
whether mer'ely forensic or otherwise it was difficult to deter- 
mine ; but the fierceness of their tones, the bitterness of their 
sarcasms, the desperate tenacity with which they fought over 
the last shred of the probability of victory, with the power and 
elaboration of their addresses to the court, would have stamped 
them as advocates of a high order before any tribunal. 

There was, perhaps, no great difference in their legal attain- 
ments. In mining experience they were level. Both had paid 
in hard cash, in common with all outside speculators, for what- 
ever trustworthy knowledge of actual mining they had gained. 
No wonder that they threw sufficient energy into their advocacy 
of mining suits, when it was no uncommon thing in the flusn 
times of a goldfield for the lawyer on either side to receive a 
half or quarter sleeping share in the mining property at stake. 
In one instance, a quarter share so given, or proifiised, realised 
within a short space of time no less a sum than two thousand 
three hundred pounds sterling. 

Mr. Markham was a ruddy -faced, full -whiskered, middle- 
aged bachelor. He apparently kicked all care behind him, and 
thought of nothing but his business during the day, with a 
steady game of whist in the evening, and a few congenial 
friends with wliom to share the flowing bowl, which regularly 
at 11 P.M. made its appearance in. the shape of whisky and 
water. His friends said he was a man of regular habits, and 
knew exactly how much was good for him.^ His enemies said 
that he drank hard, if regularly, and was undermining his con- 
stitution. They called him careless, indolent, and fitful in tlie 
discharge of his duties. His friends (and they were many and 
less lukewarm than such easy-going well-wishers generally are) 
averred that no more watchful and diplomatist ever veiled 
consummate art under a carefully careless manner. However 
that might be, Mr. Markham had a pretty high average of 
verdicts to score to his legal bat, and in all leading mining or 
criminal cases some curiosity was always displayed to know 
which side Markham was on. 

A family man, of staid and austere morals, Mr. Cramp had 
his own good points, and was valued accordingly. He was 
closely and technically acquainted with mining^, and common 
law to an extent that made him a dangerous antagonist, when 
anything was to be gained by a fatal objection. When a point 
of law happened to be in his favour he would seize upon it and 
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shake it, as a learned judge remarked, ‘ like a dog shaking a 
rat.' There was no fear of a Bench or a Commissioner forget- 
ting his vantage ground, once he descried it Painstaking and 
perspicuous, he was dangerous with a bad case, and irresistible 
with a good one. A tendency to irritability, of which his 
adversaries occasionally made use, was perhaps his weak point. 
But he was consciots of this defect, and under ordinary cir- 
cumstai}^s» refused to ‘ rise ^ to any bait, however tempting. 

Of the tlm other professional gentlemen, one was a French- 
man?** who had successfully mastered the difficulties of our 
English tongue, as well as the intricacy of our laws. He was 
indeed a man or unusual talent — an orator, a logician, a tribune 
of the people, a republican of very advanced opinions. But for 
the genuine British distrust of a foreigner. Dr. Bellair would 
have taken a high rank as a political leader as well as a lawyer 
and a physician. But the invincible British prejudice against 
‘a Eyetalian, a Mossoo, or summat o’ that there sort,’ was 
sufficient to neutralise the fire of his oratory, the fervour of his 
philanthropy, and the ardour of his (adopted) patriotism. The 
Bench had occasionally great difiiculty in controlling him ; his 
temper was utterly unmanageable, and occasionally landed 
him in disrespectful allusions to the quality of the law as at 
Yatala administered. The magistrates with much tact and 
kindness bore tv^ith him, trusting to his sense of propriety, which 
was delieate, to bring matters round. But the Commissioner, 
who was too awful a potentate to be bearded with impunity, 
had once sworn that he would incarcerate him in that provi- 
sional dungeon, ^ the Logs,’ if he did not then and there apologise 
and retract certain words, which he accordingly, with a bad 
grace, consented to do. 

The fourth advocate was an elderly gentleman, who liad 
formerly enjoyed a large metropolitan experience, and a well- 
deserved reputatic^i for exactitude in the recollection of statu- 
tory enactfnents from Carolus I. upwards. He was scarcely so 
familiar with the subtleties of mining law and phraseology as 
his younger brethren, and though as good as ever in the laby- 
rinth of common law, found a difficulty in adapting himself to 
these latter-day developments. How^ever, so great was the 
general press of legal exercise that he had his hands full, and 
was rarely without more business than he could get through at 
his somewhat steady pace. 

However, for some few weeks there came one of those lulls 
and seasons of depression which occasionally take^ place on 
goldfields. None of the claims, except the Nova Scotia, had 
been yielding richly for some time. We had cleared out from 
that unlucky neighbourhood, and were cffiwn fifty feet on the 
Liberator Lea(L so called after the great Dan O’Connell, a partv 
of whose countrymen had taken up a prospecting claim, •bf which 
strong hopes were entertained. ^So much confidence was felt 
that the value of shares all along the lead were steadily rising, 
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and we, in No. 4, began to hope that we might be in for a 
good thing at last. 

That man must be inconsiderable of mark, extremely cautious 
or unnaturally inofiensive, who does not possess enemies. Among 
these natural antagonists, who seem born for the chief purpose 
of working evil to foredoomed men and women, one individual 
always stands prominently forward. Whether fostered by 
chance, or developed by circumstances, the enmi^^ls unmis- 
takable. Deadly, unsleeping hate fills the whole ^'.lAure of the 
creature. And they are exceptionally fortunate for whom the 
gods act as shield and buckler, so that the evil eye is dimmed, 
and the renegade from civilisation foiled. ^ 

The dangerous classes of Yatala, very fully represented at 
times, held among their evil celebrities a man named Algernon 
Malgrade. He had been known by name to me before I left 
England as a gambler and a low profligate. By birth one of 
an old county family, he was shunned by acquaintances and 
scouted by relatives. More than one shady transaction had 
left him not wholly unscathed. Toleration is long extended 
to the merely extravagant and selfish spendthrift, so long as 
certain society laws are not infringed. But at length a day 
came when a wholly unpardonable escapade caused Algy Mai, 
as his friends and humble imitators called him, to be ‘cut’ 
beyond all hope of rehabilitation. The fiat of expulsion from 
the inner circle is often delayed ; but when it once goes forth 
the sentence is stern and irrevocable, Malgrade strove against 
it, with a sneer and a mocking laugh, for a while. But the odds 
were too great, and one fine day, like many another bad bargain, 
the goldfields of Australia were enrichea by his presence and 
example. 

We met at Yatala soon after his arrival. Flush of money, 
as not having wholly exhausted lus outfit, lie was looked up to 
by the, perhaps, not fastidious set with whic^i he chose to ally 
himself. He was by way of greeting me as an old acq uaintance. 
We had met more than once, but I rebelled his overtures, and 
showed his companions plainly that I meant to keep clear of 
him. From that moment the whole evil nature of the man 
seemed to concentrate itself in a settled and passionate hatred, 
as violent as it was irrational. 

In a score of difierent ways he soon announced himself as my 
sworn foe and antagonist. At all the meetings upon matters of 
local interest we invariably were ranged on opposite sides. He 
was not without talent ; indeed, he possessed a superabundance 
of natural gifts, which he might have turned to material ad- 
vantage had he listed. He had a persuasive manner of talking 
when he cared to hide the unclean spirit which dwelt ever 
within him. He was accomplished, graceful, and, as far as 
animal courage went, utterly fearless. Keckless and remorse- 
less, he needed but mediaeval power to have furnished a true 
type of the Visconti of old, si&ring neither man in his anger 
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nor woman in Jus lust. In those modern days, and under the 
democratic miner rule, such personages are only covertly 
dangerous. 

At the amiable Algy, therefore, we could afford to laugh, and 
the Major, more than once, caused the evil sneer to deepen by 
carelessly inquiring whether he had heard from home lately, or 
whether a club to which they both formerly belonged was still 
as celebfHfti Madeira as ever. From this abode of bliss 

we knew tlfet Malgrade had been driven forth by a well-nigh 
unasimous ballot or the members. 

Though I had the worst possible opinion of his heart, and 
regarded the mai;^s intellect as merely subservient to his appe- 
tites, I could not for the life of me return his detestation of 
me in kind, or cease to take a certain interest in his actions. 
For one thing, he was wonderfully good-looking. His reck- 
lessly indulged passions had, as yet^ written no evil record upon 
face or form. The fair hair was still bright, the blue eyes still 
steadfast and clear. And a certain appearance of fallen-angel 
pride clung to him in the midst of his degradation. I could not 
help cherishing a dim hope that some day he might thrust from 
him the foul incrustation of vice and crime, and return to his 
natural position among men. 

The Major never omitted to laugh at mv credulous optim- 
isms, and to "sneer at my ignorance of the world, on these 
occasion*. 

‘ You ought to know a thing or two by this time, Harry, but 
I doubt if you ever will,’ he would say. ‘ If a man doesn’t pick 
up an accurate method of gauging the moral attributes of his 
fmlow-men at a goldfield he will never analyse worth a cent. 
And here you are, just as much carried away by this infernal 
scoundrel’s regular features and soft voice, as that handsome 
pantheress that he’s stolen somewhere. She’ll poison him some 
day or he’ll knocl^Aer brains out, I feel certain. And what the 
loss to society would be in either case, I should fear to over- 
estimate by the faintest expression of regret.’ 

‘ You are rather too hard on the other side,’ I made answer. 
‘You have no sympathy for human weakness. I say it is a 
piteous thing to see the decadence of creatures originally noble 
and fol'med for higher things.’ 

‘Bah ! ’ retorted my unconvinced friend. ‘Do you remember 
what Athos and Co. did with Miladi ? That she-deyil of a 
Dolores — she’s no more Spanish than I am Greek — will give you 
a rough turn, as Cyrus would say, some day, if you let her so 
much as look at you— “ I think I knows ’em ! ” ’ 

All of a sudden, without any previous warning, a wonderful 
rumour arose that the prospectors in the Liberator Lead 
had struck incredible gold. Although they had not yet an- 
nounced it, the excitement occasioned by this statement was 
astounding to those who had never known the tremendous force 
of the passions which, from tim^to time, stir the crowds which 
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make up a goldfield’s population. At one moment you would 
imagine them to be the most logical, law-abiding body of men 
in trie world; at another time a brigade of red republicans 
would be liberal conservatives compared to them. In this 
instance no one but an eye-witness could have credited the 
turmoil which arose. As the report was soon passed around in 
every paper in the colony, strangers begall to arrive within a 
month of the first announcement, whose worn draugH animals 
and vehicles told of far and fast journeying. Evei^^'unoccupied 
person, male or female, young or old, from Yatala and A\Ahin 
twenty miles of it, was apparently massed around the wings of 
the famed Liberator Lead. Daily the numbers swelled. The 
forest was felled. Huts were erected in all directions. Tents 
were like the sands of the sea for multitude, or the advance 
guard of an army. All was eager excitement and feverish 
expectation. The prospectors or the Liberator, as of every 
other lead or course of auriferous deposit, were bound by the 
regulations then in force to report ‘ payable gold ’ as soon as 
such had been struck, and to lioist a red flag as denoting the 
discovery. In default of such advertisement, for the general 
benefit, they were liable, according to custom and practice, to 
have their claim * jumped’ or taken forcible possession of by 
any party of miners who could prove that they were conceal- 
ing the golden reality, ^ ’ 

The prospectors made no sign. They refused to state pre- 
cisely what the indications were. They simply declared that 
they had not as yet ‘bottomed ’ or sunk down to the alluvial 
drift, immediately above the bed rock, and which alone is likely 
to be auriferous. Some of the impatient holders of claims on 
‘the line’ frontage, and others, who were merely ‘blockers’ or 
the occupants of ordinary chance claims, anywhere in the 
vicinity, were more than impatient — they were threatening 
and abusive. They insisted that the sharefiolders were ‘on 
gold,' for their own purposes hiding the nature of the deposit, 
cheating the public, disobeying the regulations, and injuring 
their fellow miners. 

The chief man of the party, a grand -looking herculean 
Milesian, quietly rejoined that they had not bottomed yet, that 
they had nothing to show or report, though the indications 
were good, that when the time came they would at once report 
at the Commissioner’s olfice. In the meantime they would 
answer no questions, nor let any one go down their shaft, except 
by order of the Commissioner. 

That gentleman, who had condescended to appear on the 
occasion, and who began to realise that a crisis was approach- 
ing, ask^ Mr. Phelim O’Bhaughnessy how long they expected 
to oe, the sinking being easy, before* they were op the drift ? 

‘ About a week.’ 

* Then, on this day week I will be here,’ said Captain Blake, 
addressing himself both to the speaker and the raob, ‘ and on 
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that day, whether gold be reported or otherwise, I will 
send down two men to examine the workings and to report 
to me,’ 

‘All right, your honour,’ replied Phelim. ‘There’s no two 
ways about us. Anyone your honour likes to send down is 
welcome, but we’re not going to let all the rapscallions in the 
country^wn our shlift just because they happen to think we’re 
to slave ahd mu rther ourselves intirely for their convanience — 
to find goldlbr the likes o’ them — coch ’em up, indeed ; the lazy 
nay^rs.’ 

At ten o’clock in tlie morning of Monday, the 17th May, which 
was the day week following, the Commissioner sat on his horse 
beside the shaft, in much the same careless attitude as before. 
But the scene was changed in some important particulars. 
Gold had been duly reported. A red flag proudly flaunted from 
a lofty pole in front of the claim, while a crowd of five thousand 
souls, eager, earnest, dangerously roused at once by the strong 
passions of greed and anxiety, swayed and surged around the 
little group. 

On a new and presumably rich lead it was no unusual matter 
to see a concourse of this kind. But rarely was there so much 
feeling shown as here. Rarely were there so many knitted 
brows and scoyvling faces ; rarely so much savage and insub- 
ordinate language. How had it all come about ? Mr. Merlin, 
with a cbuple of troopers, well armed and mounted, rode behind 
the Commissioner. Why was this semi-warlike accompaniment 1 

The solution was this. A short time previous several fresh 
regulations had been drafted, and had become law, which to a 
certain extent altered the existing customs, more particularly 
as regarded frontage. 

That which more particularly aflected the present question 
was Regulation 22, reciting as follows 

‘ When the sinking in new ground shall be found not to reagh 
a depth or a hundred feet in dry ground, or sixty feet in wet or 
rocky ground, of which the bottoming of three or more shafts on 
the supposed line of lead shall be a sufficient test, unless the Com- 
missioner shall specially sanction a further testing, all marking 
on the line of lead shall he null and void^ and the qround shall 
be open for taking tip claims in the block form^ the frontage 
holders having a preference to select their claims in rotation, 
according to their priority of occupation on the supposed 
lead.’ 

This then was it which so agitated the seething human mass, 
which by this time included, as well as the true miner, men of 
every rank, trade, and occupation, lured to the banks of the 
Waraldah Creek by the wildly exaggerated reports which had 
gone forth. • 

So much depended upon the accident of the goMen drift 
being struck at a foot or two hel^ instead of above the magic 
piumber of a hundred feet. 
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Should this rich deposit be proved to lie at or beneath the 
specified depth, the rich claims, already numbered and regis- 
tered as far as fifty, down the lead, would belong only and 
inalienably to those who had months before occupied and 
re^stered them according to law. 

But should the golden seed of discord repose upon a drift 
shallower than the regulation number ot feet, evepF man in 
the crowd might deem that he had a share in th^ golden sub- 
terraneous channel ; possibly might delve within a for^pi^ht 
into a recess as rich as that of Aladdin, or of the one to which 
Ali Baba procured the entree at so great personal risk. 

But would the Commissioner pronounce the ‘ open sesame ^ ? 
For it lay with him — with him only rested the responsibility, 
graver than often befalls one man in a century, of dashing to 
the ground the hopes of a body of hardworking legitimate 
miners, or of unloosing the flood of half - infuriated physical 
force, which needed but one word from his lips to burst the 
bonds of restraint. The anxious chafing thousands were only 
too ready to scatter (themselves with pick and shovel, a swarm 
of human locusts, upon the golden ground which they seemed 
to devour with their eyes. 

The word was ‘ Block.' But would Captain Blake utter it ? 

There was much to be done yet. Both sides were strongly 
represented — legally, officially, socially, as well as nunqerically. 

* And many a banner will be torn, 

And many a knight to earth be borne, 

And many a sheaf of arrows spent. 

Ere Scotland’s King shall cross the Trent.* 

‘In the first place, I shall send down two practical miners 
to examine the wash,^ quoth he. ‘I intend to satisfy myself as 
to the fact of payable gold to begin with.' ^ 

He looked around — scanning the faces of the miners nearest 
to him — on the crowd. 

‘ Here, Tom Denman, and yoUj Geordie, my boy, get away 
down and send up a couple of dishes of wash-dirt. Then we 
shall all see if it's worth fighting about, and not have a row 
about nothing.’ 

Two stalwart miners stepped forward, and the man called 
Geordie, a middle-sized but tremendously muscular specimen 
from ‘ cannie Newcassel,' putting his foot in a loop of the rope, 
closed his hands upon it above his head, and was rapidly lowerea 
down. In a few minutes the rope came up empty, and Tom 
Denman descended. 

In less than a quarter of an hour the hammer indicator rose 
and fell upon its tin sheet, whereupon the rawh|jle bucket used 
for the purpose brought to light a collection of sand, quartz 
fragments, rounded pebbles, and gritty greenish clay -loam. 
This was unanimously pronounced a ‘ very nice wash,' and being 
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placed in a couple of tin dishes beneath the strict supervision of 
the Commissioner, was taken to a neighbouring pool of water 
and placed in readiness for the two miners who had excavated 
it. These returned gnomes having been brought to light, at 
‘once commenced to ‘pan ofi*’ according to the recognised rule 
and practice. 

Dipping the full flish into the pool, each man held the 
vessel asfeT^ while he washed among the gravel and small 
stones, perimtting the water to flow uninterruptedly over and 
awa^from the wash-dirt. The clay-stained water assumed a 
bright yellow hue. ^ As the stones became cleared of the en- 
*crusting dirt, the •miner carefully examined them for traces of 
adhering gold and then threw them on one side. Gradually 
the sand and clay disappeared over the rim, in the unvariea 
steady flow of water, the dish being held slightly downwards 
and ofl* the leveJ. 

The sandy deposit at the bottom grew flner and finer, as 
with a peculiar half circular motion the water and the outer 
grains were ejected and the heavier particles retained. At 
length there remained but a narrow segment of darkish sand at 
the bottom of each dish, while plain for all to see was a streak 
of deep though dull yellow particles, chiefly fine in grain, but 
sprinkled with^coarser grains, some of which were or the size 
or wheat. * 

‘ Here* you are, sir,’ quoth Tom Denman, exhibiting the 
residuum respectfully to the Commissioner. ‘ There’s no mistake 
about that. Geordie and I took these from different parts of 
“ the face.” I haven’t seen such a prospect for some time. A 
good half ounce to the dish, and Geordie’s, I can see from here, 
13 better.’ 

‘I declare the Prospecting Claim of the Liberator Lead,’ said 
the Commissioner, passing, the dish to the nearest of the eager 
crowd, ‘ to be in possession of payable gold.’ 

The first, man who looked at it shouted out, ‘ half an ounce 
to the dish,’ and threw up his hat. Hundreds, of course, were 
not near enough to see, but the tone and the action were 
sufficient. A clieer rose from the vast multitude that roused 
the wallaroos in the sandstone spurs of the Dividing Kange 
miles away. 

‘The next thing to determine,’ said the Commissioner, ‘is the 
depth of sinking. A good deal will depend upon that. One of 
you men give my compliments to Mr. Underlay, the mining 
surveyor, and ask him if he will come here. 1 wish him to 
measure this shaft. I know he is not far off.’ 

‘ It’s never a hundred feet sinking,’ yelled an excited miner, 
in a ragged red shirt. ‘All the field knows it ain’t much over 
ninety. They may have bin and sunk through the bottom to 
make it hancly for their friends in No. 1 and 2, wher^ they’ve 
got half shares. But there’s no Imndred feet in it, and it ought 
to be “ block ” out and out, this blessed minit.’ 
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Here the multitude caught up the word, and sounded it over 
and over again in a vast reverberating chorus. For nearly a 
quarter of an hour nothing could be heard but ‘ block ‘ block * 
--‘block.^ 

‘ What the devil do you mean by making all that row, you' 
fellows,^ said the Commissioner irascibly. ^Do you think it 
will make any difference in my decisioif if you yelled your- 
selves hoarse and shouted till doomsday. Thai^*^3^ou, Mr. 
Underlay,’ he continued, with a rapid change of mdSiner. ‘ WilJ 
you have the goodness to go down this shaft and measure the 
exact depth from the surface to the top of the “ wash.” That 1 
shall take leave to consider to be the real depth of sinking. \ ' 

Before he had well done speaking, Mr, Underlay, the mining 
surveyor, an active, resolutedooking youngster, had his hand 
upon the rope, and was on his way towards the lower regions. 
Alter a short sojourn he reappeared, holding a tape line, and 
after comparing and verifying his measurements, pronounced 
the words ‘ Ninety-eight feet meven inches.’ 

Again a wild cheer rent the air, while the excited individuals 
of the outer crowd so pushed inwards under the impression that 
‘ block ’ was to be declared, and claims given away there and 
then, that the Commissioner’s horse began to get impatient, and 
Mr. Merlin and his troopers were under the necessity of turning 
round their chargers several times, which res’ulted in incon- 
venience to tlie toes and other portions of the frames of the 
vanguard. 

‘ Understand once and for all,’ said Captain Blake, ‘that by 
Regulation No. 22 I am bound to allow three shafts to he 
bottomed on gold, on the course of the lead, before I finally 
decide upon the average depth of sinking, and before I declare 
the lead to be worked either under block or frontage. I shall, 
therefore, return this day week at the same hour. If the 
requisite number of shafts have been bottomed on the lead by 
that period, I will deliver my decision to the question of 
block or frontage.’ 

Then a hoarse roar arose from the crowd, as of some hungry 
monster baulked of its prey. But further remonstrance or 
interference was not thought of. The Captain rode carelesslj 
and peacefully homeward, lighting his cigar, and calling to his 
dogs, as if no such torments as gold and gold diggers, prospectors 
ana claim -holders, frontage men and blockers, existed upon the 
hardly entreated earth. 



CHAPTER VIII 

It is not to be supposed that our party added in any way to 
this state of incipient disorder, though we had taken up No. 
4 North under the old frontage system and were sinking with 
might and main to get down and know our fate. Wc had every 
reason to think our claim would be unusually good. The indica- 
tions in the prospecting shaft disclosed ‘ a show ’ of which the 
oldest miners spoke with bated breath. 

But where the coming decision touched us, and the other 
frontage men, was in this wise : if we liappened to drop riglit 
down on the ‘ ^utter,^ or main course of the lead, we were all 
right ; We should be allowed so many days to mark out our 
claim of a hundred and sixty feet, forty feet a man along 
the lead, and two hundred back, and it would be all right. 
That area of ground, all on gold, was a very fair allowance for 
four men. 

But if we were not exactly on the course of the lead, but a 
little to the right or left of it, and if the block system was 
declared next week, matters would be very different. We should 
have to mark out #ur claim there and then. It could not after- 
wards be altered by«a single inch. This would have to be done 
at haphazard, instead of by cautious ‘proving^ the ground, as 
under the frontage system. And if we missed the lead it might 
be taken possession of by any random blocker, just pitchforked 
here from another colony. We should lose the reward of months 
and years of work, the certainty we had a right to expect when 
w^ registered under the frontage system. 

In the interim much agitation took place. Councils and 
caucuses were held. Letters and petitions despatched profusely 
to the Minister for Lands, who in those days held ultimate 
control over all mining affairs. The newspapers exhausted 
themselves in leading articles, each tending to exalt and glorify 
a different mining policy. 

One gave a strictly conservative support to authority. ^ ‘ The 
frontage system, framed as it was with the advice of experienced 
officials, was considered by intelligent miners to afford^ a highly 
needful guarantee for capital invested in mining enterprise. 

a ■ 
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Without capital there would be little mining worthy of the 
name^ more particularly where, as in Yatala, the difficulties of 
piercing the basaltic strata, and of subduing tlie flow of subter- 
ranean streams, had to be surmounted. Still it was the opinion 
of many competent authorities that the frontage system had 
had its day. The field had been for some time in a languishing 
state. Many hard-working men were out ofemployment. There 
were specific regulations which had to be interpret^ with a 
literal exactitude independently of personal feeli*^ or private 
interest. And no one who knew Commissioner Blake dn<s*bted 
but that he would decide according to the letter of the law, 
and carry out that decision with unbending fiiynness.’ Thus the' 
Beacon, 

This was the opportunity which the opposition journal had 
been waiting. And cheerfully did Mr. Fitzgerald Keene avail 
himself of the happy convention of circumstances. 

‘Many occasions had arisen during the last decade of 
shameless oppression and official incorapetency, when the long 
suffering mining community, comprising a singularly large 
proportion of the intelligence, the energy, and the industrial 
enterprise of the land, might have spoken out with effect. 
True to their law-abiding instincts, they had liitherto remained 
loyal to the Crown, and obedient if not humble before consti- 
tuted authority. But now the time had com^ the hour had 
struck, when tliey must proclaim themselves to be freemen or 
for ever endure to be known and treated as slaves. Under the 
iniquitous mining statutes, and the still more contemptible 
mining regulations, their intelligence had been stultified, tlieir 
freedom had been mocked, their opinions derided, and their 
industry fettered, 

‘ Still there had been a pretence of fair play — there had been 
a tendepcy, erratic as had been the course pursued, in the right 
direction. Now, in this thrice accursed muddle which had 
taken place at The Liberator, would the herd of down-trampled 
miners, numerically the strongest body of labourers in tlie land, 
stand by and consent to their own ruin and spoliation ? Was 
there not a man from old Ballarat to utter the magic words 
“ roll up ? ” 

‘ And would a monster meeting separate without com- 
pelling present safety, and exacting material guarantees for 
the future V 

It was not altogether a sterile soil into which these seeds of 
revolution were so recklessly cast. It was a mob. Though 
vastly superior, as I have elsewhere stated, in its composition 
to most other mobs, it yet possessed their inherent charac- 
teristics. By the turn of a straw its action might have oscillated 
from good to evil, from patience and obedience |o insubordina- 
tion and* wildest excess. 

Among other expedients and demonstrations of the time, 
each party favoured large ai^a imposing deputations. One day 
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tlie frontage men and their adherents, backers, friends, acquaint- 
ances, etc., would march into town, several hundred strong, with 
banners flying and a band of music, to which a drum of sonor- 
ous, mysterious power lent eflect. Forming in front of the 
Commissioner’s office, they would request an audience. 

When that gentleman sent word to say that he would con- 
sent to see them as*soon as he had completed his immediate 
business,' the crack speaker of the connection would be detailed 
for the occasion. Wlien he appeared that gifted person would 
fire fiWvay at the unmoved Commissioner for twenty minutes or 
so without a check. 

‘ He could inform him that the honest and legitimate miners 
whom he saw now assembled had come to lay their grievances 
respectfully before him, and to ask him if he was minded to 
have mercy upon them, upon tlieir helpless wives and children, 
depending upon their rights as holders of frontage claims 
for bread 1 or, was he going to be carried away by the sense- 
less clamour of a mob of strangers and adventurers, who 
had not a shred of title to the land they sought to plunder. 
Had not they, the frontage men, conformed to the laws laid 
down by the Government closely and obediently ; had they not 
duly registered their claims, incurred debts from their store- 
keepers and business men on the field on the strength of the 
security of tenure guaranteed by the frontage system ? And 
now, aitfer waiting tor days, and weeks, and months, were they 
to be told that, because a new and unjust regulation had been 
made, because the first few shafts on the lead had not proved to 
be the full hundred feet in depth, were they to be turned out of 
their property — for it was as much theirs while they paid for 
their Miner’s Eight as the lands of Mr. Howard or Mr. Stanley, 
neighbouring country gentlemen ? Were they to be turned out 
of their claims just when they were seen to be worth holding ? 
No 1 They were honest men and. loyal subjects, but there was 
a point beyond which men could not be urged. If iustice were 
not given them in this matter bloodshed would be tlie end of it. 
They said it sorrowfully but firmly, and upon the heads of the 
Government the crime would rest.’ 

The speaker, who was a bachelor, and had last week had a 
quarter share in a frontage claim given to him as a retain- 
ing fee, almost wept at this point, and, with a look of sorrow- 
ful but manly appeal, closed his address amid cheers and 
applause. 

The Commissioner always heard out such addresses, knowing 
from long experience that when a grievance has been rankling 
in the breasts of men, ordinarily silent about their dissatisfac- 
tions, nothing is more unsafe than to deny a hearing when they 
demand one. • 

‘ You may do as you please about granting their petitions,’ 
he was wont to say. ‘You may^o what they don’t like, or do 
notliing at all. But if you wisl^to rule large bodies of men 
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peaceably, always bear what they have got to say. It is an 
inestimable safety valve. ^ 

So Captain Blake listened to the eloquent miners’ advocate, 
and gaz^ at him and the assembled crowd with an approving 
and benevolent expression. At the end of the oration he told 
them that ‘ he was sorry for them personally, if bv any act of 
hiSj in carrying out the regulations, th6y shoula lose their 
claims on the Liberator Lead, some of which to hi? knowledge 
had been held in despite of difficulty and privatidh, for many 
months. But, above all, it would depend upon what prodf was 
furnished to him of the depth of the sinking, and upon other 
particulars which would bring their claims under the provisions 
of the mining regulations. He would examine most carefully 
the evidence and those sections which bore upon the case in 
point. After that he would give his decision. He would frame 
that decision most elaboratelyj so that it should be in accord- 
ance with the law. And when it was given he should see that 
it was carried out. That was all he had to say to them.' 

Whereupon tliey always thanked him for his courtesy and 
departed. The Commissioner went back into his office. The 
band struck uji afresh, and the excited crowd dispersed, to walk 
six or seven miles back again. 

A report would soon arise, that they had stated their case to 
the Commissioner with such power and pathos— the orator of 
the deputation would, perhaps, be responsible for this-^that he 
had promised to decide in favour of the frontage men. The 
blockers being thereby infuriated would resolve to come in and 
state their wrongs. Being, as the proletariat, much more 
numerous than the frontage holders, who represented capital, 
they would ‘ roll up ’ so successfully that a crowd more than a 
thousand strong would, on the appointed day, be seen marching 
in a tremendous long line, four abreast, down the main street 
of the town, halting finally at the Commissioner’s office. That 
much tried official would certainly begin a ‘sentence with blank, 
and end it with the same, placing divers other blanks in the 
middle, all having reference to the eyes and future prospects of 
the majority of the members of the band and the personages of 
the deputation. 

After thus blowing off the steam, he would meet them at the 
door, and listen tranquilly to what they had to say. Then the 
advanced democrat who was their philosopher and spokesman 
would thus open the trenches — 

‘ As miners, and as men, they had come there to-day, not with 
any intention of threatening or intimidation,' — the Captain 
looked quietly at the speaker as he said this, who passed on to 
the next sentence — ‘ but to protest mildly yet firmly, as became 
legitimate miners, against any monopoly or the field, whether it 
was by liien claiming to be frontage-holders, or any others, he 
cared not who they might be, or what they were called. 

‘If they were not all experienced miners who were here 
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assembled this day. they all were the holders of Miners’ Rights 
— many of them nad families — many had helpless relatives 
depending upon them. Some had come from a distance it is 
true. But wliat of that ? as long as they were at this moment 
dwellers in New South Wales, they had as much right to a fair 
share of any payable ground that turned up as the Governor 
himself. AJl they ♦anted was justice and impartiality. Let 
every man be allowed to mark out his claim, ana get gold or not 
as his luck 'went. ^ The law said, if the ground was under a 
hundred feet deep it was no frontage, and must be worked on 
the block. All they wanted was the law. The Commissioner 
Vas appointed to carry out the law, fair and equal, between 
man and man. They knew very well that the Liberator Lead 
was no frontage lead — but block, that is, ground to be worked 
in ordinary block claims. And block they hoped the Com- 
missioner would declare it to be. It would be better for the 
whole field, and not leave the gold that was intended for the 
country at large in the hands of a few.’ 

‘ To this the Commissioner would reply that — ‘ he would very 
closely examine the ground when three or more shafts had 
been bottomed on the lead, and would then give his decision in 
accordance with the strict law of the case. They might depend 
upon that being done when the time came, that is, when that 
number had been bottomed. Until that time came he could 
not, of course, tell them what his decision would be. He hoped 
it would be found to be according to law, and excepting by 
the Appeal Court there was not much chance of its being 
altereoL’ 

The speaker then essayed to get another hearing, reminding 
the Commissioner that ‘ they represented four thousand men. 
They were not going to boast or make threats ; but they were 
determined to have justice, peaceably, if possible, but if justice 
was denied them tiiey would consider the advisability ot using 
the power which their numbers gave them.’ 

At this point the Captain’s patience — for the most part an 
algebraic or unknown quantity — abruptly gave out. He re- 
minded the speaker that the miners had never gained anything 
by physical force in New South Wales, and as long as he had 
anything to do with mining, he trusted they never would. He 
had said all he had to say. They had fully explained their 
case, and could adtl nothing more, it appeared, but empty 
threats, which were utterly contemptible. He was busy now 
and begged to retire. Then he went in and closed the door. 

In consequence of the reported ‘ bottoming ’ of certain shafts, 
punctually to the hour on the morning appointed, the Com- 
missioner rode up to the Liberator Lead. There was hardly 
standing room ^or a mile around. The line of shafts could be 
traced by the flags which each exhibited. At the ProSpectors’, 
being * on gold,’ st|’eamed a red flag, emblem of success. Also 
ottt other shafts. Nos. i, |, and 3 North, which had 
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bottomed on the supposed line of lead, thus forming a sufficient 
test of the depth of the ground according to the conditions of 
Regulation No. 22. 

When the great man appeared, a deep hoarse sound rose in- 
distinctly from the enormous crowd. Fully five thousand men 
had gathered hours since to await his approach. His fiat, to be 
given that day, was looked for with an intensity almost painful 
to a sympathetic bystander. 

Upon Captain filake alone, apparently, tlie immense con- 
course, the strained attention of the masses, the weight of 
responsibility, had no visible effect. He regarded the whole 
scene and its peculiar features with haughty immobility. 

Riding to tne first claim, he said to the men who were ‘ off 
work,’ and standing at the mouth of their shaft, shareholders 
of No. 1— ■ 

* You are on gold ? ’ 

‘ Yes, sir, we’ve struck it all right.’ 

‘ At what depth 1 ’ is the next question. 

* Well, about a hundred feet,’ they answered. 

‘I shall send down two men first, and then measure your 
shaft.’ 

‘ All right, Captain.’ 

Two selected miners, as before, were lowered down the shaft, 
returning as hitherto, in the case of the Prospectors, with 
tangible proof of the highly auriferous nature of the deposit. 

'So far, so good ; now Mr. Richardson,’ here advances the 
mining surveyor, ‘ have the goodness to measure this shaft.’ 

Mr. Richardson descends ; then, after due delay, regains 
this upper earth, distinctly enunciating — ‘Ninety-seven feet 
five inches.’ 

At which statement a cheer from the blockers for the first time 
wakes the forest echoes, and a thousand caps or hats are thrown 
excitedly into the air. f* 

The same formjilities are carefully gone through with No. 2 
and No. 3. Each is demonstrated to be ‘ a golden nole.’ When 
measured. No. 2 is declared to be ninety-three feet and a half ; 
No, 3 ninety-one only. Each declaration elicits a bursting 
cheer from the majority of the crowd. 

Then the Commissioner braces himself, sitting squarely on 
Jhis horse and confronting the assembled multitude. His 
address is brief. But rarely have words more power. This 
only does he say; ‘I declare the Liberator Lead to be “on the 
block.’” 

This simple word would appear to have converted the whole 
assemblage into a crowd of raging lunatics. With one mighty 
cry rather than a shout the crowd broke up, apparently prepared 
to take immediate possession of the Tom Tidlen’s ground then 
and there handed over to them. 

‘Stop!’ roared the Commissioner, in a voice of thunder 
which aominated the great m/tb, and almost immediately r^uced 
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those within hearing to a listening attitude. ‘ I give the holders 
of frontage claims twenty-four hours to mark out their claims 
in rotation, according to their priority of occupation — the 
ground will then be open for taking up claims m the block 
form.’ 

‘ I belong to No. g,’ said a tall miner ; * we haven't proved it 
yet. We hardly know where to take our ground. Won’t you 
give us a day or two more, Captain 'i It's rather rough on us 
fror^ge holders.’ 

‘ In ot an hour — not a minute,’ replied the Commissioner. ‘ I 
have adhered strictly to the regulations. I didn’t make them, 
and I can’t help the ground not being deeper. That’s your affair. 
I have given my decision, and by tne Lord I mean to stick to 
it. Good-rnorning, all of you.’ 

A world of opposing forces and passionate feelings was seeth- 
ing in the hearts of the men to whom he thus bade adieu. That 
single word ‘ block ' had sufficed to render possible hundreds of 
working parties, which to-day would be procuring timber, rope, 
tools, and provisions. At the same hour on the morrow they 
would be eagerly commencing a shaft, having previously put in 
the indispensable four pegs, which, with the more necessary 
Miner’s Eight, secured an unalienable title to the coveted landed 
estate. , 

On the next day, the spot so lately void and bare resembled 
a hum^n rabbit warren. Everywhere trees were felled. Every- 
where the miner was seen, mole like, burying himself in the 
orthodox narrow shaft, and throwing up the yellow clay which 
was the upper stratum. In a week the principal street of the 
village of O’Connell was a mass of gaudy-looKing shops, filled 
with every kind of ware — every third house of course a public 
house. Vehicles of all kinds crowded the narrow way, ana with 
difficulty threaded the crowd of wayfarers of every age, calling, 
and nationality. •Within a month the four banks were all day 
long weighing, buj^ng, sifting gold, while bundles of notes and 
handfuls of sovereigns were handed over the counter with 
apparently careless confidence. 

As soon as the main body of block claims began to bottom, 
gold flowed in with almost fabulous profusion. And still the 
rumour grew and increased, until people from the uttermost 
ends of Australia commenced to leave their ordinary avocations 
and turn their heads towards the new Eldorado — the great, un- 
precedented, fabulously rich Liberator Lead near Yatala. 

Our party had been exceptionally fortunate. We had No. 4 
on the lead. There was neither rock nor water. We had the 
luck to bottom ‘ dead on the gutter,’ that is, immediately over 
the defunct river, and to find the wljole of its long buried bed, 
with the usunl admixture of gravel, sand, and waterworn 
pebbles, richly studded with gold. Occasionally, indeed, we took 
several ounces of gold from a single dish of wash-dirt. When 
it is reckoned that two dishes, ii| miner’s measurement, go to a 
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bucket, and sixty buckets to a load — about a ton of cartb—- and 
that half an ounce to the load is tliought a rich lead, it may be 
imagined what properties the Liberator claims were held to be. 

Our fortunes were made, we all knew. We had about three 
vears^ work before us before we could bring Ho grass ^ our 
buried treasure — the sands of this long dead Pactolus of the 
South. ^ " 

We were in the proud position of being able to ‘ put on wages 
men/ or hired miners, at three pounds each per week to assist 
us. We also bought a ‘ whip horse ’ for forty -nve pounds, wliich 
staunch and well-trained animal drew up the precious gravel, 
and in many ways economised labour. We calculated that if 
the yield kept up at the present rate, we should clear from 
fifteen to twenty tliousand pounds per man before No. 4 was 
‘worked out.’ This was worth waiting and toiling for.- 

‘Well, Joe,’ said I, one day, ‘this is better than striking in 
old Grimsby’s forge at the Leys, isn’t it ? We’ve got our pile at 
last.’ 

‘ 1 doubt it is,’ said he, as he leaned back for a moment, and 
then sending his pick into the face at which we were working, 
dislodged a quantity of the precious wash-dirt. ‘We’d never 
ha’ picked up a “slug” like tb is at yon old Dibblestowe — not 
but what I’ve wished myself back there many times.’ 

‘Yes, Joe,’ said I, taking from him the rough red heavy clay- 
stained lump, which looked like an ordinary bit of conglomerate, 
but which we knew to be a nugget of almost pure gold, weighing 
more than fifty ounces, and worth two huncfred pounds. ‘This 
didn’t grow in Farmer Mangold’s turnip fields, did it? I’ve 
wished myself at the old village, too, I can tell you. However, 
this is going to pay us for all’ 

‘’Happen it is I ’he said, ‘and not before it’s time, too. I 
was getting full about digging, and but for you I’d ha’ ta’en my 
passage home again, worked it before the in^^st, long and long 
ago.’ 

‘You’ll go home and be a gentleman now, Joe,’ said I. ‘ Any- 
how, you can buy a big farm or two. You inight settle down 
near the Leys and marry Miss Mangold yet, if she’d have you.’ 

‘ No fear,’ said Joe, using one of the Australian idioms which 
he had grafted on to his homely Kentish speech. ‘ She’d a niver 
touched me with a i>air of tongs, she was that proud and set up 
like then. But dost know what?’ Here he made a pretence 
of whispering, though, being but the two of us in the ‘ drive,’ 
a hundred feet from air, there was not mucli chance of being 
overheard. ‘Jack Thursby told me he believed he seed her at 
Warraluen.’ 

‘Jane Mangold at Warraluen ? But how did he know anything 
about her ? ’ 

‘ Well, Siie got talking about Dibblestowe Leys, where she 
lived in England, as she should say. Then he up and told her 
he come from close about thf re, and as there was two chaps 
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aught about you being a gentleman born,— and how as they 
come from the same place. Then she gave a sort of cry, and 
says, “Oh, surely it isn’t Hcreward Pole— don’t you tell him 
I’m here iii this hell, for it’s nothing better.” And then, he 
said, she cried badlj, and went on terrible, till Black Ned, as 
she’s married to, swore at her and threatened to knock her 
brains out if she didn’t give over. I’d like to ’a bin there.’ 

‘ Good God,’ said I, ^ and is this the end of pretty, innocent 
Jane^angold. How is it we never heard of it oefore ? ’ 

, ‘ Well, this chap, he kept it dark for a bit, but one day he 

and I was on a bit of a booze, and it all came out. It’s a ’nation 
pity, ain’t it now. Jack Thursby said he beats her awful, and 
some day he’ll be the death of her— and it won’t be the first he’s 
made away with.’ 

*I wonder if we can do anything for her,’ I said. * Some day 
I must take a ride over to Warraluen and see her, though I hardly 
know how to help her. Still she shall have the offer of my assist- 
ance-poor— poor Jane.’ 

Then I fell to thinking how strangely intermingled our lives 
had been. More wonderful than any romance it seemed, if we 
two, who had wandered over the peaceful uplands and oakwoods 
of Ilibblestowf Leys, hardly more than boy and girl, should 
now meet once more again in the far, strange, gold-town of 
Yatala. * 



CHAPTER IX 

It is generally taken for granted in Br itain that every person 
in a colony must of necessity know, or be known by, everybody 
else. Mr. Smith, of Sydney, on furlough, is importuned to carry 
a letter to Mr. Jones’s cousin in Queensland, while his disclaimer 
as to personal knowledge of Miss Thompson’s brother in Victoria 
is evidently looked upon with suspicion. It seems hopeless to 
attempt to convey to old-world people correct ideas of the 
enormous distances which separate the settlements of a newly- 
peopled continent ; impossible almost to explain the nature of 
those social divisions which still further tend to prevent the 
universal brotherhood which is held to characterise the Arcadian 
existence of colonists. 

They cannot imagine the necessity for such lines of demar- 
cation ‘ in a colony,' clearly as they are defined and rigidly 
enforced in every third-rate county town and old-fashioned 
village in Britain. 

As a matter of fact, there are few places in the world, London 
excepted, where individuals may be more securely hidden from 
kith or kin, early friends, and later acquairi^nces than in Aus- 
tralia. And no place in Australia furnishes greater facilities 
for personal effacement than a large goldfield. A squarely 
built man in ordinary miner’s garb, known as Jack Scott only 
by his associates, passes by carrying a tin dish and a shovel : 
how are you to divine that this particular Jack is the son of a 
clergyman, and the grandson of a general in the Indian armv, 
who will presently die and leave him a fortune, when the whole 
thing comes out ? You are summoned as a j uror to attend the 
coroner’s inquest held on a poor^ fellow found in an eighty-feet 
shaft, where he has fallen overnight, having missed his way in 
the dark. He was ‘Bill Jones’ to all men, and lo ! his brother 
arrives from town to attend the funeral, and it seems poor, 
easy-going, unambitious Bill, contented with the society of 
‘equals’— the shareholders in the claim— and* an occasional 
carouse, Vas the cadet of an ancient house, the members of 
which are broken-hearted at» his early ignoble death. How 
many instances of this decadence had I noted ? How often had 
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I dreaded in moments of despondency a like fate ; shuddering 
to contemplate in myself a possible waif, hopelessly stranded 
on the shore of despair and evil hap ! 

It had easily occurred, then, that Jane Mangold and I, though 
we had been living considerably less than a hundred miles apart, 
had never met, had never heard of each other, until this recent 
chance. Now thjxtT^ was assured of her near presence, an in- 
tensely eager desire, a thrill repeated from the ardent boyish 
period, when 

* She was a part of those fresh days to me, ’ 

urged me with resistless power to gaze upon that face once 
more of my old friend and playmate. 

I had often analysed my feelings towards the girl who had 
so nearly been linked for ever with my destiny. I had never 
been absolutely ‘in love^ with her, as the phrase goes. But 
the vivid unreasoning admiration of early youth for the first 
fair form and face might easily have ripened into a passion. 
From this misfortune — the grave error of declining to a lower 
level of birth, breeding, intellect, and sentiment— I was saved 
by a loftier, a purer, a more absorbing devotion. 

Yet he who has once been inspired by a woman, even with 
feelings short of the highest degree of admiring interest, rarely 
ceases to regard her with a peculiar tenderness. If there be 
generosity in his nature, he is ever ready to stand forth as her 
champion, ready with aid or counsel. And students of the 
human heart are wont to aver that the friendship which might 
have been love has ere now expressed itself in acts of sublime 
self-abnegation to which the world furnishes few parallels. 

On the following Saturday, therefore, I borrowed a horse for 
the journey to Warraluen, ‘ putting a man on ^ — that is, hiring 
an experienced miner for the sura of ten shillings per diem, to 
perform my duty#in the claim until my return. 

Before the stars Jliad left the sky, I rode quietly and steadily 
forth, thereby giving my horse, fresh from a run on grass but a 
few days since, a chance of settling to his work by degrees. As 
the sun rose higher I quickened my pace, and riding fast^ but 
not unreasonably, the well-seasoned animal brought me within 
sight. of the substantial little township of Warraluen before 
sundown. 

As I rode up the narrow street, serpentine in construction, 
as in all gold-founded townships, I looked carefully for the 
hotel whicn I had been informed that Edward Morsley kept. 
The settlement differed in some respects from the one I had 
quitted. Its prosperity depended almost wholly upon quartz 
reefs. In their nature, the reefs or ledges of quartz rock are 
more perman^t as to the gold crop than the alluvial deposits 
which can be rifled in a comparatively short time.# Whereas 
the great depth of the matrix, a rule, and consequently slow, 
steady extraction of the gola^ stone, necessitates a more 
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protracted service, a more settled populartion. Hence the 
populations of ‘ reefing districts ’ are for the most part famed 
tor comfortable cottages, well -grown orchards, and a general 
air of well-paidj contented labouring life. 

The miners in this particular locality were chiefly Comish- 
men, hereditarily accustomed to subterranean labour in their 
own land. Laborious, enduring, and eflibient in their own 
occupation, to which many of them had served a life-long 
apprenticeship thousands or feet below old ‘ ocean's swells and 
falls,’ in Wheal Maria or The Great Dungavel, they were said 
to be by no means so suave of manner or agreeable in associa- 
tion as their cosmopolitan br‘ethren of the alluvial goldfields. 
The aggressive, sullen nature of the untravelled Briton was 
still uncorrected by association with the outer world. They 
formed a community within themselves, and, as such, shut up 
to the development of their own peculiar tendencies, some of 
which were less pleasing than remarkable. 

At this particular time the reefs at one end of the line of 
shafts, upon a mountain crest far above the town, had been 
lately yielding enormously, and were renowned throughout 
Australia. The ‘Cousin Jacks’ were, therefore, in great force. 
Much given to brawling amongst themselves, they were more 
than likely to be uncivil to strangers. The small jforce of police, 
hitherto thought sufficient for their subjugation, was all inade- 
quate when a dozen reefs in line were sending up ten ounce 
stone^ven better than that, it was wliisperea, and hundreds 
of wa^ men, employ exi by the great absentee companies, re- 
ceived their three pounds each as regularly as Saturday came. 

In some respects, therefore, I had arrived at an inopportune 
season. Saturday night was pay night, and the vinous aspect 
of the groups I encountered — so. different from the men at 
Yatala, except perhaps upon a high festival — convinced me 
that I had chosen a bad day for my entrance into Warraluen. 
However, I bestowed myself at the first available inn, and after 
needful refreshments and a couple of hours’ rest, strolled out 
into the well-lighted streets. 

‘Well, lad,’ said a short man, whose blue- black curly hair 
and deep-set ©yes betrayed the ‘Cousin Jack,’ while his enor- 
mous spread of chest redeemed him from any imputation of 
insignificance, ‘thou farest all as one as a stranger, loike? 
Where be’st Iwund ? ’ 

‘ To Morsley’s Inn, if I can find it among these crooked streets 
of yoursj’ I said, slightly irritated at my want of success and 
inauspicious surroundings. 

‘Black Ned?’ said the pocket Hercules, rolling himiself 
around, and not resenting the imputation on his town, but 
steadying himself for a comprehensive look attme. ‘Be'st a 
friend o* thatn? Not by the looks o’ thee— danged sight more 
loike to be friends with yon pratty mawther as he's gotten 
box^-up there wi’ him — morefe the pity,’ 
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* Gan you show me the house T I asked, not much disposed 
for the sort of conversation that I foresaw could only be ex- 
tracted from my acquaintance. 

‘Show thee t' house — wliy, Tm a gannin^ theer, straight as I 
can go. There’s a dance there t’ night, man — a ball ! and we’ll 
fare there t^ether, Billy Pentreath and a friend, an owd friend 
— eh, lad ^ Pll sho\f thee the missis. Mayhap shell dance with 
thee—thou’rt a tidyish soart o* chap.* 

After a short walk, and a considerable amount of tacking 
indulged in by my guide before he could ‘fetch,’ as he expressed 
it, the ‘ main drive,^ we fronted a large, imposing, two-storied 
brick building. JBeyond doubt it was a gala night, as the pro- 
fuse lighting up, the group of men and women round the doors, 
the sound of music which issued from the open windows, 
abundantly testified. 

‘ Why, here’s Billy Pen,’ said a red-bearded giant, who looked 
like Odin or Thor about to enter a modern Yalhalla. ‘ Here’s 
Billy a coming to see the ball, and another chap. Who’s yer 
friend ; a Geordie, most like ? ’ 

‘No fear. Bed Gaffer — dunna thee moind about Geordies. 
Seems as he’s a Yatala man, and a golden hole man, as I’m 
warned,’ said Billy, improvising slightly for the benefit of his 
audience, and unaware that he was so far clinging to truth. 
* Wants to buy*a few shares in Frohmann’s, and Barrell’s, and 
Caird’s. • But let’s in, boys, and don’t obstrooct th’ entrance.’ 

A shout of laughter greeted this imposing utterance of Mr. 
Pentreath, performed with some difficulty. But seconding his 
expressed wish with an energetic shoulder movement, wnich 
even the giant did not care to withstand seriously, Mr. William 
Pentreath rolled through the open door into the hall of mirth, 
whither I followed with comparative ease. 

‘ E. Morsley’s Beefers’ Arms,’ as the large gilt letters on the 
front of the nous# proclaimed it to be, had always been cele- 
brated as a ‘dance4iouse,’ where from time to time gatherings 
were permitted by the police for the avowed enjoyment of 
music and dancing. This privilege had always been fenced 
round with restrictions and sparingly conceded by the police 
authorities. It was found, in the early history of the goldfields, 
that these assemblages of men of all classes and characters, 
excited by liquor, flush of money, and urged on by the presence 
of women, more fair than honest, led to many undesirable 
results, it was then enacted that each hotel keeper who 
desired to have music and dancing in his licensed house, should 
apply in writing for the permission. This application was 
referred to the police officers, who recommended or otherwise. 
If broils had taken place, robberies been hatched, or bad 
characters beeii encouragea to frequent the house on former 
occasions, the police stated objections, when the afjplication 
was sternly vetoed by the Benqh of Magistrates. In no ^se 
was such permission granted of|pner than once a week. It 
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was, therefore, no scene of wild, unhallowed revelry upon which 
Mr. Billy Pentreath and I were about to intrude, no reckless 
orgy, but a fairly regulated entertainment, in which, if there 
was a certain license as to liquor and language, no great abuse 
of either would be possible. Still, I knew well that, had the 
woman I had come to seek retained her former feelings and 
principles, there would have been as mul;h likelihood of her 
joining in a gipsy fe.ast on the common near Dibblestowe as 
willingly lending the sanction of her presence to revelry like 
tliis. f 

The room was large and well lighted by lamps which hung 
from the ceiling. The floor good in a general way, although ' 
uneven towards one end, where the difference in the height of 
the wall showed that a smaller room had been annexed for 
greater public accommodation. A brass band of considerable 
power, and by no means inharmonious time, was at the moment 
performing a German waltz, to which about a hundred couples 
gyrated with orthodox slowness and precision. Of the women, 
some were handsome and showilv dressed, others again were 
homely, middle-aged, and plain or attire, the wives of working 
miners who had a mind for once to enj(w themselves, and, at 
the same time, make sure that Sam or Joe would be back in 
time for his ‘ shift ’ at the claim. These were, in the main, 
reputable and hardworking women. It was ealiv to see many 
who deserved neither of these epithets. But whether fair or 
hones^ there was one striking fact apparent, tliat women of 
any kind were at a considerable premium at Warraluen. More 
than half the couples were men dancing with mm. The salta- 
tory instinct must be, even wlien diluted by descent, of great 
original strength, if one may judge from the fact that men, long 
absent from the pleasures of ordinary civilisation, when met for 
purposes of amusement, will dance lo'r hours contentedly with 
one another rather than not dance at alL « 

At the end of the room was a highly ornamental bar for the 
sale of liquors, behind which was displayed in tempting profu- 
sion every kind of alcoholic stimulant. Officiating here, in 
company with an assistant whose time was completely taken 
up in serving the drinks which were ceaselessly called for, was 
a tall dark man, showily dressed according to the taste of the 
locality, and aflecting a kind of spurious gentility which I 
thougnt sat ill on a lowering, savage cast of countenance. 

‘Yon's Black Ned, blank him,' said my companion, ‘as large 
as life, and twice as nasty if a' dared ; let’s over and have a 
drink, and he’ll tell us a’ the lees as is agoin’ about Frohmann’s, 
Caird’s, and Bolterman's, and the lot on ’em. You’re a wantin’ 
sheers for a Sydney company, eh lad ? That’s your little game. 
I seed it soon as ye said fust word.’ And here Billy winked at 
me with «a portentous cunning, the efiect of which was much 
enhanced by the difficulty wi% which he performed the feat. 

Whether with characteristy shrewdness he had assumed that, 
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whatever my real errand, there was no need to advertise it, or 
whether my appearance suggested an agency for the purcliase 
of reef shares, then popular with speculators and rising fast in 
the market, I could not divine. But I instantly saw the advan- 
'tage of following the hint accidentally given, and being made 
known to Mr. Ned Morsley under the style and title of a purchaser 
of shares in the gr#xt reefs which were then sending all the 
Australian world mad with hope, fear, and regret. 

Buck buyers were always, of necessity, provided with a 
sufficiency of ready cash ; and the bearer of promptly available 
moneys has always been a welcome guest at hosteiries of every 
’grade since the days of the Tabard. 

When, therefore, Mr. Pentreath lumbered up with diagonal 
dexterity to the bar, narrowly avoiding the destruction of more 
than one couple of performers, and further informed Morsley 
that I was Mr. Poole, a friend of his, from Yatala, as was ‘on 
the gutter' in the best blank claim in the blank field, and was 
bound to have the pick of all the sheers as was for sale in the 
leading reefs on the blank Hill, the sullen face of the host 
assumed an air of laboured welcome, and even an ominous, 
half-gracious, half-sinister smile illumined his dark visage. 

‘ You’re only just in time. I had some of Frohmann’s this 
morning, but they’re gone. There's a half -share in Caird’s, and 
two-quarters iA Bolterman’s, that I can put you on to. The 
men were here this morning ; one’s off to Sydney, and the other's 
just spliced — that’s why they want to sell— d d fools both.' 

‘ Eh, thou’lt find him some, I warrant thee, as long as there's 
a loomp o’ q^uartz o’ th’ hill the soize o’ a brickbat. Whoy, 
thou’st grinmn’ aal over t’face loike a Clieshire cat. But coom, 
what’ll thee tak’, Mr. Poole? let’s booze up, sumraat near the 
mark. Ned, what’s thine? whoy, here’s t’ missis and Grizzly 
Joe as is finished their dance aready. Stir thee stumps, Ned. 
It’s Billy Pentreafji’s shout, all round. Blanked if thee don’t 
own the handsomest wife from here to Los Angeles.’ 

Mr. Pentreath tlirew a five-pound note upon the bar and 
looked defiantly around, as a tall American miner, with close 
shaved face and heavy moustache, lounged up to the bar with 
his partner, followed by the first detachment of the dancers, 
whose waltz had suddenly come to a full stop. 

I looked at Mr. Grizzly Joe's partner, guarding myself care- 
fully from any appearance of unusual interest. The first glance 
showed me that it was Jane Mangold, the woman whom I had 
last set eyes on as she bade me farewell at the Leys. I could 
recall her figure and dress even now, as I watched her run 
hurriedly into the old-fashioned porch at the entrance to the 
red*brown many-gabled farm house. 

We had met^gain. And here ! 

I was changed, as the boy changes to the man, whei^the days 
of lightly carried duties and pleasures have passed away, and 
those of the stern taskmasters of later years have worked their 
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will on mind and muscle. But I was still free— -had 1 the 
world’s goods — to resume my former place in the land w'e had 
both quitted, even, perhaps, with added fame and the prestige 
of the roamer and adventurer. While she ? 

Our eyes met, and for one moment the flush upon her face 
faded so suddenly that I thought Mr. Pentreath’s favourable 
romance had failed in its effect, and that I should stand con- 
fessed before the jealous eyes of Ned Morsley, as a former friend 
and admirer of his wife. 

For the moment, however, he had been engaged professionally 
— and hastily seizing the wine glass before her, she drank it 
hurriedly, and, turning to her partner, with a forced laugh 
made some commonplace remark about the heat of the room, 
and her fatigue as mistress of the house and principal partner 
at these troublesome balls. 

The next minute Morsley returned from his spirituous search 
and, with a peculiar look at his wife, introduced me as a friend 
of Billy Pen’s from Yatala, who had come over to buy a few 
shares. 

‘ Yery glad to see him or anybody from Yatala in this rough 
place,’ she said, half looking down, but with assumed careless- 
ness of manner. ‘ But I thought all the shares were sold that 
were worth buying ’ 

‘Never you mind about that, Jenny,’ IMr. Mo^rsley said, with 
a kind of jocular grufihess. ‘ Billy and I could find him some 
shares if every claim on the hill had been sold twice over.’ 

*I’ye no doubt of that' she returned, sarcastically. ‘The 
question is, whether Mr. Poole — I think you said — would care 
to buy.’ 

Here the band struck up a popular war dance of the period, 
and the room being immediately made noisily cheerful with 
stamping and trampling to the somewhat exigent time, I 
formally solicited the pleasure of Mrs. Mor.dey’s hand for the 
dance, thereby anticipating the intentions of half a dozen burly 
aspirants, one of whom, evidently considering that a dance was 
a dance, promptly thus addressed Mr. Pentreath— 

* ’Ave a shottise, Bill ? ’ 

It was not for the first time that my arm had encircled my 
partner’s shapely waist. In old times there had been rustic 
junketings, picnics, and other informal merrymakings, at which a 
little dancing was allowable, if not ostensibly in the programme. 
As soon as we swung clear of the encircling crowd at the further 
end of the room, where there was an outlet to a small garden* 
with seats and other appliances for availing of the refreshments 
ordered at the bar, we stopped by mutual consent and looked 
in each other’s eyes. For one brief moment they met, and then 
hers, which wore a troubled and half-appealing (Wistful expres- 
sion, sunk suddenly before mine, as she hurriedly broke the 
silence. 

* This is like— and yet how/ dreadfully unlike— old times, isn't 
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it? Who would ever have thought that Jane Mangold and 
Here ward Pole would have met in Australia, in such a place 
as this, too, Oh, my God ! who would have dreamed it 1 i)on’t 
say a kind word to me — don't — or I shall burst out crying — and 
then Ned will 

‘Are you afraid of him?' I said. ‘Will he be angry if he 
finds you and I are (5ld friends ? ' 

‘Or course he will. I am not afraid of him, or of any one 
else,’ she said, turning on mo with a sudden light in her eye 
and Ilk defiant look which marked the change from the innocent 
country girl of old clays. ‘ But I know he'll kill me one of these 
days, i^d now .let us finish our dance, or these people will 
wonder. My miserable story will do some time when we can 
have a quiet talk together. I try to forget ! Oh, if I only 
could. ^ 

We whirled off to the familiar measure, to which with an 
odd, inexplicable impulse we addressed ourselves gaily. It 
afforded strange feelings of relief. We did not again stop till 
the dance was over. 

So complete was the recognition of the once familiar face, 
that I had hardly asked myself whether or no the alteration in 
her appearance had been favourable or otherwise. Scanning 
her features more closely, I was astonished to confess that as far 
as outward sealing went, Jane was now incomparably more 
attractive than she had ever been. Her complexion still, as 
ever, wonderfully delicate, pure-tinted, and but faintly coloured 
with a warmer glow, was of the class so rarely seen save amid 
the green meads and sheltered vales of the British Isles. Her 
figure had but altered from that of girlhood to the more perfect 
symmetry of tlie more fully developed woman. The blue eyes, 
though their expression — ah me ! had changed, were softly 
radiant, as of yore. Added to all, there was an air of self- 
possession — of higter resolution and quickened intelligence, 
that had been abseni in the dear innocent old days of Dibble- 
stowe Leys. She was then a bright -faced, merry, wayward 
country maiden — much resembling her whom Chaucer limned-' 

‘Wincing she went as doth a wanton colt, 

Sweet as a flower, and upright as a bolt.* 

Now, it may be that she had sinned and sufiered, borne hard 
usage, and flung back bitter words ; but the sorrow and the- 
shame, the suffering and remorse, had been all powerless to 
deprive her of that gift, so fatal, alas ! to many a possessor 
among Eve’s daughters. 

She was still graceful and striking -looking, nay more — a 
dangerously beautiful woman. 

1 remained at Warraluen some days. I continued, my for- 
tuitously - formed friendship wi^i Mr. Billy Pentreath, who 
deyoted himself to my service and entertainment, being, 
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apparently, curiously anxious to justify his hastily -conceived 
description of my character and errand, by letting me into 
some of the confidential mining operations which had tlien 
financially so much interest for all classes of society in New 
South Wales. 

I kept up the idea, which now thoroughly pervaded the 
larger portion of the community, by purchasing guardedly a 
few ‘interests’ from time to time out of the largish number 
submitted for my approval, and by assuming a gay and care- 
less manner, much at variance with my habit and present 
inclination. 

Thus Billy Pentreath, and his friend Harry* Pole from Yatala, 
became fully accepted as the last novelty in speculative mineral 
society. 

Even the suspicious Morsley relaxed his grim, menacing 
demeanour, regarding me, doubtless, as one of the harmless 
pigeons of the golden period, whose pecuniary pinions were 
fated to be even more completely and eflectually plucked than 
usual. 

Meanwhile opportunities were freely afforded me of hearing 
poor Jane’s sad story. After my departure from the Leys she 
had become (she told me) restless and dissatisfied with her 
home and her ordinary duties. Her father was^ as she thought 
then (‘ not now — not now,’ she said, with how sad a look and 
sigh), hard and unkind. After several quarrels, resulting in 
settled home discomfort, she in a fit of pique and rebellion 
accepted Dick Cheri ton’s addresses. Marrying him without 
her father’s consent, they emigrated to Australia, full of the 
golden expectations which, about that time, the great days of 
the Turon, of Ballarat, and Bendigo, lured so many hapless 
rustics from their homes, little dreaming of the ferocity of the 
dragons that guarded the Hesperides of the South. They 
arrived at Ballarat in the early days of that astonisliing 
treasure-city, now with a population of many thousand souls, 
with banks and churches, railways and public schools, with 
parks on gala days crowded with school children, and regattas 
with fleets of boats upon Lake Wendouree ; then a vast camp of 
cabins clustered beside the sodden banks of a muddy creek, or 
on the slopes of a gloomy forest, where in endless ranks stood 
charred iron-seeming stems of the great eucalypti. Some of the 
usual consequences followed. 

Kichard Cheriton, weak and dissipated, had, after a tem- 
porary run of luck, swiftly succumbed to the temptations of 
the scene and the period. Hard drinking and reckless gam- 
bling had made short work of him and his capital, and within 
three years of their landing, the ruddy -fac^ farmer, whose 
mild misdeeds in his native county would almost have counted 
as virtues amid the fierce whirlpool of vice in which he had 
lately revolved, was laid in tiie crowded cemetery, a shattered 
wreck, an imbecile, and a peeper. 
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Lonely and wretched, though flattered for her beauty and 
iistracted amid the thousand excitements of the great goldfield, 
Jane had, half in despair, half in instinctive feeling of self- 
preservation, accepted the first apparently favourable ofier of 
marriage made to her. Ned Morsiey, apparently wealthy and 
successful, courted for his money, and veiling his villainy 
under a mask of careless dissipation, easily imposed himself 
upon her. 

His wealth and his protection were alike shams. A wander- 
ing adventurer, he had dragged her from one goldfield to 
another, from colony to colony, or had deserted her, leaving 
her well-nigh tcp starve, unauied and unguarded. Used as a 
lure and a decov, yet subject to paroxysms of causeless jealousy 
on the part of her husband, she had often experienced the 
vilest abuse, the grossest ill-treatment at his hands. Loathing 
herself and her surroundings, an inlierent vigour of organisation, 
joined with the sustaining power of a false excitement, had 
nitherto served to keep her alive. 

But how weary of her life she was, she again and again told 
me, with bitter tears. She would long since have ended it, but 
that her father was alive, and she clung to some half -instinctive 
hope that she might yet see him, and end her feverish wasted 
life near the cpol brook and under the aged trees of the quiet 
village, where for generations her race had lived and died 
peacefully, innocently, happily. 

‘ Oh ! if I could only see the Leys again,' she sobbed, leaning 
her head against my shoulder in the abandonment of despairing 
and passionate grief, ‘ how happily I should die. I do not wish 
to live. I have long ago come to hate my life. Alas ! false and 
wretched dream that it has been. But if I could only get away 
from these hateful heaps of earth, this miserable monotonous 
existence, this sickening endless turmoil about gold — the 
accursed gold — rukiiiig alike in body and soul those who have it 
and those who have it not — I could sleep away my life peacefully 
and thankfully. Oh, Hereward, my friend, my brother, of the 
old glad, innocent days, you cannot think what a joy your 
coming has been to me. Do you think God will ever let me 
go back V 

1 soothed the weeping woman, and offered such poor consola- 
tion as I could think suitable to her hopeless state. But that 
nothing could be done I was only too well aware. How can any 
woman of any degree be helped against her husband ? She had 
chosen her fate and must abide by it, enduring torture only 
short of legally punishable violence, hardly restrained, indeed, 
within such bounds. 

I was to leave Warraluen next day. I could not longer pro- 
long my 8tay#without causing inconvenience to my partners 
at Yatala, and probably exciting unfavourable rebaarks at 
Warraluen. I promised to aid and help my unhappy friend in 
all loyalty, and caused her to pia^mise that if matters became 
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dangerous or intolerable she would trust herself tp my care at 
Yatala where I would do for her what a brother might. 

In keei)i ng up my character with Billy Pentreath, as an 
earnest mining speculator, I had purchased more shares in 
Frohmann’s, Caira’s, the Frenchman’s, and Bolterman’s than I 
had at fl]*st intended, but the money stood at my credit in the 
Bank of New Holland, at Yatala, and wSh the true mining 
disdain of the odds, I considered that a favourable rise was 
quite as likely to take place in their market value as the reverse. 

Wlien I returned to Yatala, after my week’s unwanted 
recreation, I was accompanied as far as the first inn, about ten 
miles on my way, by Mr. Pentreath and a few friends, who were 
determined that I should not quit ‘The Hill,’ as Warraluen was 
familiarly called, witliout some sort of public recognition. We 
rode along, therefore, with a free rein as far as Spraggs’s, as the 
hostelry of that gentleman was chiefly designateti, irrespectively 
of a patently aggressive signboard, legended The J oily Miner, 
and representing a suspiciously well-dressed individual in 
recent possesion of a fabulously large and brilliant nugget. 
Thither arrived, champagne was demanded, and my health was 
proposed by Mr. Pentreath as a legitimate miner and a true 
friend, as was a honour to his country and to Yatala, which 
tho’ it was only alluvial — in a manner of speaking — had some 
tidy claims on it, and ‘ whoever met his friend Harry Pole from 
theer, would find him a man, whether the sinkin' was' deep or 
shallow — and here was his jolly good health, with all the 
honours, three times three — hurrah.^ 

But for leaving poor Jane to bear unaided her miserable 
fate, I sliould have quitted Warraluen with a much lighter heart 
than I had entered it with. I made shift, however, to feign the 
requisite amount of hilarity, and parting cordially with my 
kind-hearted Cousin Jacks, I breasted the line of steep green 
hills around which the road wound, and ‘ 4liey went on their 
way, and I saw them no more,’ 

Once more at Yatala, and again seated at our humble board, 
I had liardly completed my mutton chop, and commenced to 
extract the impartial local news from yesterday’s Beacon when 
suddenly a low, rumbling sound attracted my attention. Some- 
thing which I could not analyse, aroused a kind of sickening 
anxiety, and I looked out. God in heaven ! what was that ? I 
could see plainly the sliaft and tlie staging of Gus Maynard’s 
claim. As I looked I saw the woodwork on the top of the shaft 
driven uj) as by an unchained hell-blast, the bark roof of the 
sun-covering is burst upwards as by an explosion, and comes 
down in fragments all over the spot. Is it fancy, or do I see 
the heavy pile of crossed logs, ten or twelve»%feet from the 
surface ot the earth, stagger — and fall ruinous to the earth 1 
Does the adiacent ground disappear and finally remain station- 
ary, as a hideous, dry, formless" pond 1 
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It is even so, and mv senses have not deceived me. There is 
a general rush from all sides to the place. Men commence to 
work frantically for a time, and then stop, and say sadly that 
there can be no help. Finally we discover the nature of the 
terrific accident which Providence has seen fit to sufier. 

The Nova Scotia claim has fallen in. All the present work- 
ings are for ever clcfted, and Gus Maynard and seven stalwart 
miners, who this morning were full of lusty life, are lying 
crushed lifeless clay in the sealed-up galleries, and a hundred 
feet 4rom the day. The heavy props which supported the 
diives had given way simultaneously, and an enormous mass 
of superincumbejit earth fallen in upon the doomed miners. 
The suddenly expelled air, driven out through the shaft as by 
a tube, had produced the volcanic effect we had witnessed. 
There is no going down the shaft, no volunteering to risk life 
for the chance of saving dying or crippled men, as when the 
fatal fire-damp slays or only stupefies the miner in the ancient 
workings of British coalmines. All such effort was useless. All 
trace of shaft or drive was here completely lost. Fresh shafts, 
of course, will be sunk, fresh galleries excavated, the old work- 
ings will be freshly scooped out of the jealous bosom of the 
dread mother— for the gold is still there, in fine dust and shot- 
like grains, and rugged, rough, red ingots. Such prizes will 
always tempt the heedless heart of man. Against these will he 
cheerfully barter afresh his life and limb, health and strength. 

But Gus Maynard and his mates will never more be seen on 
earth, never more appear in the forms known and loved so well 
— for wives and orphans are weeping hopelessly now — till the 
sea gives up her dead, arid the caves and dark places of the 
earth render up those that lie ’prisoned with them, awaiting the 
last dread trump. 

When I dragged my feet back to our tent that night — for 
how unwillingly i^ove the members when the heart is heavy — 
I felt as if a cloud ©f evil omen had gathered around our for- 
tunes and prosperity. All were silent, all desponding. Gus 
was a universal favourite, and there were few at Yatala that 
night who did not sorrow as for a friend or a brother. 



CHAPTER X 

I HAD not, however, much leisure for the indulgence of grief in 
the matter of poor Gus Maynard, sudden and terrible as had 
been his fate. F or we had no sooner quitted the sorrowful proces- 
sion which had at length returned from the buried mine- works 
than Cyrus Yorke, who had been away all day, dashed in with 
the astounding intelligence, ‘ Our claim has been jumped.* The 
words were simple, but no addition could have exaggerated 
their significance. 

From the first we had been almost instinctively aware of the 
framer of the plot which had done us so great an injury, which 
might even yet compass our ruin. Malgrade was the man 
whom each tongue amongst us simultaneously named and, with 
the sole exception of Mrs. Yorke, deeply and vengefully cursed. 
I am not sure now whether that prudent matron did not utter 
a wish connected with his prospective condition of existence 
which sounded less like a prayer than a prophecy. He had 
bided his time, and had dealt us a shrewd blow. In the long 
history of human strife, how unwise has it oyer been to under- 
rate a foe. Wiser than his fellows was he who said of old, 
‘ Consider your enemies if you would be safe and strong— heed 
not your friends.* And, doubtless, what a coign of vantage has 
the stealthy, patient-watching brigand over the unsuspecting 
toilers— the needless wayfarers of life. Daily, nightly, his 
thoughts are marshalled solely with a view to the season of 
opportunity, which sooner or later an ironic fate appears to 
grant. Thus had it been with us. The blow had found us 
unprepared. And though we had the ordinary means of 
defence, we were by no means sure that a joint in our armour 
would not be discovered, in which case no mercy need be hop^ 
for. 

But it was apparent Malgrade was not our sole antagonist. 
In all privateering on goldfields and other tempjbing vicinities, 
the initialled are aware that the alliance of capital with labour 
is indispensable. In the ‘ ebony * trade and other adventurous 
semi-mercantile enterprises, well as Captain Kidd and his 
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merry men, there must be the moneyed speculator, grave 
possibly, decorous of mien, but nevertheless not unwilling to 
furnish the outfit of the long low waterwitch of a schooner for 
a consideration. He * planks down ’ the dollars requisite for 
*the purchase of prints and necklaces, fetters and gunpowder, 
rum, small arms, and other necessaries. The crew must be 
paid and money fotnd for the personal expenses of Captain 
Kidd as well, unprejudiced commander and thorough seaman 
that he is. In requital of which by no means paltry outlay a 
swinging share or profits, when the middle passage is safely 
passed and the death-scared sable crowd ‘ sold and delivered,’ is 
•cheerfully yielded to the foreseeing man of money. 

Such philanthropical individuals, loth to behold energetic 
men languishing for lack of means, have from the earliest 
records existed in every land. No more complete microcosm 
than a goldfield is to be found among human communities. It 
follows in natural sequence, therefore, that the sleek, remorse- 
less trader in ‘fellow-creatures’ lives’ was not far to seek at 
Yatala. Our ban dog, Malgrade, had given him the office ; the 
calculation was simple and reassuring, and the matter being 
settled with the celerity characteristic of the locale, the funds 
were instantly forthcoming. 

Mr. Isaac Poynter was a stout, florid, voluble personage, 
whose sleek black hair always shone in such oppressively 
lustrous* fashion as to suggest that in his former trade as a 
butcher he had contracted the habit of anointing it with suet, 
and was unable to relinquish the practice now that less inex- 
pensive pomade was accessible. He had followed many trades 
on various goldfields, including that of unlicensed liquor seller, 
and having accumulated a considerable capital by the consistent 
exercise of the strictest dishonesty, had settled down into the 
ostensible occupation of sharebroker and mining agent, with 
which elastic voc|ition he combined those of money-lender, 
gold -buyer, and receiver of property more or less disputed as 
to title. 


This astute personage, as well as Mr. Algernon aforesaid, 
honoured our party by a grudge for several reasons hardly 
necessary to specify. The Major and I, he had been heard to 
say, were infernal stuck-up swells, who thought themselves too 
good for the society of parties in trade, while them fellers, 
Yorke and Bulder, had refused to stand in with him in a little 
safe speculation, and had had the cheek to offer to kick him off 
their claim. He’d had it in for ’em, and had settled in his own 
mind for to give ’em a rough turn some day, and now they’d 
see who they’d got to deal with. 

Long practice of every conceivable evasion of the mining 
laws had ma(][p him familiar with modes by which, without 
infringing rules, the honest occupant of a claim « could be 
harassed, ousted, besieged, and black-mailed. Any swindling 
device which Poynter was not acquainted with~and such an 
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acquirement was, in the opinion of the looser members of the 
field, ‘ not worth knowing ’—was promptly supplied by Malgr^e, 
It will be easily seen how difficult it was for our straight^going, 
unsuspicious band to foil the machinations of foes so deliberate 
and experienced. 

The necessary arrangements having been made and the plan 
of the campaign mapped out with Ih'us^ian completeness of 
detail, nothing remained but to find the requisite number of 
‘honest hard-working miners^ who were to be the ostensible 
actors and moral scapegoats in the affair. 

Such men, of coui'se, were to be had. The price was 
tempting, being no loss than a half share each in the claim, 
if tne fortress fell and the condottieri were successful. This 
was formally made over by legal transfer in the mining regis- 
trar’s office, the rank and file being far too experienced to 
trust tlieir superior’s promise in such an affair. Besides this, 
it was agreed that they should receive wages at the rate 
of half the ordinary tariff, amounting to thirty shillings per 
week, during all the time occupied in professing to work 
on the ground, attending court, or in any way furthering the 
plot. ^ 

This was but the ordinary custom, and without such a pay- 
ment the humblest miner on the goldfield would not have 
given his services. The men, in addition to being average 
practical workers, required also to be fully experienced in all 
mining usages and regulations, lest they might be betrayed 
into any illegal act which might jeopardise their title to the 
pr(merty. 

Each detail having been long thought out, was now executed 
with a precision ‘ worthy of a better cause,’ as the apologetic 
formula runs, doubtless originated by some moralist, wondering 
in his secret soul why the fiend’s emissaries were always so 
faultless in drill, so true to their colours, lo zealous and so 
sleepless. 

And yet, the outcome of this recondite calculation was 
the apparently simple and harmless proceeding of four men 
putting in corner pegs, and going through the form of picking 
a shovelful of earth from the sand surface of No. 4 Liberator 
Lead. 

Yes, long before that pawn had been advanced upon the chess- 
board, whereon was to be played such an exceedingly stiff 
game with live pieces, many a gambit, many a check and 
counter-check had been conned over. Money had been lodged 
in the bank, arrangements had been made for sub-dividing 
shares, for forming a committee, for engaging professional aid, 
for fi Gating a company, if the need arose. 

Mr. Cramp and Dr. Bellair had both received a retaining fee 
in case of accidents, and with veiled but malignant expectation 
the chief conspirators awaited the next move. 

The requisite period, sacred to the law’s delays, was fulfilled. 
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All needful preliminaries were executed. The day of trial 
arrived. In all mining causes the method of procedure was 
this : every case must be tried before the Commissioner, who 
sat as primary judge. He heard the evidence in full and gave 
Tiis decision ; bub in view of the natural impatience of the mere 
tme dixit of one man, even a man so widely respected and even 
feared as the Comnflssioner of all the southern goldfields, the 
Parliament of New South Wales in its wisdom had devised a 
mode of further trial. An appeal lay to a court composed of 
two <M more magistrates of tne territory, who were empowered 
to rehear the whole case, and afterwards to confirm or reverse 
•the previous decision. If still further objection were taken to 
the verdict, and in any important mining case involving large 
amounts such proceedings were the rule rather than the 
exception, a last appeal would be heard before the Supreme 
Court, by whom the matter was adjudicated upon and finally 
settled. 

Thus it came to pass that we looked despondingly along a 
vista of legal proceedings on protracted, if probably successful, 
action, but which was surely fraught with profuse expenditure 
along the whole line. However, there was nothing for it but to 
attack the beleaguering force and compel them to raise the 
siege, or for us to yield up the citadel. The last act we held to 
be impossible. *We had, without an hour's delay, retained Mr. 
Markham, soon finding cause to congratulate ourselves upon 
our promptitude. 

Punctual as usual on the appointed day, that gentleman 
arrived early, smiling and confident of mien. The streets 
appeared to us to carry an unwonted crowd. Many a miner 
left his work that day. Captain Blake rode up followed by his 
dogs, as was his wont, at ten o'clock sharp. 

Throwing the rein to his orderly, he entered the court-house, 
and took his seat upon the bench with a stern and resolved air. 
He foresaw six hoiuis of steady attention to a series of inter- 
minable technical details with which he was alreadv painfully 
familiar, and all such methods of spending the brignt summer 
days William Blake cordially hated, though, under compulsion, 
few men more successfully administered the apparently 
complicated but really equitable and comprehensive mining 
statutes. 

Then, advancing with stately steps, the sergeant caused to 
be opened the principal door of the court-house. In a few 
moments it was crowded to the rails which protected the 
professional gentlemen, the parties to the suit, and the witnesses. 
Dr. Bellair and Mr. Cramp appeared for the other side. Both 
editors were in their places when the case — Pole and party 
versus Ingerst^m and party — was formally called on by the 
clerk of the Bench. • 

Mr. Markham stood up at pnce, and made the opening 
addresa 
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‘ He was not there to defend illegal action ; he trusted that 
he knew too well the principles of law, tlie requirements of 
justice, to attempt to pursue a short-siglited policy, whether on 
the part of his clients or any others. JBut he would say that a 
more scandalous outrage upon mining law, goldfields custom, 
and even the ordinary rules of equity which guided the trans- 
actions of society— as between man and yaan— had, hitherto, 
not been numbered among liis experiences. However, knowing 
that there was a long day before the Court, he would not 
detain it further, but proceed to call his witnesses. Harry Pole, 
go into the box T 

I stepped upon the modern rack, where in fhis over-civilised 
age, heartstrings strain and quiver in agony, as that dread 
agent of the law, ’yclept the barrister, plies probe and scalpel. 
My operation was simple and painless. 

J Your name is He reward role. You produce your Miner’s 
Right, of date January 185 — , the present year.’ 

This was done. The important piece of parchment, about 
the size of a bank cheque, was handed first to the Court, and 
then to Messrs. Markham and Bellair, by whom it was as 
closely scrutinised as if, indeed, it had been an informal bank 
note. 

Further judicious examination elicited from me the im- 
portant facts that ‘I had, on the 10th of August last, about 
a quarter past six in the morning, in company with Joseph 
Bulder, Cyrus Yorke, and Edgar Treseder Borlase, generally 
known as “ The Major,” put in a peg, not less than three feet 
long and three inches in diameter, and had affixed the same 
in an L trench not less than six feet long and six inches deep 
on the north-east boundary of the claim of four mens 
ground, known as No. 4 Liberator Lead. The three other 
shareholders mentioned put in similar pegs and cut similar 
trenches at the same time in my presence. The land was 
then vacant crown land, there being no one in possession or 
occupation thereof, or any pegs, ^laft, or wordings what- 
ever visible. Furthermore, I had within three days there- 
after, in company with the other shareholders, commenced 
to work the claim, now known as No. 4 Liberator, and had 
assisted to work it without intermission until the trespass by 
defendants. I had seen the defendant Ingerstrom break the 
surface of said claim with a pick. This was the trespass com- 
plained of,’ 

This cross-examined by Dr. Bellair : * The measurement of 
the claim No. 4 was so many square feet. It was more than 
forty feet per man along the base line of the lead. It was not 
an exact parallelogram, but was of an irregular shape. There 
was not more than the number of superficial |pet allowed by 
the regulations to a claim of four men’s ground. The Com- 
missioner had formally allotted us this claim soon after the 
Prospecting Claim struck gpid. The quantity of ground so 
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granted to us was not illegal by the regulations, so far as this 
deponent knew. Would not swear one way or another as to 
its being illegal to grant a claim in a form different from that 
laid down in the regulations/ 

* Here Mr. Markham objected. His learned friend was com- 
pelling the witness to answer a question which referred to a 
matter of law, not o^fact. The witness’s opinion as to a point 
• of law was not relevant to the issue. The witness might hold 
an erroneous opinion as to mining law, or a correct one. In 
eifcher^case his opinion would, he submitted, be valueless as 
evidence. The Court was not concerned with what he thought 
tv’ith regard to mining law, or any other abstract subject, merely 
with what he did. 

The Commissioner ruled that the question could not be put. 
As Mr. Markham had stated, ‘ the Court did not care a straw 
whether or not witness had the whole Act and Eegulations at 
his fingers’ ends, only what he did on that tenth day of August 
last.’ 

Dr. Bellair differed in toto from his friend Mr. Markham, and 
was not disposed to accept the dictum of the Court uncondi- 
tionally. ‘ As a Doctor of Medicine, a Doctor of Laws, and a 
Barrister of the Supreme Court of New South Wales, he held 
himself entitled to contravene the ruling of any Chairman of a 
Quarter SessioAs, much less a magistrate presiding over an 
inferior tribunal as was that of a Commissioner’s Court. But 
he would proceed.’ 

The Commissioner was gratified to hear that. He was 
as little disposed to question Dr. Bellair’s legal attainments 
as to make trial of his medical skill, but he wished him to 
understand most fully that he, William Devereux Blake, was 
judge in his own little court, and should demonstrate by 
prompt and decisive action (to which he trusted, however, 
that lie should hj^ve no occasion to resort) that he would 
permit no disrespect or contempt of court as long as he 
sat there. He would remind gentlemen that much evidence 
remained to be taken. 

Cross-examination proceeded with: ‘Was certain that his 
party commenced work on the third day after pegging out No. 
4. Had another claim on the Last Stake before that. Was 
working there till the 6th. Then abandoned it as they all con- 
sidered the Liberator Lead the better show. Had more than 
one washing up at No. 4. Dividends were declared. Declined 
to state how much gold per man was divided. Were satisfied, 
at any rate, and did not want it stolen from them by defendants, 
or any other rufiians.’ 

Witness was here admonished by the Commissioner and told 
that he was ot^y at liberty to answer questions, and not to 
refer to the morality of the defendants’ presumed course of 
action. ^ 

Joseph Bulder is likewise swo|n. He produces his Miner’s 
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Eight of date 1st January 185—, and ^ives corroborative testi- 
mony as to the occimation of No. 4 claim. 

Edgar Treseder Borlase, sworn, states ; ‘ Is a miner, residing 
at Yatala. Produces Miner’s Eight of date 1st January 185 — , 
Assisted in the presence of the two previous witnesses and 
Cyrus Yorke in taking up the claim Known as No. 4. Has 
worked regularly upon it ever since. Will swear that he has 
never been away more than a day at a time since they com- 
menced work. If so lias been employed in doing work for the 
benefit of the ckaim. Is a practical miner; has wor/ied at 
several other goldfields before coming here. Doesn’t know 
exactly the number of superficial feet in the- claim ; believes it 
to be about the right quantity for four men’s ground. The 
right quantity would be so and so. If he had time could 
calculate it easily enough. Am not sure that he could do it 
accurately here. The Commissioner gave them their claim in 
that shape, partly because he chose to do so, and partly because 
in no other way, since the base line was swung, could they get 
their fair proportion of ground. Did not think that defendants 
acted otherwise than as ’ 

‘ Thanks, Major,’ this from Mr. Markham. ‘ I will not trouble 
you any further.’ 

‘ Cross-examined by Dr. Bellair : ‘Was formerly in the army, 
in the 77th Regiment. Have seen some service. Was not m 
any way compelled to quit the army. Would have knocked 
down any man who asked him this offensive question outside 
this Court, but was aware that it was his duty to treat all 
persons in that Court with becoming respect. Trusted that the 
learned counsel would assist him by his line of cross-examina- 
tion in so doing. Did not wish to answer questions upon other 
than mining transactions. Was. a miner here in every sense of 
the word, and expected miners’ treatment — that of honourable 
consideration and manly fair play.’ 

(Slight signs of gallery approval promptly suppressed.) 

Amos Burton called : ‘ Is the holder of a Miner’s Ei^ht, but 
at present does wood carting. Was in the vicinity ot No. 4, 
Liberator Lead, vei’y early on 10th August, in the morning, 
and there saw the last witness and three other men marking 
out a claim. It might be No. 3, or No. 4. They took their 
time over it, and liaminered in their pegs, and aug trenches 
ail ship-shape and reg’lar. Saw no one there before they came. 
Believed the land to be vacant. Do not know the shape of the 
claim. Only, if any one took it up according to the regulations, 
these men did and no mistake.’ (Is directed by the Court not 
to volunteer his opinion upon legal points.) ‘Anyhow they were 
in occupation.’ 

Cross-examined by Dr Bellair: ‘Is not a fqendnl Ike. last 
witness, jor the party, that is, not partic’lar. KnO^J^ Harry 
Pole, remember him at Cold Point. The Major was there, 
too. Always believed in ’em' as legitimate diggera Diggers 
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will take advantage sometimes if they can work it with 
the regulations and the ground’s good. Wouldn’t do so 
himself — that is, not unless it was a “clean jump,” and the wash 
was A 1.’ 

Ah Sing, storekeeper and general dealer, is next called, and 
sworn W blowing out a match, repeating after the clerk of the 
court a formula decltratory of the fact that, if he do not now 
‘speak the truth his soul will perish as that match is blown out: 
‘Was on such a day on the line near Liberator Lead. Wantee 
catcher that one piecee liorsee dlive em cart Milliwa velly etirly 
morning — sun come up fillce samee wantee breakfast. See 
Hally Pole, Joe, Major, and ’nother man — big man — peg out 
claim, altogether. See um put in pegs, dig tlench, quite esure, 
no foolee me, allee samee digger. Know digger way, catchee 
claim once Myer Flat.’ 

Cross-examined: ‘Digger buy things my shop, little boy, old 
woman, young woman, allee samee Ah Sing. Suppose catchee 
money, suppose swear lie, go to hellee quick, same as Doctor 
and evlybody.’ (Is requested by the Court not to include pro- 
fessional gentlemen in his theories of future punislnnent) to 
which he replies, ‘ All lightee, Doctor stop at home, no tell lie. 
Ah Sing no tell lie, Coinmish’ner. Commish’ner shutee up bad 
Chinaman, logs^ ray word.’ Being asked if he knows anything 
about the present mining regulations, replies, ‘ Me plenty savee, 
Hally Pole takee up No. 4, and that Dutcliy man, plenty jumpee. 
No more savee.’ 

Mr. Markham submitted that their heathen friend had shown 
his ability to take a comprehensive grasp of the nature of the 
suit. (Laughter.) 

Dr. Bellair would not further examine tliis witness, whose 
evidence he regarded as either venal or wholly untrustworthy 
for want of intelligence and sense of moral responsibility. 

Cyrus Yorke is dialled. He walks up through the closely- 
packed crowd, who, partly knowing him as a shareholder in the 
claim, and one of the parties to this cause cclehre^ make way 
for him as he slowly marches up, sauaring his vast shoulders, 
and taller by the head than the audience, coim)osed though it 
be of men of more than average stature. But Cyrus stands as 
near seven feet as six in the Wellington boots wnich he always 
adopts for great occasions • weighing besides over seventeen 
stone, below which the harfiest of regular work does not reduce 
him. He is not a man to be jostled in any congregation, how- 
ever dense. As he walks forward to-day, neatly dressed in suit- 
able garments, he is the very pink of cleanliness^ and does full 
justice to Mrs. Yorke’s talents as a laundress. His linen is spot- 
less as that of a crack espada among the bull-fighters of Valencia 
A gtand specimen of Anglo-Saxon manhood is Cyrus, as 
developed by the kindly conditions of Australian life. Jt cannot 
help contrasting him with the ordinary specimens of the English 
farm labourers, from which he is^prung. Generations of un- 
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remitting toil, privation, and anxiety for the morrow, had in 
most of these instances stamped a look of almost painful en- 
durance indelibly upon form and features, writing them down 
as hewers of wood and drawers of water, adscripti glehm born 
thralls of a higher race and a more favoured class. But this 
man’s external presentment bore the record of years spent in 
easily borne tasks and well-requited efforfi' of long intervals of 
repose and recreation, of seasons of pleasant social intercourse 
and free independent action. 



CHAPTEK XI 


The evidence, however, of Mr. Cyrus Yorke proved to be 
less striking than his appearance, save that })ortion of it of 
which the effect was on the wrong side. 

He had pegged out on the 10th August with me, the Major, 
and Joe Bulder. He had assisted to commence work three days 
afterwards, and worked and occupied the claim witlmut inter- 
mission until those four scoundrels, with other scoundrels back- 
ing them, wliose names he did not know, but might find out 
some day, ‘ jumped ’ it. 

Is told by tlie Commissioner that he must not refer to the 
moral tone of any of the parties to the suit. Keplies that, as an 
honest man, he can’t help it. Is assured by the Commissioner 
that his honesty will land him presently in the lock-up for 
twenty-four hours for disrespect of court, upon a repetition of 
the ofience. Cyrus grumblingly subsides. 

Is certain that there was no person in occupation when he 
and his mates took it up legally, and in proper digger fashion. 
If they have no right to it, no claim on this field is properly 
taken up. ^ 

Mr. Markham asks the well-meaning blundering giant no 
more questions. 

The Doctor, with a look of evil triumph, rises quickly, looks 
at Cyrus with a vivisecting eye. In a voice of terrific acerbity, 
he thus began— 

‘ Produce your Miner’s Right, Mr. Cyrus Yorke, if you have 
such a document.’ 

There was a moment’s ominous pause, during which the 
whole Court, to the smallest gamin, was pervaded by an intense, 
almost painful interest. The spectators stirred and leaned 
over towards the witness, silently gazing upon him as he was 
about to speak the words which, if in tlie negative, would seal 
the doom of the claim. Here was a man who, out of his own 
mouth, was perhaps about to convict himself of a breach of 
the law, whicl? would have the tremendous conseqyences of 
depriving his party of the prize actually within their grasp— the 
well-earned reward of years of hardship, suffering. Only 
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for the sake of ten shillings, too. That was the price of a 
Miner's Eight for the first half of the year. After June it was 
reduced to a crown. A claim worth fifty, sixty, perhaps a 
hundred thousand pounds was going 4o be lost or held before 
their eyes, for half a sovereign, and a shilling's worth of 
trouble ! It was, indeed, as more than one bronzed, weather- 
beaten spectator remarked under his breatfi, ‘ as good as a play.' 

And was there no natural pity, no trace of sympathy among 
the hearts of those who saw the blow, so crushing, so dis- 
astrous, about to fall upon comrades by whose side ma^y had 
worked, with whom they had interchanged the simple ofiices of 
goldfields’ friendship, who had tended one another sick and 
wounded, who had knelt by the grave of each otlier’s dead, 
who knew that the man about to speak had a true wife and 
prattling children to be helped or beggared by the upshot? 
Truth to tell, the excitement of the spectacle much outweighed 
the interest, and almost obliterated the sympathy. 

For the rest — tlie miner belongs to a class with whom the 
gambling element has ever been strong, even to apparent mad- 
ness. In his ordinary avocation he places upon tlie cast his 
health, iiis fortune, his life, and, possibly, the food and shelter 
of his .wife and children, whom let no man say that he loves 
less passionately and enduringly than his more stationary 
fellow labourer. 

But he is accustomed, from the commencement of his 
perilous trade, to sec fortunes approach with dazzling nearness, 
then — 

‘like the Boreal if? race, 

Flit ere you can' point their place.* 

He has seen the treasure which was to crown and justify life’s 
toil, an existence of desp)erate adventure and untold hardship, 
so often missed by a hair’s-breadth, tliat he has lost the faculty 
of wonder and pity at such mere daily occurrences. He is not 
hard-hearted, few men less so, only he is prone to regard all 
human eflbrt and temporal reward as the airect concomitants 
of the world’s grand demon ‘ Luck.’ — All other explanation 
seems to him futile. 

So it might be our luck to lose this claim, the richest on the 
lead, the best on the field, a fortune to each shareholder. As 
surely it might be another ‘crowd’s’ luck to get it — they, and 
their backers, the secret partners and abettors in this con- 
spiracy, who ‘ stood in ’ with the actual operators, and found 
the cash for tliese very expensive law proceedings, which, of 
course, the actual jumpers, men of straw, could not furnish. 

‘Will you produce your Miner’s Eight, witness, I ask you 
again ? ’ thundered the irascible doctor. 

There was not the slightest variation from hfs usual sleepy 
monotone, not a change in his leonine countenance as Cyrus 
placidly answered. 
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‘I haven’t got one— leastways, I haven’t got it here.’ 

A suppressed sound, half sigh half groan, proceeded in a 
muffled involuntary way from the great assemblage at the fatal 
announcement. 

‘ What do you mean then,’ demanded the triumphant advo- 
cate, ‘ by occupying crown lands, and illegally raining ^gold 
thereon with your Companions, without a shadow or title ? 
Answer me, do you hear f ’ 

‘ I apprehend, Doctor Bellair,’ said the Commissioner, * that 
such % question^ is not relevant material to the issue, llie 
Court is only concerned with facts. The witness’s opinion as 
to the legality of his previous acts does not touch the point at 
issue/ 

‘I ask, Mr. Commissioner, do you disallow the question I 
have just asked ? ’ 

‘ Most certainly, for the reason I have just given,’ said the 
Commissioner, with cheerful promptitude. 

The Doctor gnashed his teeth, figuratively, and thus pro- 
ceeded — 

‘ Do you know, then, where your Miner s Right is ? ’ 

* I do not/ 

‘ Will you swear, then, where you saw it last, or will you 
swear that you have one at all ^ ’ 

The witness declared that ‘ he would do nothing either one 
way or the other. That he might, or he might not, have a 
Miner’s Right. Anyhow, he had not got it then, in Court, that 
day — they must make the best of it.’ 

And here Cyrus looked defiantly round upon the crowd, with 
the air of the lion caught in the toils. 

‘ I don’t know that 1 need go any further with this case, your 
worship ? ' said the Doctor, with an air of the calmest assump- 
tion. ‘The whole case is perfectly plain. The occupation is 
bad— has been illegal from the first, and ’ 

‘ I must protest against my learned friend making his 
speech upon the of the case a^t this stage of the pro- 

ceedings,’ said Mr. Markham. ‘ He never was more mistaken 
in his life, if he thinks he is approaching a verdict for his 
clients.’ ^ 

The real fact was, that Mr. Markham had, after hearing the 
damaging admission of Cyrus Yorke, given up all for lost, as 
far as it was in the indomitable nature of the man to do so. 
But he thought it due to himself and his clients to repudiate 
all likelihood of so dire a catastrophe, and to suspend his judg- 
ment till the evidence had been exhausted on both sides. 

The Commissioner was of the same opinion. But years 
of experience, marking thousands of involved cases, had 
taught him the, necessity of wearing the legend audi alteram 
partem close to his heart, metaphorically. He theref6>re said, 
‘If you have any witnesses. Doctor, I shall prefer to hear 
them*’ 


i 



CHAPTER XII 

‘ Very well, your worship,’ said the Doctor, biting his lips. 

^ Call Carl Iiigerstrom. Stop — I ask the last witness — Did you 
see this man on No. 4 claim on the morning of the 12th Decem- 
ber, and if so, what did you say to him ? ^ 

‘I did see him loafing about the claim on the 12th,’ said 
Cyrus, ‘and I told him if he didn’t clear I’d kick him out of it 
that hard as he’d never find his way back.’ 

‘Ha ! that will do, Mr. Yorke. You give very good evidence 
indeed. Permit me to compliment you upon it.’ 

A large, respectable-looking Teuton steps irfto tlie witness- 
box. His name is Carl Iiigerstrom. He produces his Miner’s 
Right, completely en regie, and deposes as follows, with a 
clear, unhesitating air, though somewhat shifty as to the eyes— 

‘It vas de morgen of de dwelvth Tecemper I goes to numper 
vour of de Liperator Lead mit Mick Docheroty, Santy Mag 
Vails, and der Bommer, Ve dakes new begs and buds dem in 
de biases of dere begs. Ve vas occupy de ground — ve gom- 
mence do to vorks by beginnen to sinken anocler shaft. Dey 
rons and brevents us from vorken on our iglaim— de last vit- 
ness, der breitmann, and anoder man. Vie lias a sommons for 
de drespass. Ve knock off vorks dill de case is dried. Ve are 
here.’ 

Of course, this is a bare statement of the course of pro- 
cedure necessary on the taking possession of a raining tene- 
ment, so as effectively to put the other occupants on their title. 
In the completeness of that title lies the gist of tlie whole action 
at law. And in that completeness very few of the more experi- 
enced spectators now believe. 

Cross-examined by Mr. Markham. Is asked what induced 
him to peg out a claim in full work and occupation, and known 
to be on gold. Answer; ‘Dat is de very reason— vould you 
hafe me beg out a glaim as is got nodings for do bay vages and 
du croob, and lawyer and alie teufels ? I hj^f zeen Mr, Ikey 
Boynter^ he adfice me not to shoomp noomber vour. I say 1 

will do all as I d n like, shpost like an honest miner. I belief 

as der didle of de glaim is bat. I know Mr. Malcrate ; he is ein 
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herr hoch bes ahlter. I gif him one half share out of bure 
freundlich. I haf zentimend—en sprach du deutsh. I lofe him. 
I gif all my f rounds half shares. Ve are all mades — hed and 
fest, in dis glaim.' 

Michael jDocherty, Alexander MThail, and Thomas Bommer 
{alias * Tommy the Clock’) are severally sworn and examined. 
Their Miners’ Eighth are perfectly legal. Their evidence is, in 
essentials, identical with that of Carl Ingerstrom. They have 
legally taken up and occupied No. 4 Liberator Lead, always 
supposJkig that the former occupation and tenancy were bad 
in law. 

Finally, the case for the defence is concluded, and Mr. Mark- 
ham rises to commence his speech. 

The Commissioner looks at his watch. 

‘ I can sit until five,’ he says, ‘ if that will enable you to con- 
clude your remarks.* 

‘ I think I shall be enabled, your worship, to bring ray ad- 
dress to an end within that time,’ says our counsel, ‘ though I 
cannot promise, in view of the very important nature and 
extent of the issue, to abate one iota of my privilege to address 
the Court, in order to clearly lajy before it any point of the case 
that may seem material to the issue.’ 

‘ Certainly,’ ^ymns out the Commissioner resignedly. *Of 
course, this case will have to be adjourned, in order to permit 
the counsel for the defence to be heard in reply. Now then, 
Mr. Markham.’ 

Mr. Markham, availing himself of the permission, at once 
commenced a lucid and masterly analysis of the whole mining 
law and custom bearing upon the case, than which no advocate 
was better fitted to display and unravel, no judge more qualified 
by experience to deal with than the Commissioner. 

Hasty and impatient by nature, William Blake was a man 
whose clear intellect enabled him to comprehend with rapid 
and comprehensive grasp the apparently involved cases that 
were constantly brought before him. He could detect the 
flaw in the most subtle of reasoning with unerring accuracy. 
His attention never flagged, nor did his memory fail to retain 
the most minute detail during the weary length of tlie pro- 
tracted cases with which a crowded goldfield inundated his 
Court. 

Ours was one of the most important cases which had 
occurred for a long time, and we nad full assurance, as had 
every miner in that great gold region, that every legal formality 
would be scrupulously complied with. We knew that, if the 
fortunes of himself, his family, and his whole kindred had de- 
pended upon the verdict, that our advocate could not have been 
more tireless, more energetic, more watchful, more desperately 
resolved to win, by the employment of his every ^ift and 
faculty, than he was now. • 

He drew a picture of the lon^ discouraging struggle with 
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fortune, which most miners had experienced.^ The ^ travel and 
voyage from one colony to another. Tlie terrible privations, by 
cold or heat, famine or poverty, silently borne or uncomplain- 
ingly defied ! Tiie weary waiting, the soul-sickness of hope 
deferred. The possible failure of nealtli, the chances of acci- 
dent, all the best gifts of mortality offered on the cast of the 
die. Life itself cast down recklessly as tlfb last stake against 
gold. 

Then the horizon brightens ; a fortunate find is made. The 
last hope, when so many were vain, has proved successfi?!. ^ The 
old dream of home and native land and longing early friends 
is no longer a romance but a tangible reality. The richness 
of the claim is proved. The ceaseless labour is for once muni- 
ficently rewarded. The toil of years is at length duly com- 
pensated. 

But what then? Envy and greed, watchful and eager as 
haimies, swoop down. A sham title is set up to the property — 
so fairly, so truly, so honestly acquired. 

‘ But not legally,’ interjects the irrepressible Doctor. 

* Am I to be interrupted in this way ? ’ says Mr. Markham, 
appealing gravely to the Bench. 

The Doctor is informed that it is hardly correct for him to 
interpose during Mr. Markham’s address. ^ 

He apologises, and the speech proceeds. 

* A sham title,’ he repeats, ‘ is set up. These loafing scoundrels 
(he must apologise for the expression — but they are not 
legitimate miners, or self-respecting labourers of any kind) 
who had shammed occupation, shammed efficient labour, were 
set on by, if possible, greater scoundrels than themselves, only 
with a httle more money, and who even now, in the background, 
were watching, spider-like, for the enmesning of their prey. 
He trusted, however, that the web of deceit and chicanery would 
be rent on this occasion, would be swept into infamous oblivion 
by the besom of the law in the hands of Justice. (Applause.) 
Proceeding to quote a number of well-known decisions in mining 
cases he traced the gradual growth of the iissumption — for it 
was no more — that all the partners in a mining enterprise 
should suffer in title, in property, in person, in their very mining 
existence, if but one had failed to provide himself with what, 
he admitted, was an indispensable preliminary to all searching 
for gold upon the public estate — on the lands of the crown — a 
Miner’s Right. And he characterised as cruel, oppressive, and 
ultra vires of all the spirit and even letter of the common law 
of the realm, and, therefore, of the statute law under vrhich the 
Commissioner was now adjudicating; this crushing and extreme 
penalty of forfeiture of the claim. If the work or men’s hands, 
righteously won and manfully laboured at, wa3 to be handed 
over to the first sneaking informer who discovered a paltry 
technical defect, then the goldfields would soon cease to be coin* 
posed, as they were now, o'! the very flower of the working 
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classes. Thejr would no longer have among them the more 
stalwart and intelligent individuals of those above the grade of 
labour, if such there were, but a concourse of thieves and 
assassins, cut-throats and gamblers — the scum of the nations of 
•the earth.’ 

Not a single point which could by any means be brought to 
bear upon the question at issue was omitted. Not a standard 
authority or leading case was left unquoted. Not an appeal to 
honest judgment, to good conscience and equity, as he main- 
tainecL the Commissioner’s Court as at present constituted to 
be, not a single part of the evidence which was favourable was 
•left without reference; and when, candles having been pro- 
cured and the hour of ordinary sitting long passed, the ex- 
haustive oration was brought to a close by a solemn and 
impassioned peroration, in which the high magistrate was 
besought to right the oppressed and free the administration of 
goldfields law irom the reproach of constructive unfairness and 
over-litigation which had so long clung to it, the Court ad- 
journed witli one universal feeling on the part of the crowd of 
spectators, that justice was with the cause of the last speaker, 
and that he had nobly cleared away all doubts from the minds 
of his hearers. 

On the morrow, punctually at the usual hour, the officials 
of the Court were m attendance. Directly the doors were 
thrown ©pen by the police, an eager crowd of miners, business 
people, and even strangers, attracted by the cause cilehrCy poured 
in, filling every seat and foot of standing room. 

Dr, Bellair was to make his speech in reply, and all knew 
that the Commissioner would then give his decision, that 
important verdict, which though certain to be appealed against, 
was rarely, in such cases as this, reversed. 

But little time was lost. After a few moments the case was 
again called on. Tl^e Doctor commenced his reply. His nervous, 
eager countenance was toned down to a decorous appearance of 
calmness and gravity much at variance with his volcanic tem- 
perament, as he, with a great show of deference and respect, 
addressed the Commissioner, ‘ whose experience and thorough 
knowledge of mining law,’ he said, ‘had made his opinion 
weighty, and his decisions all but immutable, wherever a gold- 
field gathered together its strangely constituted population. 
He would implore him to dismiss irom his mind all knowledge 
of the difierent social footing of the parties to the suit ; to 
obliterate all fanciful ideas of presumed equity and false 
generosity of sentiment, and to cling tenaciously and sternly, 
as a British judge should do, to the only pure and umnixed 
truth — the unquestioned and unquestionable law. This power, 
this rock, this law of the land, his clients he should be able to 
demonstrate, nad most unmistakably on their side. Whoever 
they were, whatever they were, he only claimed for them the 
status of the ordinary legitimalf gold digger, who, however, 
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with his Miner^s Right, had the proud privilege of being able to 
occupy and search for gold every acre of the broad crown 
lands of this great colony of New South Wales. They had 
never forfeited their right to justice. He should not dwell on 
this portion of the facts, in opening his case, were it not that so 
much stress had been laid by his learned friend on the previous 
career of the complainants, on their long course of evil fortune, 
and their present prize, which it was asserted his clients had 
conspired to wrest from them. 

* Whether it was so or not, he would submit, it did n^t touch 
the case in any shape. What was it to his worship, sittihg here 
as judge both of law and of fact, how or with^ what success the 
complainants had laboured ? If they had given their whole 
lives to an unsuccessful pursuit of gold, or fame, or happiness, 
had not others, all the world, indeed, with but few exceptions, 
done the same ? The Commissioner did not sit here to redress 
the wrongs of society, and pose himself as a second-hand Provi- 
dence, reading the hearts and rewarding the liidden motives of 
men, but to administer the law, not to make it — as the great 
Bacon, with almost divine wisdom defined it, not to consider 
probable compensations of fate, but to hear and determine 
within the limits of the statute, and only with regard to sworn 
evidence brought befoi’e him. He liimself knew the Com- 
missioner, and the whole tenor of his previous decisions — 
decisions which lent stability and assurance to the great 
interest he was called upon to control — too well to dream that 
he would otherwise think, otherwise act. But he ought, con- 
sidering the ouality of the ad captarulum arguments used by his 
learned friend, due, no doubt, to the defects of his cause, not to 
pass over this aspect of the matter.’ 

The Doctor then, warming to his work, to our dismay briefly 
and trenchantly dealt with the evidence, bringing out the de- 
fault of that unlucky Cyrus, as to his missii^ or wilfully evaded 
Miner’s Right, into rull and distressing prominence. He showed 
that, over and over again, claims which had turned out to be 
the richest and most valuable on their field had been ruthlessly 
forfeited in consequence of similar illegality. It was as firmly 
established as anything could be by a series of judgments, by 
the consensus of opinion, by the unwritten custom of mining 
law that in all such cases the default of one shareholder made 
the whole occupation had. If the previous occupation was bad, 
the land was in the position of vacant, waste crown lands, 
which his clients had had a perfect right to enter upon. They 
had legally done so ; they had worked until prevented by force 
by the complainants. Their title was perfect. He defied any 
one to find a flaw in it. If a verdict was not given for them in 
this case, then the whole previous weight and authority of 
mining law fell to the ground, an unsubstant&l and baseless 
fabric. ‘Xll future decisions must rest on caprice and injustice, 
on personal feeling and impr^oper partiality. 
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‘But he had no fear of any such result, though, if it 
occurred, he would carry the case on behalf of his clients, poor 
and of small account as they were, through every court in the 
colony, including the highest, the Sm>reine Court, if it cost him 
every penny he had in the world. But,’ he repeated, ‘he had 
no feai:»^of such a contingency, such a perversion of right, such a 
miscarriage of jusi^ce. Tlie experienced magistrate, the pro- 
consul he might call him, before whose words of fate the 
fortunes, almost the lives of men, had before now trembled in 
the balance, could not, dared not (the Commissioner’s eye 
glowed, and then rested fixedly on the impassioned advocate, 
who seemed transfigured into a tribune, shrieking forth the 
wrongs of oppreSsea humanity, and proclaiming gospel of the 
people’s rights) dared no% in the clear light of his fame for 
strict justice and stern impartiality, record other than one 
verdict, one decree. He had no fear for the issue. He rested 
upon the firm basis of the evidence tliey had all that day heard. 
It was from first to last unassailed, unassailable ; the law was 
plain, the issue certain. He awaited but the formalitjr of his 
worship the Commissioner’s sanction to place his clients in 
possession of the ground of which they and tlie public at large 
had been illegally deprived. 

Now came the exciting last act of the melodrama so likely 
to terminate in tragedy as far as we were concerned. The Com- 
missioner calmly looked over his notes, and prepared to deliver 
his decision amid the ominous hush and suppressed excitement 
of the crowded Court. Not a sound was hoard, though the 
spectators in the rear of the assemblage raised themselves on 
tiptoe, and strained every ear with deepest curiosity to hear 
the words of fate. The Commissioner, in whose hands lay life 
and death (so to speak), who had the jiower to take away from 
us all that made life worth living for, to doom us to the Darren 
and hopeless existence of unrewarded toil and hope long de- 
ferred from whiclT we had so lately emerged, commenced his 
address. It would ^ot be long, we knew. It was not his wont 
to ‘ improve the occasion ’ in tlie hundreds of cases, more or less 
important, which he administered monthly. He was fully aware 
that his audience, whether as malefactors or parties to civil 
process, understood the consequences of legal wrong-doing on 
the facts of the case fully and accurately without explanation 
from him or any other magistrate. His duty was to administer 
the law, with whicli as a class they were singularly well 
acquainted, without favour or affection ; and this he always 
did shortly and decidedly. He was very careful in arriving at 
his decisions; but once given they were as the laws of the 
Medes and Persians. If they could be shown to be ultra vires 
or informal, well and good ; let the higher courts see to that. 
But he, Willfam Blake, had never been known to alter a 
decision, and as long as he was Commissioner of <Ioldfields 
never would be. 
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Thus he began — 

‘This was an information laid for trespass by Pole and 
party, complainants, who sought to cause Ingerstrom and 
others to abate trespass upon a certain mining tenement, 
known as No, 4 Liberator Lead. 

‘ The gist of the matter clearly lay in the evidence giiven on 
the part of Pole and party, as to the legality of their prior' 
occupation of No. 4 claim, before referred to. It had been 
proved before him this day in Court that they had taken up, 
that is, occupied and worlced the claim, had sunk upon and 
traced the auriferous drift, had taken out wash-dirt, stkd re- 
ceived and shared dividends, long before the defendants had. 
appeared upon the scene. If they had in aU respects complied 
with the regulations, there was no doubt about the complainants 
possessing the prior right. Upon that proof being complete 
the whole title hinged. If it were not so proved, no natural 
feeling of sympathy on his part, no consideration of the crush- 
ing severity with which a breach of the goldfields’ regulations 
would be visited on their heads, in the event of their forfeiture 
of so rich a claim as No. 4 had been proved to be, would prevent 
him from recording a verdict adverse to them. He, sitting 
there, had nothing whatever to do with the feelings, nay, the 
equitable right of individuals. He had always, he hoped, clearly 
interpreted and enforced the law, and the law enly. Such he 
woula continue to do, he trusted, to the end. • 

With regard to the occupation of Pole and party, it had been 
shown that tliree of the shareholders possessed Miners’ Rights. 
But the fourth shareholder was unable to produce that in- 
dispensable permit. He must, therefore, be presumed to be 
witnout it, and, in such a case, he was an unauthorised occupant 
of crown lands, whether for residence or mining purposes. He 
had no locus standi. He could not legally apply for relief of 
any kind to that Court. Any share \mich he possessed must 
be forfeited. He was also liable to a fine, >5^ith imprisonment 
in default of payment. 

‘This, however, was not all. It had been long held by 
raining authorities that, unless all the shareholders taking up 
a claim were possessed of Miners’ Rights at the time when they 
pegged out and commenced operations, their action was illegal 
as tar as taking possession of crown lands for gold mining 
purposes, under the Act, was concerned. The occupation, he 
repeated, if but one even of the shareholders was not at that 
time the holder of a Miner’s Right, would be bad in law. 

‘ In this case, it had not been shown in evidence before him 
that Cyrus Yorke, one of the complainants in the trespass case 
now before him, was the holder of a Miner’s Right when No. 4 
claim was first by them taken up. That default, in his opinion, 
invalidated the whole title. Not the slightest ddubt existed in 
his mind upon the subject. He would, therefore, give a verdict 
for * 



XII 


THE MINER’S RIGHT 


121 


Here an uproar arose in the body of the Court towards the 
entrance door, of such a pronounced, ungoverned nature, that 
the sergeant, looking at first pained and then justly indignant, 
marched with long dignified strides and a sternly resolved air 
to the scene of disorder, as if to bring the ofienders, there and 
then, before the Court for doom. 

He reappeared, however, with an altered and relaxed visage, 
escorting gallantly our good friend Mrs. Cyrus Yorke, on the 
other side of whom was Mr. Markham, who ever and anon in- 
clined his ear in confidential legal intercourse. The little woman 
held 8he hand triumphantly aloft, in which was something 
.which stirred our hearts anew and caused the flickering light 
of hope to be ?reshly irradiated with a glow of celestial 
illumination. 

‘ Your worship,’ commenced the sergeant, ‘I be^ respectfully 
to state that the apparently disordeny conduct in Court was 
caused by the attempts of the friends of this witness to procure 
her admission to the vicinity of your worship.’ 

‘ Sergeant M‘Mahon, the irregularity is fully explained. You 
desire to address the Court, Mr. Markham ? ’ 

‘ Yes, your worship. I tender this witness, the wife of one of 
the complainants, who has most important evidence, material 
to the issue, to give. I am aware that the proceedings on the 
side of the coiaplainants have been closed, but, your worship’s 
Court, as that of a Commissioner of Goldfields, is one of equity 
and good conscience, and I trust that such evidence as this 
witness may produce, will not be shut out.’ 

* I object to any such proceeding as monstrous, illegal, and 
perfectly unprecedented,’ shouts Dr. Bellair, with a most excited 
air. ‘The evidence has been closed. The whole proceedings 
finished, but the actual pronunciation of the verdict, in de- 
fendants’ favour, of course ; and now you ask to have the 
proceedings re-opq^ied, for what possibly may be perfectly 
unnecessary evidence.’ 

‘ We shall see thSt,’ said Mr. Markham, with a sanguine air. 
‘ Will your worship admit the evidence ? ’ 

‘The question with me, in such cases as I am called upon to 
try under the Mining Act and Regulations, is less whether the 
evidence be informally tendered, than whether the nature of it 
be material. In this case I will shut out no evidence that 
may possibly bear on the legality of ray decision. Swear the 
witness.* 

‘ Mrs. Yorke, go into the box,’ said Mr. Markham. ‘You are 
the wife of Cyrus Yorke, one of the complainants who has given 
evidence in this case to-day ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Do you produce a Miner’s Right, and, if so, in whose favour, 
and of what dake ? ’ 

‘ I do. I took it out for my husband, one day iti Louisa, 
knowing hPw careless he was in*^uch things, and put it into a 
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box for safety. It was hidden under the children's clothes, or 1 
should have had it out in Court long before this. Goodness 
knows whatr ’ 

‘Have the goodness to hand it to the Clerk of the Court,’ 
Interrupted the Commissioner. 

The truly important document was inspected with eager 
eyes by that functionary, who respectfuH^ handed it to the 
Commissioner. He read aloud the talismanic signs — 

‘Cyrus Yorke. 1st January 185 — . Issued in the Registrar’s 
office at Louisa. To remain in force till 31 st December 13^ — , 
(Signed) ‘William D. Blake, P. M., Commissioner.’ 

An utterlv irrepressible sound of relief and affiazement escaped 
the lips of the majority of the listeners. There was the missing 
link, the indispensable, vitally necessary legal act, in default of 
which this tremendously rich claim was about to be forfeited 
and transferred to the enemy, as sure as anything ever was in 
this world. 

‘ Silence in the Court,’ growls the sergeant, but with a sympa- 
thetic intonation noticeable through all his official severity. 

‘I demand to see this paper, this Miner’s Right as it is called,’ 
here breaks in Dr. Bellair, with a voice of mingled passion, 
regret, and disbelief. ‘How do we know that it has not been 
manuiactured for the occasion. I demand the fullest investiga- 
tion as to how and when it was issued, and I protest against 
any notice being taken of it as evidence in this most improper 
manner.’ 

‘You may protest, Doctor,’ said Mr. Markham, good 
humouredly, ‘but my client’s case is complete. I am in a 

E osition to prove by the evidence of the Alining Registrar at 
(Ouisa, that the Right produced was taken out by witness 
during the week following Christmas of last year — she very 
properly determining to in.ake sure that her husband should 
not be placed in a ndse position. I wish all wives were as 
careful on the goldfields. Now you can examine the witness. 
Doctor, and make what you can of her.’ 

‘ I shall do so, without your permission,’ cried the fiery little 
advocate. ‘Now then, Mary Ann Yorke. Is that your real 
name ; are you married to the complainant, Yorke ? ’ 

‘I’d soon show you, if I had you down on the Blue Lead,' 
said the little woman, trembling with passion, and suggestively 

raising her hand. ‘ What do you mean by ’ 

‘Mrs. Yorke,’ s.aid the Commissioner, suavely but firmly. 
‘ you must answer Dr. Bellair’s questions, and I would remind 
you not to become excited in this Court. Answer the questions 
shortly, and to the best of your knowledge ; the examination 
will soon be over, ’ 

‘Yes, Commissioner, yes, your worship,’ said p0or Mrs. Yorke, 
already rijpenting her of her just indignation, in that it might 
imperil the cause ; ‘but what does he mean by trying to make 
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out I’m not an honest woman, and don’t have my right name 1 
I’ll name him if he tries that on, as sure as my name’s Mary 
Ann Yorke.’ 

‘ I trust I shall be protected by the Court,’ said the Doctor, 
defiantly. ‘It is necessary that I should test this womans 
credibit^ty, which I have every reason to doubt.’ 

‘ Certamly, Dr. Bellair, but I must ask you not to put such 
questions needlessly, as may be offensive to the witness’s feel- 
ings of modesty and self-respect.’ 

‘ I claim the privileges of the Bar ! and I defy your worship 
to abSte one jot or tittle of those privileges in my person. A 
judge of the Supreme Court could not do so.’ 

‘You will find, Dr. Bellair, that I am judge in my own court, 
and that I will interfere very decidedly, if you pursue a line of 
cross-examination which can only have the effect of distressing 
the feelings, and outraging the moral sense of the witness — in 
this case, a most exemplary and respectable woman.’ 

The Doctor snorted indignantly, and went on with his cross- 
examination * but although he made himself sufiiciently dis- 
agreeable to Mrs. Y orke, whose eyes became so round and fierce, 
that we all felt alarmed, particularly Cyrus, at the probable 
consequences, he did not choose to adopt the vivisecting process 

P ermitted to counsel in the higher courts. He knew full well, 
y experience,* in spite of his bravado, that he would be peremp- 
torily stopped by the Commissioner, one of whose fixed principles 
it was, never to permit a woman, whatever might be her char- 
acter and antecedents, to be needlessly harassed in the witness 
box, or treated with unnecessary disrespect. So the day wore on. 

‘ why did her husband not take out liis own Miner’s Ilight ; 
wasn’t ne man enough to do it ? ’ said the Doctor. 

‘ He was man enough to work hard for his family, and had 
never denied them anything — not like some folk, a spending 
their money awajj^ from home, and isn’t very particular what 
company they went into on the sly ; but he hadn’t no head for 
business like. And wasn’t there many a good all-round man on 
this field, as the same could be said of ? ’ 

All Mrs. Yorke’s timidity gradually left her. Such is gene- 
rally the case with female witnesses. And, being fully aroused 
to a sense of the Doctor’s antagonistic position to the party, 
answered him with such vigour and unexpected epigram, that 
the Court, more than once, felt compelled to interfere. How- 
ever, nothing could be got out of her but that she had taken 
out the Miner’s Ilight for the use and benefit of her husband, 
‘ as any wife as had any sense had good call to do.’ 

‘ Why, 1 might have one myself. Doctor,’ she continued, ‘ for 
all you know, or the baby in arms, bless him 1 The Act says, 
“any person,’’ don’t it ? It doesn’t say man or woman, child or 
sucking babe,Moes it ? I shouldn’t wonder if I knew as much 
mining law as you do. Doctor, close up.’ ^ 

‘ I opine that we do not compere to listen to this woman’s 
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disrespectful maunderings about mining acts and regulations, 
your worship/ said the little man, loftily. ‘I demand the 
protection of the Court.^ 

* Who do you call “ this woman Mrs. Yorke was just com- 
mencing to inquire, when she was told by the Commissioner 
that she might stand down after signing her nam^? to her 
deposition. f 

^ One moment, your worship. I wish to interpose one question, 
said Mr. Markham. ‘ What mining registrar did you get your 
Miner’s Right from ? who issued it ? ’ 

‘ Mr. Allen, of Louisa. I went over there about some quinces ; 
and I saw him write it down in the but of his book. It’ll be 
there, with the day and date, I know. There’s no get away, 
you take my word, your w^orsliip.’ 

‘That will do, Mrs. Yorke. We will not detain you.' 

And the little woman retired to a seat, previously casting a 
look of withering indignation at her late opponent. 

The Commissioner, apparently, did not see the necessity of 
making two speeches upon the same subject. BesideSj it was 
getting late. He briefly gave the reasons for the decision he 
was about to pronounce. 

‘He had stated, he thought, in his first address that the 
missing link in the chain of evidence for the complainants was 
an important one — no less than the Miner’s Right of Cyrus 
Yorke, one of the original and prior occupants. Had the defect 
in the evidence not been cured, a verdict must have been given 
by him virtually for tlie defendants — “ No trespass committed.” 

‘The last piece of evidence, although from circumstances 
tendered so late in the day, that some magistrates would have 
felt justified in shutting it out altogether, had clearly proved 
that the complainants were each and all legally authorised 
when they went on the ground. -That they had prior occupa- 
tion could not be doubted for an instant. They had worked 
their claim for gold, had w ashings out of it, and shared divi- 
dends. As to the size of the claim, and its irregular shape, that 
was partly caused by the course of the lead, and was a minor 
matter in his eyes. So long as they had no more than the 
number of superficial feet allowed in four men’s ground, he saw 
no illegality in that circumstance. He, therefore, unhesitatingly 
pronounced a verdict for complainants, with one hundred and 
fifty pounds costs against defendants, who were hereby ordered 
forthwith to abate trespass.’ 

At this announcement a general impulse tempted the closely- 
packed crowd to cheer. The sergeant looked around with so 
horrified and severely surprised expression of countenance, that 
the audience relapsed into the dumbness of church-goers. Mrs. 
Yorlce wept for joy, and infected with that strange contagious 
feminine luxury a young woman who sat next to her, and who, 
being a relation of one of the jumpers, might be said to belong 
to the enemy’s camp. 1,“ 
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* I give notice of appeal ! ' promptly said the fiery little 
advocate. 

^ Lodge your money within seven days, and a written notice 
in due form,’ said the unmoved Commissioner. 

‘I desire to apply for an injunction also, to restrain Pole and 
party washing up and getting gold from my clients’ claim 
while this suit is pending.’ 

‘And I oppose the granting of any such instrument,* said 
Mr. Markham. ‘ My clients have been placed in this position 
for nc^ault of their own. They have lost valuable time. They 
have been compelled to attend here without a shadow of reason, 

’ and debarred from their legal rights. And now your worship 
is asked, forsooth, to keep them idle for another three or six 
months.’ 

‘Under the circumstances, I refuse to grant an injunction,’ 
quoth the Commissioner. 

‘ I shall only be compelled to apply to a judge of the Supreme 
Court,’ replied Dr. Bellair. 

‘ It is not for me to suggest to whom you may or may not 
apply,’ answers the Commissioner. ‘I shall grant no injunction, 
if every barrister in the colony made separate application. The 
Court stands adjourned to this day weei.’ 

Whereupon there was a general stampede to the nearest 
hotels on the •part of the witnesses, spectators, complainants, 
and defendants ; while the Commissioner, evidently not in the 
humour for conversation, mounted his well-known hackney, 
which was brought to the office door by a trooper, and departed 
in the direction of the police camp, whistling, as he went, to liis 
dogs, but evidently not ‘for want of thought.’ 

The melodrama had been played. The denouement was satis- 
factory as far as we were concerned. But more uncertainties 
and a further experience of litigation awaited us. The prize 
was too rich to 1^ abandoned at the first check ; Dr. Bellair, 
a man, when in the guise of an opponent, not to be lightly 
regarded. He had, it was reported, received a transfer of a 
‘ sleeping quarter share,’ that is, a proportion of the property 
of the claim, involving a sixteenth of the entire profit, without 
the necessity of representing or paying for the services of an 
able-bodied miner. 

This might be worth a thousand — two — three thousand 
pounds. No doubt it was worth a considerable amount of 
trouble and legal research. We did not expect to be let alone 
for long. Of course notice of appeal had at once been given by 
the opposite side, and the sum of money, stated in the regula- 
tions, lodged with the registrar of the district court. 

But we went to work again, and made haste to raise enough 
to complete ajouachineful of wash-dirt, which, when put through 
or puddled, produced a sufficiency of gold to pay all our late 
law expenses, and leave us a cprafortii^ surplus, thus demon- 
strating also the unabated richness of No. 4. 
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Hardly, however, had we completed this gratifying transac- 
tion than one of our late antagonists arrived in company with a 
police trooper, and called upon us to stop working on their claim. 

‘ Your claim ! ' said Cyrus Yorke, striding up to him and lift- 
ing him off the ground, as if he had been a schoolboy, instead 
of a wiry, muscular labourer. ‘You may serve '•'dt your 
injunction, or summons, or whatever it is ftiat youVe got the 
bobby to help you with ; but if you call No. 4 your claim again, 
111 drop you down the shaft as sure as there’s homminey on 
the Hawkesbury.’ 

We had seldom seen our easy-going, careless partner so 
excited before. Like most slow-moving intellects, his faculties 
were capable of great expansion when fully aroused. Once or 
twice we had marked him in the thick of an affray. Like 
Athelstane the Unready, when his blood was up, knight, and 
squire, and yeoman, and villain went down with wondrous sud- 
denness before the South-Saxon giant of Wiseman’s Ferry. On 
this occasion there was no need for deeds of valour. The miners 
of Yatala had long since discovered the futility of resorting to 
physical force. 

‘ I say. Cornstalk, I shall have to put the bracelets on those 
mutton fists of yours,’ said the trooper good humouredly. ‘ That 
chap’s on the Queen’s service, or all the same. Here’s a Supreme 
Court injunction, which I hereby serve by giving* to your mate, 
Harry Pole, here. D’ye hear? Let go this honest old miner, 
or youll drop in for it. I’ve seen as big a chap as you straight- 
ened afore now.’ 

Cyrus was too good a subject of Her Gracious Majesty to 
resist the law’s representative. He relinquished Mr. Bommer 
with a gentle shake, growling to himselr meanwhile like an 
interrupted grizzly. We capitulated. I called out ‘below 
there,’ The indicator rapped, and presently the Major and Joe 
Bulder emerged from the lower depths, cla/-stained and dis- 
gusted. 

‘ Blocked again ! ' quoth the Major, ‘ what an infernal shame. 
It’s enough to demoralise a man altogether and irrevocably, this 
forced idleness. Enough to drive him to take to — well — Alison’s 
History of Europe^ or even Martin Farquhar Tupper. Do you 
ever reflect for one moment,’ he said, facing the astonished 
jumper, ‘what may be the consequence of your unprincipled 
litigation ? Heavy reading, incipient dementia, violent inanity, 
imbecility. And all because you won’t respect the tenth com- 
mandment. Had you a mother ? Did you ever attend a Sunday 
school ? Had you so much as a maiden aunt ? Answer me.’ 

‘ You be hanged,’ said the half -puzzled, half -irritated catspaw, 
who had evidently been drowning his sense of defeat in the 
flowing bowl, from his flushed and heavy -eyed look. ‘You 
think Deca,vise you and Harry Pole are swells that you can carry 
things all your own way on the fleld. But we’ll learn ye different 
before we’ve done with yer.> ' 
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‘ And you think, because you’re a pack of loafing blackguards,’ 
retorted the Major, roused for the nonce, ‘ that you can inter- 
fere with fair working miners, and steal claims that you have 
no more right to than the bank in Main Street. We shall see 
’you ah in gaol for half a year for our costs, that’s one comfort, 
and it^^.^eat pity we can’t put your underhand friends and 
backers tliCTe along*with you.’ 

‘You’ll be pulled for using language calculated to cause a 
breach of the peace, Major,’ said the trooper, ‘ if you don’t stash 
it. Cmne along, iny noble jumper, you Ve served your injunc- 
tion, arid that ought to satisfy you for one while.’ 

• So themalignfint departed, rather to my relief, for there was 
nothing to be gained by being summoned to Court, and fined 
under the 5th clause of the Vagrant Act. No. 4 was sufficiently 
near a public road, thoroughfare, or place, to tempt our adver- 
sary to swear that we were within the meaning of that very 
stringent clause. 

Our wisest plan was to comply with tlie law, to hang up our 
buckets, put away the rope, and abide the issue. A deep claim 
is not a property that can be worked, or larcenously interfered 
with, without remark. The only way that our golden hoard 
could in any way be rifled was by the men in one of the adjacent 
claims drivmg or making a lateral gallery over our boundary 
below, when our washdirt might have gone up ikeir shaft in 
the light of day, and no one been any wiser. This has been 
done before now. 

In addition to this safeguard, the neighbours on either side 
were straightforward and honourable men. We also possessed 
another legal preventive. By application to the Commissioner 
we could at any time obtain an order to descend and survey 
either of the adjacent shafts, when, by means known to all 
miners, we could soon discover if any subterranean encroacli- 
ment had been made. 

We were stoppecl accordingly. It was a bore, but the other 
side could not work either; and being precluded from hard 
work, with plenty of money to spend, and no unpaid debts, or 
anxiety about tlie morrow, was a very different thing from our 
former experiences. 

So we all preserved our souls in peace for the six weeks that 
elapsed before the appeal could be heard. The Major read 
every book in the library of the Mechanics' School of Arts, 
besiaes buying so many that they may seriously interfere with 
the comfort or our sleeping apartment. Joe Bulder smoked a 
good deal more than was good for him, and anathematised 
those scoundrels of jumpers with more fervency than propriety. 
While Cyrus ran his horse in several exciting sweepstakes, and 
won or lost as^the case might be. 



CHAPTER XIII 


Time, which brings all things to an end, and which had never 
passed so slowly for us before, even in our worst ‘ tucker ^ days, 
brought on the hearing of our appeal. It was heard before four 
magistrates in petty sessions assembled j and the whole weary 
evidence taken over again without the omission of a single 
detail. It certainly was a fact that Cyrus Yorke’s being now 
the proud possessor of a Miner’s Right led the opposite side to 
dwell with less persistent energy upon that point. But on the 
other hand they devoted the whole strength of their resources 
to bring out in strong relief their other allegation, viz. that 
the irregularity of the shape of our claim const! tuteYi a fatal 
objection. 

An appeal lay to two or more magistrates under the Gold- 
fields Act of 30 Victoria, No. 8 (long since repealed), and was 
not so much an appeal upon certain clearly defined points of 
law as a total re-hearing of the whole case at issue. Hence the 
defeated party, generally being shrewd enough to discover the 
weak point of their evidence the first trial, not unfrequently 
took measures to strengthen that precise gabion or outwork 
when the appeal was heard. No doubt in some parts of the 
land the magistrates of the territory, not familiarly acquainted 
with mining law, constituted a wholly unsatisfactory tribunal 
before whimi to decide such delicate details and complicated 
issues. But the Justices at Yatala had been so thoroughly 
trained by a long series of mining cases and appeals during 
years past, involving vast sums and most important conse- 
quences, that the more important personages of the higher courts 
were hardly better up in the rule of evidence and the statutory 
necessities of their position. 

So the whole lengthy evidence was fully and patiently heard ; 
no detail was omitted ; the irregular shape of the claim, and the 
number of superficial feet whidi it measured, must have been 
as well known to the habitues of the Court ag a catch sum 
in arithmetic to the boys of a public school at examination 
time. 

At nightfall the magistrates retired to confer among them- 
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selves. And after a quarter of an hour’s council delivered their 
decision by the mouth of the chairman. The appeal was dis- 
missed witli seventy -live pounds costs against the am)el]auts. 

All recourse had now been exhausted but one. Of tliat one, 
however, our antagonists were determind to avail themselves. 

FurioOTM|t defeat, and with a few sai-castic sentences reflect- 
ing upon the legal ctijmcity of tlie magistrates, for which lie was 
•promptly called to order, the Doctor at once hurled his last 
challenge at our heads in the form of a notice of appeal to the 
Buprerr^^ Court. 

Ho was informed that ho could do so in the manner set forth 
fh the regulationSf by naming the points upon which he desired 
to appeal, and by lodging a sum of money as gujrrantee for the 
costs of the respondents in the event of the appeal being dis 
missed. 

Money was still forthcoming, it appeared, as these expensive 
preliminaries were at once complied with. 

Thus for the second time we were victorious. As we left the 
Court amid the congratulations of the crowd, Mr. Marhham 
cheerfully asked the Doctor if he had made arrangements for 
sending the case home to the Privy Council after the Bupreme 
Court had decided against him 1 

Frowning darkly, he replied that, ‘It was not so very certain 
that he might *hot be compelled to take that step also. He 
liad hadi^eason to distrust the law of colonial judges liefore now.’ 

Here the crowd cheered him, evidently pleased with his 
indomitable courage. And we went straight to our claim, and 
put on a shift before midnight. 

A week at least must elapse before the judge in cliambers — 
in his metropolitan seclusion — could be mo\'ed to grant an 
injunction to further restrain us from w'oiking until tlie last 
appeal should be tried. Wo therefore concluded to make hay 
while the sun shone^ or rather to dig gold while the coast was 
clear. To that enci we put on a crowd of wages men, who 
extracted such a ceaseless output of washdirt that our foes 
used to come to the claim and declare that nothing would 
be left of their inheritance, so to speak, if we were not» 
stopped. 

The Doctor tried the Commissioner and the magistrates for a 
restraining order, offering to make affidavit tliat bloodshed 
would ensue. But the former said if a few rascally, loaling 
jumpers "Were knocked on the head it would matter little. And 
the other men inautliority liad doubts as to the legality of any 
but judicial interference at this stage of proceedings. 

One fine day, though, an imposing document, with the judge’s 
sign-manual appended thereto, did make its appearance, and 
was duly served upon us ; but before it arrived we had washed 
several machines of dirt, and extracted the best jm^t of two 
thousand pounds in hard cash frgm the ‘ mining tenement ’ in 
dispute. 
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*Yon dirt j^’oes bottcr and better ev^ery load,’ said Joe Bulder. 
‘T)anj<ed if I don’t ohucjk that Doctor down a wet shaft if we’re 
muddled about much langer a’ this fashion.’ 

There was nothing for it, howe\ er, but to sling up the raw- 
hide bu(‘ket.s, and put No. 4 out of commission once nipre. It 
wa,s hard, too, to see even other claims along the leaf\fi.Mth their 
r*od flags fhumting in the br(H?ze, and tlie* whip-horses liauling 
steadily at their ascending loads, or trolling back briskly and 
kicking playfully when the descending rope permitted such 
gambols. ^ 

Wo had, ])(u*forcc, to (^nduro more wearisome monotonous 
inaction and delay. Our ;ip]>eal cas(‘ in the Supreme Court was 
set down for hearing at the end of a crowdexi session, as luck 
would hav(^ it, and immediately before the long vaeation. 
Australiaji iudgos are, as a rule, worked very hard, and have 
not the h'isure of their Duropt.vin brethren. At this p*'irticular 
1 irae the course of litigation, consecpient upon an unprecedented 
])eriod of inflowing wealth, liad well-nigh exhausted the metro- 
politan beneh, the bar, and even the sulliciently numerous 
solicitors. Two or three stupendous s(piatting actions, imtaV)ly 
the great Terri-hi-hi Creek case, had swallowed up the last 
remnant of that adinittahle patience and attimtion to minutest 
detatls which so honouivibly distinguishes the British wearer of 
the ermine. • 

To the i)as,sionate grief and imlignation of Dr. BeJlair, wlio 
stopped but little short, of a threat, of ini])oaclnnent before the 
British IJouses of ] Vrliainent, the great a]^peal ca,s(5 in Pole and 
])arty r. Ingcrstrom and part.y, wliieh was beginning t.o be in all 
jnen’s mouths, the value of the claim in di.spute being variously 
stated from a hundred thousand ])ouDds to a quarter of a million, 
was not brought on before the close of the scission. 

So it was hjft stranded witli other forlorn argosies, and coin- 
pel led to al)ido the Immble jiositioii of remanct. 

We were hardly less disgusted than our enthusiastic o])ponent 
that his frantic adjurations h?id beaten t}iems(4ves vainly against 
the rock of judicia,! imperturbability. Whatever vnn-e we to do 
for the thn^e or four, possibly six, months whicli would probably 
intervene before we could put a pick again into the tantalis- 
ingly rich washdirt of No. 4? llfiw were we to sjiend our 
money or our lives in this confounded Yatala, thrice-read volume 
tliat it was to all of us 'I 

Events follow quickly in those new lands upon which the 
Southern Cross looks down from the untroubled skies, fortunately 
for those sons of hazard and adventure, for whom the measured 
march of t.he old world has ever been too tame. 1 ha.d wandered 
listlessly homeward one evening from a long clay’s walk, more 
tha.n usually depi'essed with the thought that t^e waters of evil 
fortune ^wero closing darkly over our heads in spite of our 
transient gold gleam, when l^as struck by tlie unwonted ap- 
pearance of activity displayed by the Major. 
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Our premises also liad undergone a temporary alteration. 
Tlie tent was down ; various articles of furniture wei’e assuming 
their well-known travelling appearance. Joe Bulder wa,s briskly 
busied in abetting the transforiuation of every tiring ink) ligli(. 
’marcldn^ oi‘dcr. tiuddenly J became coTiscious of an uii- 
wonted'k. as of earnest voices amongst our circumjacent 
acquaintances. 1 l?egan to I'ccognise the Ksymy^toms of tiUi 
complaint. 

it was not for tlie first time tliat I liad known a great gold- 
field infected by it. Forms were fitting about in the gaihtuijig 
twiliglit, lanterns w(a*e being lit in pre])aratio]i for nigiit work. 
^1( )rsos were dii’^ien up, the iiobble chains and bells oi; which 
sounded their continuous cliaracteristic ciiirno. A word from 
time to time cauglit my car, in which ‘Tlie Oxley/ k)n]y a 
liundred and odd miles,' ‘Five ounces to tlie disli,’ ‘Good sink- 
ing,’ ‘All block claims/ were increasingly distirud. 

Before 1 stopped at tlie spot of earth which liad been imme- 
diately before our own tent door, T was fully aware of tlu^ 
cause of the unwonted agitation whicli cliaraeterised the niglit. 

A rush was on and a big one at that, as I lu'aial an American 
digger inform his mate. 

‘You’re a good fellow, Pohi,’ said the Major, ‘in your way — 
a man of high principles and irreproachaVilc morals ; but these 
infernally long* walks amount to a defect in your character, 
hlere haVe wo been sounding boot and saddle all day, and 
couldn’t got “tale or tidings of yon," as Mrs. ^'orlo^ says. 
Lend a hand with tliis cord. Do you want to put anytldngidse 
in this box of yours? I’ve packnd it for you.* 

‘Fll see in the morning,’ 1 said. ‘ Wh(u*e’s tlie rush?’ 

‘ irAmks the rush?’ echoed tlie Major, .still tugging away at 
an obstinate coixl with whicli he was securing a very bulging 
and battered portmanteau. '* Hav(^ you bc'cn in a oavc^ all day ? 
or where in heaven •c*,an you have dt-posited yourself not to ha ve 
heal'd of the (freat ljush to the Oxley — tlie biggest thing thats 
hapyiened in Australia yet, and tliat’s going to knock Ballara,t 
and Bendigo into a cock(‘d liat?’ 

‘Bo good as that?’ L queried lancaiidly. 

‘Good!’ shouted the Major. ‘ .\ 'C-O'' y ever hoard like it, 
even in California or Eagl(‘Jiawk. 'T’hree ounces, five ounces, 
ten ounces to the disli, reguL'ir cliunks of gold, no ro(L, no 
water. All shallow siiiking and blo(;k claims; none of your 
confounded frontage, all law and liumbug. I like tlui good old- 
fashioned blocks — when you got it, you get it and no mistake. 
There won’t be a soul on the lield in a weede, exc(^pt those who 
are on real good gold. A is I it lie good to ketq) fellows here 

after what we’vci heard/ 

‘ How about^No. 4 . ; give it away ? ’ 

‘No, most noble stoic, we are not exactly going to^do that, 
badly as we have biieii treated^ liy luck, law, and litigation. 
You and 1 and Joe are going right away,” as poor Gus 
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would liave said, and Cyrus will remain aiul be the dragon on 
guard.’ 

‘ I suppose we must start at daylight 1 It’s a great nuisance,’ 
1 said, ‘ iuiving this kind of thing to do over ago, in.’ 

‘ You haven’t gone mad by any chance/ said the , Major, 
taking a light and petering into my face, ‘as the def^ ddant in 
Hacker v. ISmith did 1 A ten tliousaaid ])o',\iid claffn ?cu..s’ some- 
thing to lose wlicn all the world knew that he wjis in the right. 
No, we liaven’t quite lost No. 4 yet, in s])itc of the J )octor and all 
his woi’ks. But softening of the brain vnisf. be setting in, or 
you would never think of losing an hour, much less a whole 
night, when there's a rush lilce this on. No, we've liired a s])ring 
cart and horse by the day, ami the fellow will be hero with it 
when the moon rises. You’ll ha\'e to look slippy.’ 

‘ Von seem in a wonderful state of sanguine aiiticipation, 
Major,’ I made answ(u’ ; ‘one would think y(ui were totally 
unfamiliar with the chance of digging life. Doesn’t it strike 
you that our ordimiry liiek will atbmd us — all the best claims 
will be taken up b(dor-e wo get there, or we sliall most industri- 
ously bottom a duller, or ha\'ing by the strangest fluke droi)ped 
on to the gutter, it will be proved incontestnhly that some one 
lias a better right to it. I am sick of thewdioli^ thing. I’ll stay 
and sliephcrd ISh). 4, and you can lake Cyrus and Joe.’ 

‘You be hanged! you’re, malingering, and I want to shake 
the blues out of you. You’ll be all riglit in a week. ’ Besides, 
think of tlui gloriou.s novelty of the wdiole alVair. We’re both 
ready to liang ounsolves here, [don’t believe there’s a book 1 
havmi’t niad wit hiri fifty mile.s. And i ask you as a brother 
oliicer and a gentleman — 1 mean as a man and a digger, what are 
we to do till that blessed Hiqirmne Court a^gieal is heard V 

‘All right,’ 1 murmured, ‘I h.av.e no ])r'(J'creiice, as p(H)ple in 
the provincivs say about roa.st fowls ai dinner. Who is the Com- 
missioner'?’ 

‘Blake himself, no loss — ordered olf at a moTuont’.s notice. 
They think tluu’c’s no other man in the si'.rviire can h:indle such 
a crowd as is likely to he (runpe.il on the Oxley within tlirec* 
months. Nor is there, by what we hear. He’ll hav(^ hi.s work 
cut out for him, too, they say. 4’her(‘. are vessels laid on from 
Han Francisco ali'eady.’ 

‘It will rcxaliso Mick Tlord’s mild exaggeratioji of a rush with 
forty thousand men. I say, are Merlin and the sergeant and 
all the rest coming iooV 

‘Everybody but tluj Clerk of the Bench they say. There’s a 
new one appointed there, a fellow just out from England. 
Coring wrote me about him ; st;», miners a hit, but a gr’oat 
character they tell me. A deal of daring originality about iiiin. 
I look forward to liim as a kind of comiiensatioii in the circu- 
lating library lino.’ 

‘Coing to keep Joe Bidder F 

‘ Not for long ; he musK come hack and help (Jyrus do 
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notliing, iijore’s the pity; but we cviii't trust the noble Fr.r- 
sum's discretion ; and Joe’s head is a very good one, if lie’d 
had any encouragement early in life to use it instead of his 
hands.’ 

Tljc' ^noon rose, the cart (*am(‘., and we went. Nothing was 
placed in dm veliic^e but our iiuiispensa]>ics in tlui way of 
clothes, ])edding, our simple cooking utensils, and of course our 
’ tools. The road lay under our feet in the clear moonlight, white 
and dusty, l)e(-wcen the withered grass anrl the tall tree-stems. 
The aiimvas fresh, h’hc heavens brightly Jizuro. The horse was 
active and powerful, and his owjier, well paid, drove briskl^^ 
loi’ward. • 

There was little trouble in finding the road, wliicli led 
through the park-lik(^ forest which surrounded Yatala to tlui 
plains of the Oxley, on the lu'ad'Waters of whicdi this last-found 
Kldorado had arisen. Had we felt any uncealainly it would 
have been (juicldy removed, for in fiTuit, behind, on every side 
were wayfarvi’s journeying to the same goal, of every kind, in 
every sort of conveyance, with (nxny description of animal. 

Bullock drays and hoi’se drays, American express waggons, 
hand-carts drawn by men, and evam wheelbarrows propelled hy 
sturdy arms containing all the hous('.hold goods of a family. 
VVormni laden .with imnuaise bundles were dragging young 
children, by the hand, or as often carrying infants at their 
bosoms. 

8om(;tirm?s a drove of cattle with wild rkhu's behuul tlumi 
would coiiif^ silently and all gliostly in the inooi] light u])on tin? 
strangcily hurrying crowd. As silently, too, retreat, only to 
mo \'0 jmrallol with, but far distant from, the disturbing con- 
course, whose physical needs they were destined to sup})ly. 

The whole movement had the a]'>pearance of scanething 
between a pilgrimage and a fair suddenly cut adrift from its 
moorings, and comf)elled to travel forward in grotescpie pro- 
cession to another hind. 8o mixed and incongruous did the 
component ])ai’ts ap])ear. So imsiiited and unusual to the rude 
tj’avellijig tliat was immiiumt, the yet ruiler labuiii* to come. I 
slunild liave enjoyed tlie humorous contrasts of the sc'cne, but 
hope deferred had indeed reiuhued the heart sick - sick unto 
death, with a despondency as Jiew as oppressive, with a somhie 
I)resentimcnt I tried in vain to shake oil* 

We travellcHl day and night, only allowing omschves needful 
rest and food, and beai’ing hard upon the good horse that 
carried our chattels. On the sixth day we r(?ached the Oxleys, 
and had a free and iinint(*rrupte<l view of tlui (b*(;at Bush. 

It was a strange sight. We, who had seen many goldlields, 
had never seen one exactly like this before. 

The auriferotis deposit, had been so exceedingly rich in one 
])articular point or cape of land which ran into the river that 
an unprec(^dent.ed density of mini|ig setthunent had taken place 
there.. This wa.s the famous ‘jeweller’s shop,’ where the very 
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earth seemed composed of gold dust, with gold gravel for a 
variety, ddiousands and tens of thousands of pounds’ worth 
of tlie ore liad been taken out of a few sipiare feet here, 
and no blanks had been drawn for many yards immediately 
around. j,'" 

VVc were fortunate in meeting a friend we h^Mvhown in 
llallarat, who itninediately gave us the carte chi pays. 

lie liimself was sucli a man as one meets at goldtields, in the 
islands of the South Seas, in tlie desert, or in Jjondon, indiffer- 
ently and apparently without any particular reason^why lie 
should be in one place inon^ than another. But chiclly in tlio 
waste places of tlie earth, though he was as niucli at home in 
a West-End drawing-room as liere where we found him, d;irkly 
handsome and cool as ever, leaning against a tall tree trunk, 
.smoking a carefully colounnl imuirschaiim, and gazing tranquilly 
upon the curious human mass belowu 

‘Olivera, as 1 live! who in the world would have thought of 
seeing yon here'?’ .said the Miijor. 

‘My dear bdlow,’ .said the stranger slowly and impressively, 
‘this is precisely the place where you should have been certain 
of finding me. Haven’t 1 liecii at every great rush .since (Jali- 
fornia in ’4‘J ?’ 

‘Well, yes, I beliiwe you have; you’re a so|’t of aiiribu’ous 
wandering Jew. And wliat does your ])(U‘i[)aleti(^ wdsdqm tliink 
of this small as.sorlment of th(‘ excellent of the earth. And 
hadn’t we better join forces?’ 

‘This will be one of the richest goldlicdds I have ever .siit eyi^s 
on. My geology and exp(U'icni*e are both at fault, if it be not 
•so. But 1 will not join you, for I liave been. .so uniformly unlucky 
that 1 believe there is a fate involved in it.’ 

‘Oh, that’s all liumlmg, luck turns ; try again.’ 

‘Minewdll turn, but not yet. I shall go on mining to my 
life’s end, for my spirit has never yet yielded to evil fortune ; 
but no pai'ty that I ba.ve ever joined has ^ ver been successful, 
now tliesc many long year.s, and 1 will never more .share with 
others my di.sasters. 1 dig, as Harry of the Wynd fought, for 
my own hand. 1 have a claim, though, worked by wages men ; 
and I will point out to you wluit 1 think a very favourable 
con junction of strata.’ 

‘All right, old man. We bow to your superior wisdom, and 
place ounselves in your hands - di’ivc on the cart.’ 

We skirted the great throbbing hive of eager workers spurred 
up by greed and gain to .such desperate efibrts that an un- 
natural silence reigned over the scene. Even their looks were 
changed. Instead of tlie frank expres.sion of the ordinary miner, 
always ready for a little cheerful conversation, these men lookeil 
like the worn and troubled artisans of a great fa^^tory, wliere an 
untimelyr-lassitude or carelc.ssness might lead to the rupture of 
machinery or the danger of dkmissal. 

We went down, however, with Olivera to the spot which lie 
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pointed out, near which, indeed, his own claim was situated, 
and under his ausjhces pegged out four in(3n’s ground. 

‘You see,’ he said, ‘this is a place wliere the greenstone and 
the gl ignite meet. In such a conjunction there is always gold, 
and nt.'».vy gold too.’ 

‘ But iv. -g|||s unoccupied before we came. Why did you not 
take possession of if'^o^rself You could not know that friends 
were coming either ^ ’ 

‘ My dear boy, if I had taken it up, there would not have been 
gold in^f. My luck would have prevented that highly desirable 
result.' 

• After jicgging out our i-laim, we jiddressed ourselves to the 
task of putting up our tent and making ourselves comfortable 
for the time being. 

We had forty-eight hours in wliich to arrange matters before 
we were reouired by law to go to woik, so that th(‘.re was time 
to spare. We Ijad also to get liold of a fourth man as mate and 
shareholder, not so easy a matter in a community of strangers. 

Wo wanted a man who could work, also one thnt wonkl be 
reasonably easy to live with. A liigh mora,l standard we should 
not insist on ; but neither did we earc to be troubled with a 
dissolute rowdy or a drunkard. 

d’hc man wit h tlui sjiring cart had been ])ajd olTafter depositing 
our baggage, aifd was taking a recemnoiti ing tour pieparatory 
to returning to his family at ^'atala. 

\Ye laid j)ut up our tent, and lirmly .secured it with ])e.gs and 
ropes against wind or wcatlier. We W(ire standing aimlessly 
watching the unceasing crowd t/hat passiM to and fro, like ghosts 
in an Inferno, when Joe suddenly ut tered a strongish ejacula- 
tion, and relapsed into the Kemtish idiom. 

‘.Hanged if I didn’a think I should see 'uii some day, and it’s 
coomed at last.’ 

‘ Sec who, J oe 1 ’ i asked. 

‘ Wliy /ifm,’ quoUi my henchman, strongly excited. ‘Dost 
sec yon man a talking tli’ chap in tli’ red shirt and liigh boots. 
That nil’s brother Jack, sure enow,’ 

It had always seenioM to us a curious tiling that we should 
never have met with Mr. Jack lUdder in tlie tlesli, tliough his 
memorable letter and remittance liad been the ])roximate cause 
of our emigration. We iiad heard of liim repixitiully, soinetinies 
at one place, sometimes at another — in (,)ueensland, Victoria, 
New Zealand by turns ; but always something liad interfei'cd 
to prevent his looking up his brother during all the years tliat 
both had been in Australia. 

1 turned and saw a good-looking, well-dressed individual, 
who did not carry out my pre-conceived notion of a forecastle 
Jack. It was ke, nevertheless. I watclu'd Joe Hulder go up to 
him and say something which caused him to turn roumi sharply. 
I saw both men confront and look steadily at each other. Then 
followed a sturdy hand clasp, wlinJi was all the greeting beyond 
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‘Well Jack, ist thou old man/ ‘Wljy, Joe, I never thought 
yould turn out half as smart a fellow/— wliicli was considered 
necessary by the emigrant Britons after fifteen years* absence. 
They walked over towards me. 

‘ This is my brother Jack, Mr. Pole, him as wrote tJi^-'ietter, 
as I sliow’d you at Dibblestowe forge/ said Joe, wijji-^^ine effort 
and shyness. ‘ You’ll remember it.’ • - 

‘I reraoinber it well enougli, Joe/ I said, ‘but for it you and 
I would never have been here. I hope your brother has more 
to show for Ids time than some of us.’ 

‘Glad to see you, sir/ said Mr. Jack Bidder, raising his hat, 
and discovering by Jus address that the unriversity of travel 
had suflieed to impart a polish to wliich Joe had not attained. 
‘You’re Mr. i^ole that my brother came out wdth. It’s a good 
sign, lie s stuck by you so long.’ 

‘It has spoken well for both of us,’ said I, ‘ we have been firm 
friends and true mates all tins time. And now, wbat do you 
think of this rush ?’ 

‘It’s the best IVe seen yet/ b(i said promptly. ‘And I saw 
Ballarat at the start. I’ve Ixurn luuo since the ])rospoctor struck 
gold, I happened to be working in a gully nigh hand when the 
news came.^ 

‘And how have you done V 

‘Well, not so bad. Our party’s just broke' up, because we 
worked out the claim. We divided four hundred and fifty a 
man for throe weeks’ work.’ 

‘ Tliat’s good, isn’t it,’ said Joe ; ‘ worth picking up, eh ^ ’ 

‘Pretty fair,’ said the experienced miner, ‘but nothing to 
wliat some of ’em's floing. I’ve banked my share, and I’m look- 
ing out to nip in again— while the market’s up.’ 

‘You can have a sliare in the claim which we’ve just pegged 
out,’ said I. ‘We want a fourth man, and were, indeed, looking 
out for one.’ 

‘ Whereabouts is it ? ’ 

‘ Close by here — near tliat greenstone dyke.’ 

‘ Oh, if it’s there, I’m on. I had some notion of that spot 
myself ; it’s as likely a place as anywhere on the field. Now 
Joe, vou and I can wire in and see which is the best man.’ 

‘Itii on,’ answered Joe, a ray of humour irradiating his 
honest countenance. ‘I could’na work alongside o’ thee when 
thou wast at Dibblestowe. But I reckon I can handle a pick 
with tliee or any other man, now.’ 

This, of course, was a very fortunate concurrence of events. 
We had secured a really first-rate worker, and a man of experi- 
ence on the field. Besides, I took much interest in him, as a 
brother of Joe’s, one of the best and truest fellows that over 
broke bread. ^ 

Tiie Major, returning after a long talk with Olivera, was 
pleased to find that wo had secured so good a mate. He went 
through the form of touching* the pegs, to ensure strictly legal 



. XIIl 


THE MINER'S RIGHT 


137 


possession. (A burnt ohikJ, etc.) The brothers went away to- 
gether, presumably to have a good talk, as Englishmen ever do, 
and unburden their minds. 

* Soon after da,y light next morning they returned, bringing 
with\':;un on a pack horse Jack's tent and worldly possessions, 
ineJudihg mining tools, and other articles more or less 

useful. This coiivenumt ari’jingement for us, as the 

brothers agreeing to keep house together, the Major and I had 
the other tent to ourselves. 

Litt% time was lost in prediminaries. The sun was not liigli 
before we had our stage and windlass up, and were delving 
away at mother earth UkS if we intended to solve the question 
of her central fires. 

We were none of us new at the ti'ade ; tlioic? was a certain 
(unulatiori between the patiician and plebeiiin element, for we 
worked in pairs. Wo were all young and in top condition, ddie 
consequence was, we got down at such a ])ace that more than 
one of the daily arriving parties sto])ped, ail eager as they were, 
to wonder at the rapidity with which our beautifully straight 
and even shaft was boring, as if witii a gigantic auger, towards 
the bed rock, 

Olivera used to come and gaze at us, aud then go back and 
inspirit his wages men with tales of our prowess, they naturally 
not being quite so anxious to strain every nerve in an enterprise 
in which they were less directly interested. 

Thougli they had a week’s start of us, we bottomed on the 
same day, and by niglitfall the held was aware tliat ()livera’.s 
half-share men had bottomed another duller, and that Polo 
and party, from Yatala, were so ‘dead on the gutter’ that every 
dish they took out was half gold. 
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It was certainly one of the richest hods we liad any of ua 
encountered, and we had been wlierc the gold lay as plentiful 
as shells by the sea. shore. JJii*ectly we were down, we drove 
across to the outer edges of our boundary, lest some siiiart 
neighbour (for we were closely surrounded by this time) sliould 
subtcnaueously encroach and get into our treasure chamber, 
before we had full knowledge or its outer walls. 

This sort of thing had happetied before, within our own 
knowledge. More than once a too easy party of miners in 
rich ground had, when down upon the lowest stratum, sud- 
denly found, as they said, ‘the bottom drop out of their shaft,’ 
all their hopes of wealth untold falling with it into an un- 
known abyss. 

Tliis abnormal proceeding liad resulted from smarter neigh- 
bours having dri\'en, or made lateral galleries all about their 
under world, taking the gold un their own sliaft, and perhaps 
clearing out altogether to a distance before their iniquity 
became manifest. 

There was certainly the method of legal recovery of damages 
and value of gold so abstracted, if wilful encroachment and 
felonious taking could be fully proved. But on a tlironged 
and quickly - shifting alluvial goldtickl, like the Oxley, the 
chances were against receiving satisfaction in full. Probably, 
too, the ill-gotten gold was sold or spent before the discovery 
was made, transferred almost as far beyond the bailifi'’s reach, 
if a judgment wa.s obtained, as the quart of whisky which the,, 
Highlander defied the Customs officer to confiscate. 

As I said before, our party was too riid and experienced to 
lay itself open to such peculiar pillage. We drove and raised 
our washdirt without anxiety or molestation, and afterwards 
separated it from the attendant clay and gravel, by the old- 
fashioned expedient of a ‘tom.’ This abbreviation of ‘long 
tom ’ is a sufficiently lengthy trough made of sa^^n boards with 
a plate of. perforated iron at one end. The auriferous gravel, 
here placed, has a constant ^eam of water playing over it, 
the gold remaining in crevices specially prepared. Our wash- 
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dirt was so exceptionally rich that very little treatment sufficed 
for it. At the end of the week’s washing up, wo discovered 
that we were each making at the rate of a thousand pounds a 
main or fifty-two thousand a year. A most resj)ectable income. 
Evemi^iy friends of Mid -Kent would have allowed this: 
though iw^iyg^oj^them maintained, to their dying day, that gold 
digging was more (?? less an immoral occupation. 

VVell as we were doing, of course many others in our 
vicinity and other places wer-e as richly rewarded. Our claim 
was well known as the Greenstone Dyke run of g(.)ld ; one 
consequence of which was, that every available yard of soil, for 
more than a rnilcr round, was taken up, thus preventing us from 
extending our operations, or continuing further search in the 
same direction. 

We did not mind thi.s, for, in addition to our present slice of 
luck, we had, in deference to Jack Hulder’s advice, bought up 
all the ‘ interests,’ that is, shares, half shares, and quarter shares 
on or near tlie supposed run of gold that wo had struck, which 
were for sale. We had cash in hand, and so were able to specu- 
late to advantage as many of our neighbours were poor men, 
not long come on to the field. So that when the Greenstone 
Dyke Jjcad became so notoriously lucrative, we had more strings 
to our bow than one, and several sources of income. 

Yet it seemed very bard that Olivera, who had shown us the 
lead and demonstrated by geological facts that the gold 
be there, should get not an ounce of it ; his claim being one of 
the very few blanks that were recorded on the l(.‘ad. 

Besides, as all the claim holders had closed round as far as 
could be seen in every direction, he was thereby shut out from 
getting another claim, even within hail of his first favourite 
spot. There was nothing for him but to go to a distant portion 
of the field and try his fortune there. He did so, taking his 
losses, as usual, vei^ coolly, only saying ‘ Just my luck. There’s 
plenty more on thii field, more than these blockheads dream of, 
who have been crowding so eagerly here, l^ut it is rather hard 
to be almost the only man who has du tiered out on a lead of my 
own discovering. But you will do me the justice to s;iy, that [ 
expected it from the commencement.’ 

So Mr. Dycecoinbe Oliv^era, whom we had got into the habit 
of calling The Don, from Jiis dark and somewhat foreign aj:)- 
pearance, calmly departed with iiis vassals, and chose another 
site for a probable gold-mine, about due west of the present 
workings. This other was due east. Perha2)s he thought that 
a direct antithesis miglit break the spell. 

While we were working together before the successful result 
of our co-operative enterprise, I had instinctively occupied 
myself with observing the characteristics of our new mate, Mn 
Jack Bulder. 

His certainly was an organi3|tion dear to the psycliological 
inquirer. He was much cleverer and more amusing than 
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poor Joe, whom he continually rallied about his simplicity 
and the close - clinging rusticities ho had been uiiaDie to 
shake off. 

‘Hang it, eJoe,’ he used to say, ‘why you’re just the s?^^me, 
yokel as you were when I recollect you blubbering like/^great 
girl, when 1 went away to sea.’ 

‘ Happen I mightn’t see so much to blubl?er about, if ye were 
gannin’ noo. When folks is young they’re foolish like. I had 
na been long from mother’s apron-string then. I’m none as 
forrard as time, I’ll allow, but I can do a many thii>^s as I 
never thout to learn in foreign parts. And I can work and 
hand a still tongue, lad.’ 

‘ I never could,’ laughed the elder brother. ‘ I never could 
in my life ; there you liave the advantage of mo, as you will 
find some day. However, you can work, and no mistake, Joe. 

I didn’t tliinlc there was a man in Yatala, or here either, who 
could work alongside of me, so easy and regular as you liave done.’ 

Jack Biilder did liimself no more than justice when he half 
stated that no man on the field could work alongside of him 
with pick and shovel in a shaft. He was one of the most 
wonderful performers in the shaft -sinking line that we had 
ever dropped across. Strong, quick-witted, and absolutely 
tireless ; he had the ready-for-anything turn ^of mind of a 
trained sailor. Full, also, of mechanical expedients in any 
emergency, he displayed a fertility of resource which furnished 
the most unaffected astonishment to liis brother. Joe could 
not sufilciently express his wonderment at such a genius having 
appeared from out of the Bulder family, and tlieir surroundings 
in Mid-Kent. 

‘ Danged if I know whether it be the salloring or the dig- 
ging as has made thee the man thou art,’ said he, in one of his 
vain attempts to explain the transformation whicli had taken 
place in his elder. ‘Seems to me as if thej^sent all the young 
chaps frae Dibblestowe aboord ship for five year, and to the 
diggin’ for five year more, they’d never want no poor law nor 
unions. Why, half-a-dozen chaps like Jack’d mak the fortune 
o’ a dozen towns like Dibblestowe ; they’d toorn all the plough- 
men into farmers, and all the farmers into squires — danged if 
they wouldn’t.'^ 

Without going quite so far as our worthy Joe in his theories 
as to the best ^ means of vitalising the latent forces of the 
peasantry of Britain, the Major and I did full justice to the 
merits of our new comrade. We had always regarded Joe as 
the model Englishman of the labouring class ; but his senior 
had all his unerring common sense, propriety of feeling, and 
incalculable staying power, apparently, with far more initiative 
faculty. • 

Whether it was the seafaring or the digging experience 
which had made the man he fim of him, we, of course, could 
not determine. Anyhow, he was an interesting psychological 
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study, and as such, afforded endless matter for reflection and 
comparison to the Major and myself. 

Not that we, after our dearly bought and curiously varied 
,exi)<mence, were too prone to take the most attractive new 
acquaintance wholly upon trust. Hundreds of human disap- 
pointmei^^^jjerspnal and vicarious, had served to cure us of 
the Arcadian trustfQlness with which wo might have entered 
Australia. Indeed, the half reproachful conclusion was strictly 
applicable to us, whicli passe<l sadly from the lips of a detenu in 
the cell^of one of Her Majesty’s metropolitan gaols. 

Two prisoners in the exercise yard, serving their sentence, 
Vere heard one day conversing in earnest tones, such as aroused 
the attention of the warder, watchful lest plots for breaking 
gaol should be incubating. It proved merely to be the discus- 
sion of the probable success of an ai)peal to the Head of the 
Department — formerly a Commissioner of Coldlields— for some 
alleviation of duress. 

‘Do yer think wo could gammon the chief bloke, Bill,’ said 
the milaer ruflian. ‘lie looked a good - arted cove when we see 
him last ? ’ 

‘I’m afeard it’s no go,’ croaked Ihll, with despah-ing cadence, 
‘ he’s been too long at them bloomin’ diggins/ 

Such, alas! had been our too n^alistic destiny. Without 
losing our reverence for the liigher qualities of our common 
nature, we had learned to distinguish betwetui the true and the 
false ; and, for most purposes oi deceit and impostui’o, such as 
are unblushingly practised upon tlie excellent of the earth — we 
had been ‘ too long at tlie diggings ! ’ 

‘Confound the fellow,’ said the Major one day, when we had 
had a lengthened discussion about liiin : ‘ he’s as good as a new 
novel, very nearly. Hut for him, and a torn copy of Adam 
Bede^ I should have been out of all intellectual rations — per- 
haps, taken to beei*and dominoes, btill (reflectively), he’s got 
one fault, a very bad one, in my experience of character, real 
and fictitious. L can’t call to mind a faultless hero, who hadn’t 
a screw loose somewhere, connected with the leading machinery, 

too. Now, our friend’s too d d perfect altogether. I’m sorry 

for it. But mark my words, Pole, there’s something to fiiui out 
about him. 

We, tiierefore, placed a percentage of our judgment, while 
basking in the sunshine, to the suspense account, so to speak, 
of Mr. Jack Bulder’s energy and capacity ; for, did he not 
splice our rope, much worn and not to be replaced, improvise 
an anvil and point out picks aftir hours, manufacture a superior 
kind of windlass witli a patent brake, and twice the ordinary 
power, besides fishing out a new auriferous gully, before 
Olivera, who, however, endorsed his judgment and took up a 
claim broadside on to us. This, of course, was after we had 
worked out our ‘ goldsmith’s wmdow ’ as the adjacent diggers 
christened it, and recommenced tb dig out another fortune. 
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Our firi5t claim possessed the very great advantage of being 
easy to work, besides being fabulously rich ; that is, tlie wash- 
dirt could be got out and treated with almost a titlie of the 
terrible work and loss of time necessary a,t poor old YaJ^-xla. 
So Jack and his brother, working all the time like Wjhroene- 
volent Trolls, with zealous emulation, it cam o to xhat we 
were clean woi’ked out and had sold iiie g^d-wTu of our claim 
to some new arrivals for ‘ a cool hundreHi,’ before many of oin’ 
neighbours at Greenstone Gully were half done with their 
‘ dirt.’ ^ > 

As may be easily imagined, this assimilation of the ‘ root of 
all evil ’ to tlie familiar tuber which merely iteods in ordinary 
seasons to be dug up and put in bags (^ours were chamois 
leather, to be sure), was not without its ellect upon society at 
large, civilised and uncivilised. 

llumour had caught up, magnified, and sent fleeing on the 
wings of the wind to every quarter of the globe, sensational 
inflations, gold coloured and rose liuf^l, until all Jhirope, Africfi, 
America, and even Asia, to tlie bounds of ‘ far Cathay,’ grew 
familiar with the gold farms on the hanks of tlie Oxley, where 
the crops were gatliercd all tlie year round ; where the streams 
trickled over treasure untold, and the very rocks were of virgin 
gold ! 

Our own astonishing successes, and, indeed, tfioso of number- 
less fellow-workers, could not fail to produce a violent commo* 
tion among the floating populations or the earth. But Aladdin- 
chamber inventories must have been sown broadcast to account 
for the tidal-wave of siranger hosts which now came rolling in 
upon tlie river flats of tlie Oxley. 

Not only did every colony of Australia, every province of 
New Zealand, send in, apparently, its able-bodied contingent, 
but Americans, Canadians, Germans, Frenchmen, Italians, 
Swiss, Cockneys and Highlanders, Scots and Irishmen, 
Spfiniards and West -Indian Creoles, arrved, apparently in 
shiploads. 

Moreover, and on tliis modern invasion our conscript fathers 
looked darkly and with sullen disapproval, long strings of 
Chinese, grotesquely attired, and lieavily burdened, came 
thronging along tlie well worn trail which led from the arterial 
highways of the coast. 

Simultaneously with the advance in. force of the great army 
of miners, an official camp had boon formed, where Captain 
Blake took up his headquai'ters, accompanied by Mr. Merlin, 
tlie sergeant, and a strong body of police, further reinforced a 
few days afterwards. 

The Commissioner, with military prevision, selected as a 
site a high bluff or point surrounded on three sides by the deep 
and rapid waters of the Oxley. A stout palisaded fence was at 
once run across the neck (a ^p'row one) on the side facing the 
diggings, thus forming a convenient paddock for the troop 
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horses, wliile, as a strategical position, it was capable of scien- 
tific defence, should the need ever arise. 

The tents were pitched, pending the erection of tiie necessary 
^"btiOdings, the horses let loose, the Captain’s dogs chained up, 
*the^^ 4 yon Jack flaunted on a sapling appropriate for a flag- 
staff, aud.|J^^rMajosty’s Government was fully represented. 

It was jy;)par3bt"^^n us that it would take the Commissioner 
and Mr. M( 3 rlin ‘ all their time,’ as the diggers phrased it, to 
keep the field in the same state of order and subjection as had 
obtaiiK^at Yatala. A better som-ojjlcicr tlian Sergeant Mac- 
Mahon xhey could not possibly have had. But, beside the 
•enormously incro*xsed population which now gave every sign of 
being massed upon the ground, there were other elements likely 
to be infused which might lead to revolt and disorganisation. 

On the first Satuiday afternoon, after having heard that the 
new Clerk of the Bench had arrived, we went to call upon him. 
He was also Mining Begistrar, Agent for the Curator of Intes- 
tate Estates, Begistrar of the Small Debts Court, Coroner, 
Commissioner for Affidavits, and the holder of several other 
minor offices, which are generally appemdages to the appoint- 
ment. 

We found him in the large tent which did duty as a court- 
house, of one corner of which he had possessed himself. Evi- 
dently not a ifian of method, he was surrounded with books 
and papbrs relating to his office, all in sucli a state of inextric- 
able confusion, that an average licensed surveyor (of all men, 
perhaps, most experienced in making a tent habitable and 
officially oUective) would have swooned on the spot. 

^Now then, w-w-what’s your name,’ he called out in a loud 
voice, without looking up, ‘don’t kc('p me w-w-waiting all 
d-d-day.’ 

The Major smiled- He looked up angrily. ‘ How d-d-dare 
you presume to l-14augh, sir, in Her M-m-ra-ajesty’s t-t-tent, 
sir, taking up the Q-g-government time? D-d-doii’t you know 
every minute of my t-t-tim<i’s worth a g-g-gui]iea ? ’ 

Tlie Major having by this time ext,racted his card, presented 
it, at the same time saying, ‘Mr. Bagstock, I believe, permit 
me to introduce my friend Mr. Pole.’ 

Mr. Bagstock gave one hurried glance at the card, stared 
wildly at us, then with a rax)id alteration of manner, got u}) and 
shook hands warmly with us. 

‘ D-d-dolighted to see you, Pm sure. Charlie Grant- b-b l)est 

f-f-fellow in the world — s-s-said you were out here. W-w- wrote, 
I believe. Live near this p-p-pandemonium ? ’ 

‘We live in it,’ said the Major : ‘we’re familiar demons.’ 

‘ But wh-wli-what do you d-d-do, then ? ’ 

*Dig,’ I saidi^ ‘and are not badly paid for it just at present/ 

‘ Regular miners ? ’ said our new acquaintance, still wonder- 
ingly. ‘Good God! you don’t so. Got one of th-these and 
all?’ Kero he pointed to a booknf Miners’ Rights, upon which 
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li© had been scribbling names as fast as he conlcl write before w© 
came in which accounted for his unconventional reception. 

This he explained as we talked afterwards, during which 
conversation he showed himself a most amusing man of 
world. His habit of stammering was so repeatedly iis^/ul in 
giving point and accentuation to his witticisms, that ^/puoub ted 
.seriously as to whether it was natural or as.3\inft^ " 

A vein of eccentricity, amounting to recklessness, pervaded 
his character, which I thought could either be accepted by the 
mining population as legitinuite humour and pleasantrv, or bo 
seriously disapproved of, and so lead to the severance dr oilicial 
relations. « 

He freely confided to us his views as to the performance of 
his duties, as well as his general ojiinion as to tlie best mode of 
treating the heterogeneous population with whicli lie was brouglit 
into contact. 

‘ F-f-f-irmness, my dear fellow, and k-k-kccping them in tlieir 
p-p-p-laotjs ; depend upon it that’s the 1-1-lino to take, and cut 

s-s-short ail their d d t-t-tcchnical details.’ 

‘ Hulloo ! what is it ^ Ex-c-c-cuso me i\T-m-major ’ 

Here a burly digger advanced with a document carefully 
folded up in liis hands. 

‘Ai'e you the gen’lman as takes tlie haiferclavysF 
* C-c-certainly; all I can g-g get 

‘Well, Mr. Cramp said as I was to make rny haflerdavy afore 
you, where you see my mark liere, as I was the owner of these 
town allotments in Jlathurst.’ 

‘All r-r~riglit, s-s-swe.ar away.’ 

Here ho looked around for the official Bible, wliicli ought to 
Iiave been within reach, but which was probably buried under 
some of the piles of papers, books, foians of summons, warrants, 
informations, etc., which lay around as if in upheaval a corner 
of a stationer’s shop had fallen in just theme- 

Not seeing it he continued : ‘ This is youy signature, and tlie 
contents of this affidavit are t-t-true, so h-h-help you God. 
Half a guinea ! ’ 

The man looked rather confused and uncertain, but produced 
the coin, and then said, ‘ I didn’t see no Bible, sir ? ’ 

‘ N -n-never mind. K-k-kiss the book when you g-g -get homo ! ’ 
Overawed by the authority and impressiveness oi Mr. Bag- 
stock’s manner, the miner, not one of the pestilent educated 
sort, departed, and we only awaitc'd'his sate clearing out to 
laugh heartily. 

‘ Allow me to congratulate you upon your mvoir-faire' said 
the Major with much politeness ; for a newly-landed ofEcijn.1, 1 
don’t recollect seeing your ©gual.’ 

Bagstock confronted us with a face of absolute gravity. 
‘Where do you s-s-suppose I should be if I d-d-didn’t cut 
short these f-f-fellows’ trilling, objections. C-c-can’t waste tho 
G-g-government time, you kiiow.' 
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TJiore was a humorous twinkle in his eye as he said this, 
which nearly set us ofF again ^ but his command of feature was 
ajl^fect. So, arranging for him to dine witli us and Olivera on 
the'^j^lowing day, and promising to send a guide to the camp 
befor^^ic appointed hour, we took our leave. 

* By Major, ‘ our friend will citlier be a dis- 

tinguished ornamenl?to the service, or he will be mentioned in 
‘such a way in Blake^s despatches tliat the Government will re^ 
quire his services at Bourke or Wilcannia without delay.’ 

‘1 do^t know cabout that,’ I said. ‘ He lias plenty of “pluck 
and assurance,” as Deucliatel said the other d?iy, and foreseeing 
rather wild times* I incline to the belief that lie will develop 
into a celebrity.’ 

‘Talking of distinguished people,’ .said my companion, ‘I 
heard one of these Victorians, who are arriAung in such iiordes, 
address Jack Bidder familiarly by a dill'erent naine. The man 
evidently knew him well. He acknowledged him, but little more, 
and went on with his Avork. He looked up afterwards and said 
something about “ a purser’s name being handy now and then 
in this country.” ’ 

‘ What did the fellow call him 'I ’ 

‘Dawson, I think ; not his own name, at any late.’ 

‘ It can’t matter to us,’ I said ; ‘ ho may have married, and 
since he was on the diggings, as the men say, and have reasons 
not alTecring his general character for not Avislring to be brought 
back under a Avarrant, to answer a charge of maintenance. 
8uch things happen now and then. Look at Wi^sterimin’s case.’ 

‘I am surpris(id to hear a man of your higli moral tone talk 
in that way,’ said the Major sarcastically. ‘ No, I don’t think 
our accomplished friend, somehow, fears Diat tliclloweTy fetters 
of matrimony may resoh^e themselves into prosaic liandcuds ; 
but I am convinced he has reason to dread sonK‘- erhii 
or other. In spite his ceaseless work— -and he is the devil, 
bon (liable if you will, at that — he has a restless look. And 1 
A\^ouldn’t give very heavy odds that he doesn’t drink.’ 

‘Why, he neA^er touches anything,’ said I greatly astonished. 

‘ Bad sign,’ replied the Major, ‘ very bad ; tliat is the reason 
why I think so.’ 

Our speculations, were, however, confined to our own brea.sts. 
In the daily increasing rout and turmoil of the greatest con- 
course of people ever gathered together upon (temporarily) the 
richest goldfield in Australia, it did not appear to matter much 
about private character, more than upon the moral standai’d 
reached by any given soldier in a decisive battle. 

Our time was much taken up with our own highly exciting 
work, for which Ave were still rcAvarded beyond our most 
sanguine expeclmtions. As all the early comers were similarly 
successful, and as it Avas from time to time requisite to defend 
one’s ground against aggressive grangers, ignorant of mining 
or, apparently, any other laws, there was absolutely no leisure 
. L 
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whatever. The Coninnssioner rode his horses almost to death, 
Imving to decide so many hundreds of cases on the ground daily; 
and though rapid and decisive as usual, the immense population " 
of the held, witli its daily multiplying gold areas, 
every moment of dayliglit, and still left a margin /Tr' small 
disputes undisposed of. 

It was in one of those where our new ma\e (listinguished him- 
self by prompt action peculiar to himself. One afternoon wo 
discovered that four unprepossessing -looking strangers had 
pegged out a corner of our claim, and were proceeding to sink 
thereon, under tlie pretext that we lield more tlian our proper 
quantity, a,nd that there was ‘ sj)are ground between us and tlie 
next claim/ It was niendy a pretext, as we knew, but annoy- 
ing, as it might bo a week or two now before the Commissioner 
could come down and adjudicate. Before which time, iis the 
ground was shallow, these fellows might have their shaft down, 
and commence to rob us in daylight. 

It must be explained that so ricli was tlie yield of gold at 
this particular gully, every foot of ground repmsented no in 
considerable sum. A certain number of superficial feet only 
was allotted to each miner by tlie regulations. If he, working 
separately, or his ]iarty collectively, occupied more than the 
legal allowance, any otlier miner, making the jliscovery, miglit 
take possession of it, as ground iiold in excess, and if he proved 
his case it was allotted to him by the Commissioner. 

Hence, in rich loi^alities, it was oustoinary for men to go 
round the claims with a tape line carefully measuring the areas, 
if tliey discovered a sutheient quantity of ground ‘held in 
excess,’ barely sufficient to sink a shaft upon, they made a 
practice of taking possession of it. In some cases tliey managed 
to work these fragments of claims, and secure a portion of the 
general ti’casuro ; in ot hers they eficcted a compromise, and sold 
out their titles to the original holders. Tliis was not held to be 
a manly or reputable course of conduct by the miners generally, 
and, indeed, was chiefly adopted by the loafers and scamps of 
the goldlield. But, on tlie otlier hand, no miner had any right 
to take up more ground than he was legally entitled to, and if 
he was thereby damaged it was his own fault. 

We however, and also Olivera, had always been scrupulously 
careful to measure accurately our due and lawful quantity, 
holding it for the reasons recited wrong and inexpedient to do 
otherwise. We were, therefore, convinced that the attempted 
occupation was only an impuaent struggle for blackmail, by 
forcibly encroaching on our claim. 

The Major and I liad resisted by all means, short of personal 
violence, this invasion of our rights, and were engaged in a 
stormy altercation with the leading man of tfie party, a tall, 
fair-bearded, dissipated-looking personage. He affected an 
American accent, but was ^/idently one of those pernicious 
scoundrels, known as ‘ whitewashed Yankees,^ who having been 
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a few years in the States, neiko the fact ;ui excuse for irnital ln’,^ 
the al legged license of the worst class of American rowdies. 

.‘ Now, look here, mister/ he was saying wlion. the two brothers 
‘ye don’t alloAV, I guess, that we’ve come all the way 
from B(/'ar Valley to let you ih*itishers freeze on to every likely 
gulch you c&riTi'r!-7:"kt>to inark out on this all -tired rich plac('r. 
No, sirree. .1 reckon there’s a smart chance of one handy now, 
and hyar goe,s my peg/ 

Suiting the action to ilui word, he raised a stout pointed 
sapling eiisi and prepared to drive it into the earth. At tlie same 
lyoment Jack Ihikler wdth his bi’other doe app(‘aied on tlui 
scene, having botfi stripped to their working clothes for the 
shift. 

Walking rajndly up, the eld(H‘ la’otluu' a])])eiii‘ed to have fully 
comprehended tlui situation, and backe<l np sturdily hy Joe, w^as 
evidently ready to carry out tnine or the Major’s order. Tn the 
moment lui cast eyes upon the tall man his mariner changed 
suddenly and remarkably. 

He rushed foiwvard and, for a moment, his (;yi‘S glared at the 
.stranger with an expression of hate, loathing, ami wrath un- 
speakable, almost demoniac in intensity, wliicli distorted his 
whole countenarice. The direst eartlily tragedy could furnish 
no fitter exposit ^m. 

Hi'S enemy — for such he w^as, doiibth.-ss, and tluj feud was not 
of yesterda^y — gazed at him with an air of dee‘p>ost surprise, 
mingled with dismay. 

‘So it’s you ? blast you !’ he hi.ss(.-d out, ‘tided! and Injtrayer 
that you arc* hasn’t the eaiTli swallowed ,you up yet? Drop 
your peg ana clear wdiile you can. Why should 1 have your 
blood on my head 1 curse you ! You woirt ?--t}i(uj ’ 

Wholly dominated, as it seemed, by unconti'ollable, findous 
passion, and, indecHl, hardly giving his antagonist time to do 
anything, who stood speechless, still holding the peg, John 
Eukler dasluMl in updn him with the agility of a panther, and 
with scarcely less ferocity. 

Pushing aside with ids right hand the slake ludd cudgel- 
fashion as if it had been a walking-eane, lie struck the stranger 
such a blow with his left as only an Jlnglisliman, early trained 
by the village lanista, can inflict. Down wont tlio man prone, 
without sense or motion, and his antagonist stood beside 1dm 
for one moment grinding his teeth and loolcing at the bleeding 
face, as one who hesitated whether he should follow up his 
natural instincts and stamp the life emt of Ids foe as he lay 
beneath his feet. 

At the same instant Joe Buldcr walked forward and in a sort 
of mechanical nyinner knocked^ down the man nearest to him. 
All conflict being highly contagious, tlie Major and I advanced, 
upon which the others of the invading party threw up their 
hands with a gesture of disavowSi, and declined the combat, 
temporarily. 
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^ You seem father hot property, mates/ said the more respect- 
ablo-loohing one of tlie twain. ‘Fm not agin a friendly round, 
when everything’s agi’eeable ; but it strikes rne there’s 
enough rough and tumble for one morning. Yanke^'^Jake 
brought us here ; he said he knowed the ropes, and itVas the 
regular thing to go in and jump a bit of we’d never 

get none.’ 

‘Well, now that you’ve discovei’cd tliat it’s a highly irregular 
thing/ said the Major, ‘perhaps you’d oblige me by clearing out, 
and taking Mr. Yankee Jake with you, alive or dead. He looks 
like the last,’ 

That distinguislied individual not being quite dead, slowly 
ra/ised liirnself and looked around with an air of deadliest 
malice at Ids foe, ivho stood near him, as if with wrath unsated. 

‘ Get up,’ he said, ‘you hound, and take your rotten carcass 
out of rny sight. Why don’t I drive my knife into you and 
make an end of it ? It’s almost worth while.’ 

Jack looked so tigerish, as he glanced at the bh^cding wretch, 
laying his hand upon the .sheath-knife which, sailor fashion, he 
always wore at his l)elt, tliat the man hastily, though with diffi- 
culty, arose, and, assisted by his mates, limped off tlic claim 
towards the place where their buTidles lay. Before finally 
departing the tall man turned tow.^'ds us, and with a face 
hardly human in its expression, bleeding and distorted as it was, 
groaned out, 

‘ 1 owe you another for this, Ballarat Jack -d’ye hear? and 
I’ll pay it yet, as sure as my name’s Jake Ohallerson.’ 

The man whom lie addressed made no answer, but with his 
hat over his eyes, and his breast still heaving with suppres.sed 
jiassion, passed into his tent. The only practical aTiswer to the 
menace was that of Joe Bulder, who, tearing up their pegs, flung 
them after the retn^atiiig party. ^ 

There was no ulterior consequence to this rather serious 
affray, such as would on the morrow, ajf surely as it dawned, 
have taken place at Yatala. But the enemy, for reasons of their 
own probably, did not invoke tlie aid of the civil power, Th(i 
police had their hands full of criminal cases and matters of more 
pressing import. And the Coinrnissioner, when he heard of it, 
said he wished to heaven that other miners would take example 
by Pole and party, and not bother him about every trumpery 
jumping dispute. 

We were not sorry to be done with our dispute on such easy 
terms, having had enough of law to last us our lives. Jack 
appeared to have done the right thing at the right time, as 
usual ; still we could not help being impressed by the exagge- 
rated ferocity which he had exhibited in liis enf ounter with the 
tall stranger. 

‘ Those men were ohl miners, that was plain enough,’ said the 
Major, ‘and foes of no ordinary degree. 1 never saw mortal 
look more like a demon than Jack Bulder did after he had 
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kwocked the fellow down : and he did drop idni, like a bullock. 
Never saw a straighter blow, fair in the luoutli too. He won’t 
:;-^at^or talk “worth a cent,” as he would say himself, for some 
come.’ 

‘ AnSithat rufhan hates him with no ordinary hatred eithcu*,’ 
I said. ‘ I wa^g^hat it is all about ? ’ 

‘ Mmt have bcena woman mixed up with it,’ mused the Major, 
Nvith grim certainty ; ‘no real heJl-brotli without her linger in 
it, trust me.’ 

‘ Fooh,^}Ooh, Major, you’re too hard upon the sex, altogether. 
Diggers quarrel about scores of things, apart from any question 
o*f that sort, as we'know.’ 

‘ Quarrel, perliaps. But there is that kind of feud between 
those two men, if I mistake not, tliat only blood will quench, if 
opportunity serves. M^iat did that scoundrel mean by calling 
him Ballarat Jack, too? Anything to do with the stockade 
alfair V 

‘ Shouldn’t wonder; but there were lots in it as well if lie was 
tliere. He doesn’t talk much about liis Victorian experiences, 
I notice. By the way, liow’s Olivera ? 

‘Well, 1 believe he’s done rather better than usual for him. 
His party g;ot £500 out of their last claim, which will about jiay 
wages and soine^liing over. This is the hfth claim he lias been 
in since lie came here, and the first in wliich he has seen the 
colour. Isn’t it wonderful ? But I have known cases like it,’ 
continued the Major, ‘tliongli rarely wliero the seeker was so 
persevering and scientific as our friend here. However, if tlie 

f old holds out, his luck mud turn some day. No one c\^er 
new the red to turn up for more than a f certain niimlier of 
times.’ 

‘I suppose he’ll be all laght if the gold holds out, but a few 
years at this rate will see it out.’ 

‘ //c says another *generatioi I won’t, nor another after that,’ 
replied the Major, ‘that it’s mathematically demonstrable.’ 



CHAPTER XA 

While these minor events liad been but ruffling the tide of 
time — all me ! what niero rijiples upon the shoreless sea are all 
our lives, our deaths, all fateful agony between ! — the great 
goldseeking multitude had swelled by constant influx to the 
population of a province. 

Thei'e was no hill or dale wdthin miles of the Commissioner’s 
tents but was covered with tents and huts. The forest was 
crowded with grazing horses and working oxen. At night the 
vast illuminated area resembled an army em^aniped, an illusion 
to which the not infrequent rattle, as of musketry, as the 
miners discharged their lirearins and loaded afresh, lent a 
reality. 

When, in addition to the legitimate mining population, it was 
known that by far the greater number of the bad characters 
and escaped criminals from all the colonies had flocked hither 
in aid of whatever contingent might arrive from foreign sources, 
it may bo guessed what a task lay before the officials in main- 
taining order and good government. 

Certainly, trifling reinforcements had iirrived, in the shape 
of more police, as also a couple of sub' commissioners, who, 
under Captain Blake's guidance, adjudicated in the less im- 
portant cases wliich now arose in endless succession. 

An escort, duly organised, left the camp weekly, with such an 
amount of gold stowed away in iron-bound lioxes as would have 
gone far to induce the buccaneers in old Morgan’s day to have 
landed at Sydney and marched across the continent for the 
express purpose of securing it. All things were apparently 
working fairly well in groove and gear, yet were there not 
wanting signs that awoke doubt in tlie minds of those who, 
like us, had for long years ‘followed the diggings.’ 

* Strangers and pilgrims,’ of all kinds and castes, were now 
so common that we should not have been a whit surprised to 
see the Cham of Tartary or the Sandjiack^of Bosnia, each 
attended by a select body-guard in chain -mail, ride down 
Regent Street, as our main^ arterial tliorougbfare, miles long, 
and crowded on every foot of frontage with shops and dwell- 
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ings, was designated. Nothing was Tnore common than to see 
tourists, whose every expression of speech and apparel showed 
*heir total walit of connection with the community, appear ami 
.diSfc ppear after a short sojourn with magic suddenness. 

Oii^-^Sunday morning, resting fi*om our labouis, the Major 
and I 'were. enjoying the rare luxury of a little 

causerie with th(^P?^mmissioner and his subalterns, when we 
'remarked four horsemen i)assing tlie outer edge of the palisades 
towards a track which led adown and across a ford in the river. 

Not ojclinary bushmen, they were sufficiently near the type 
to be recognised as Australians by people of our experience. 
Their lounging setit upon their horses, yet with a cer’tain air of 
litheness and instinctive ease not so observable in riders of 
European birth, settled the question in our minds. More than 
one wore the loose cloak or wrap of stout woollen cloth, now 
commencing to be in common use, borrowed from the wild 
horsemen of the Pampas, and lumce known as ‘ponchos.’ 
Another peculiarity wliicli did not escape our notice was, the 
unusually high quality of the horses they rode. 

‘Come here, sergeant,’ said the Captain, motioning to that 
veteran, who at a short distance w\‘is intently observing the 
‘did you ever see any of those fellows before 1 1 don’t 
like the look of them. I)e])eud upon it, they are after no good.’ 

The sergeant saluted with duo precision, and, staiuling very 
erect, thus delivered himself — 

‘ Well known to the police, (laptain, every mother’s son of 
them! Tlie man on the black liorse is Fi’a?ik Lardner. Tlie 
big man next him is Ben Wall, one’s a Victorian native, the 
otlier hails not far from Ycdden Mountain ; both have been uj) 
for ca,tt]o and horse stealing, “done time,” too. I don’t see 
O’Bourke. 'Fhere’s Gill>ert Hawke and young Daly— dangerous 
characters, the whole lot.’ 

‘And can’t you d*d-do anything t-t-to them V said Mr. Bag- 
stock. ‘ L“l-lock ’em up or anything as a c-c-caution ; i^our 
encovrager l-l-J-les autre.% you know.’ 

‘No cliarge against any of them at present, eli S(‘rgeant?’ 
said tlie Commissioner. ‘ No warrant 'I ’ 

‘Not so much as a summons, Captain, or sureties for the 

r eace — or it would be a grand cluince entii-ely to take the lot. 

know whei*e they’re going to-night; and I’m as s\ire as we 
stand here that there’s some villainy in the wind, if we could 
only get to liear of it in time.’ 

‘ P-p-preveniion’s better than c-c-cure,’ said Mr. Bagstock, 
oracularly. ‘I should 1-1-lay them by the h-h-lieels now, before 
they’ve d-d-done any tiling.’ 

‘Must act legally, my dear fellow,’ said the Commissioner, 
smiling ; ‘ we c^’t go beyond a I’easonablo amount of benevolent 
despotism in a British colony, ’i'lio law must be respected, and 
the liberty of the subject.’ 

‘What’s the g-g-good of their being s-s-subjects, if you 
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c-c*caii’t take away their liberty ? ^ argued the advocate some- 
what before his age, of the yet undeveloped Jingoism. ‘ L-l-lock 
’em up ii-n-now. Commissioner, all for their g-g-goodJ 

As we thus discussed their characters and prospects, %^wn. 
of the road brought the free companions in fi’ont of wliiire we 
were standing. One and all looked steadilv^-aii 43ur group ; 
the leading horseman, indeed, touching his^lial) in a natural and 
unstudied way as they rode by. I could not but admire, after 
a fashion, the well-knit muscular figures, the keen, alert, hunter- 
like appearance of tliese ] )robable bandits. The careles| 3 rabandon 
of their horsemanship gave them a kind of picturesque air not 
wholly devoid of romance, and I wished them from my heart a 
better fate. 

^ M oritur i te salutant^ O Proconsul!^ murmured the Major. 

‘ I suppose ail these fellows will be sliot or hung witliin the next 
year or two.’ 

‘ Very highly probable, indeed,’ answered Blake. ‘ And before 
that desirable event takes place, it will have cost the lives of 
better men. It is a thousand pities I can’t take Bagstock’a 
advice. In some countries tliat I have been in there would 
have been a way of managing a lettre de cachet for such 
known desperadoes.’ 

‘I suppose trial by jury and all that kind , of thing agrees 
best with the British constitution in tlie long run,’^said the 
Major, ‘but depend upon it there’s nothing like martial Law at 
a pinch. The time may come when we sliall be glad to resort 
to it here.’ 

‘Things are not so bad as all tluit,’ said the Commissioner. 
‘Bather a serious row between the Donegals and the (k)rnish- 
men on the South Lead last Sunday night. I hear two of them 
and one of the Cousin Jacks were nearly killed outright. We 
shouldn’t have allowed that at Vatala. But here we have a 
surplus population. 1 ’erliaps they’ll reduce''it in their own way.’ 

‘Things are not going on as well as Blake thinks,’ said the 
Major, as we strolled homeward. ‘Ho has had great luck in 
holding down dillicult populations, I grant. But his bridge 
may break with him some day, and it is as likely to be here as 
anywhere.’ 

‘That other inspector of police that came over to stay a 
week or so last month, said he believed all the “ cross boys of 
all the colonies were congregated here : that tliore was bound 
to be a row — by which ho meant a revolt, I sui)pose — and that 
nothing, in his opinion, could prevent it.’ 

‘They can’t hurt us if we’re not slain outright, like Sir 
Albany Fetherstonhaugh in the old border ballad by hard- 
riding Dick Clym o’ the Cleugh, and the rest. Our gold is pretty 
regularly transmitted by escort. They won’t rob that, I suppose.’ 

‘Why notl’ I said. ‘You don’t suppose they have any 
particular delicacy about stof/^iing that or any other drag with 
treasure aboard 1 Fellows like those we saw to-day would be 
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an ugly lot to meet in one of those narrow rocky gaps, as they 
call tliem, over the line of ranges.’ 

‘ Not pluck enough,’ said the Major. ‘ Horse - stealing and 
J^-lifting are their favourite pastime, but standing before a 
police rifle, or a brace of revolvers held moderately straight, is 
not in the litm^oLij^e native-born Australian brigand.’ 

‘ I hope you are a true prophet ; but I hold a ditferent opinion. 
These fellows, all unused to warfare as of course they are, ar‘e 
never averse to stand a shot or tw^o for value received. But, 
like alb^ustralians, when tempted to work or light, they believe 
^that the risk should not be disproportioned to the gain.’ 

‘All the vices" must be here by this time,’ mused the Major. 
‘Even a modest assortment of the virtues is about to join us- 
ft’om Warraluen, they say, even. The reefers, tliougli on good 
gold there they say, are so worked on by the marvellous talcs 
of the South Lead hero, that they arc nearly all leaving in a 
body, headed by your friend Black Ned. Have you seen Mal- 
giade yet ’ 

‘ No, I heard of him though. He hasn’t been here long, lie 
camps down at that flat where those fellows wc saw near the 
camp were making for. He and Poynter ai’o working together, 
they say, and that big fellow with the whiskers, Harry tleflerson. 
He kec])s the 1,’ick and I’ati public-house, and it’s a I’cndezvous 
for all the liorsc tliieves, homicide.s, and mixed ruflians on this 
side of the country. Blake told Merlin lie ought to make a raid 
there some day ; that it was a regular Alsatia.’ 

‘There’s something in the air i’m convincc^d. Wo shall heiir 
news before long. There’s a lot of these foreign fellows about 
that were at the Ball;iraf stockade. Joe Buldor says, too, there’s 
a good deal of grumbling about the Chinamen.’ 

‘ It seems they have been moi)i)ing up some rich surfacing, 
and rather anticipated the EiiropeaTi minors, wdio didn’t like it.’ 

‘Didn’t they, indeed ! ’ said the Major sardonically. ‘Well 1 
must say that for K nice, peaceful appointment, involving no 
special anxiety, or vexed questions of law or equity, commend 
me to tlie post of Commissioner on a large newly broken out 
goldfield.’ 

‘ I agree with you most thoroughly,’ I replied. ‘ ^J'aking the 
character of the population, tlie ceaseless complaints and dis- 
putes, the accidents and oflences, the utter impossibility of 
foreseeing in wliat consequences the smallest ground of dis- 
satisfaction if left unsettled may result, the complicated 
criminal and social raniiflcations underlying the wliolo fabric, 
on my honour, if I had a favouriiti enemy and could ensure his 
doing his work conscientiously, I would beseech 

‘ The Fiend, to whom belongs 
The vengeance duo to all our wrongs,* 

to pivBsent him with tlie appointment.’ 
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It. seems unnecessary to state that nearly all our Yatala 
friends and acquaintances, as ^vell as numberless strangers, 
were now located liere. 

Some of the streets were so full of well known names^'d 
faces that it appeared as if a portion of our old gold town hacfueen 
lifted up bodily by a genie, as in the Arab^g^NighU^ and 
dropped softly down upon the banks of the tjiiey. 

In all the earlier gold settlements, only those who had very 
good interests to represent stayed bcihind. As for Cyrus, he 
used to send disconsolate and wonderfully spelled le^prs, be- 
wailing liis lot at liaving to remain at a place where lie could 
neither work nor play, where he had nothing to do but watch' 
a shaft, and where there was now no more chance of a horse 
race than there was of a circus in a tca-tinc scrub. He had a 
good mind, he said, to chuck up the whole thing and make 
tracks for the Oxley. 

Not only friends but foes had naturally been borne in on 
the resistless wave of the exodus. Malgrade and Isaac Poyiiter, 
having joined unto them div(irs other evil spirits worse than 
tliemselves, were pursuing their old courses, from tlie circum- 
stances of the place, with more unchecked license than of old. 
llioy had located tliemselves at a rich and strictly disorderly 
section of the goldlield, which had early gaiiKnl an unenviable 
notoriety. More than one violent deatli had occurred there. 
Missing men, known to have left for town with gold, had never 
again been seen alive. A wild humorist, had complimented it 
with the suggestive title of ‘ M urdei ers’ Flat.’ And, someliiow, it 
had not lost the ominous name. Here were congregated, con- 
fessedly, the more lawless s[)irit3 of the jilace. Hither came 
outlaws from other colonies, over whose heads were warrants 
of apprehension certain to bo executed if once tluur identity 
were established. This was the cover drawn by tlie police 
when any criminal of distim^Hon was wanted ; and on such 
occasions Mr. Merlin and his troopers invariably looked care- 
fully to their arms, and neglected no precaution which might 
be necessary against surpiiseor resistance. 

‘ From information received,’ the siu’geant was enalded to 
inform Iiis sii))crior otHcer that here the four mounted men who 
liad passed the camp in the evonijig liad remained during all 
the preceding day and night ; that they had stabled their horses 
lit the hostelry of M r. Henry Joirerson, the Fic^k and Fan, where 
Malgrade had been seen in their comxmny, besides otlier marked 
men ; that in his, the informant’s opinion, ‘something good had 
been put up/ the nature of which benevolent enterprise he had 
not as yet been enabled to discover, 

‘So far, so bad,’ Mr. Mej‘lin condescended to remark. ‘It 
would have been something to the purpose if y\>u had got the 
least inkling of ivhat they were going to have a shy at. I could 
have told him that Lard neiy. Wall, and Gilbert Hawke had 
something on hand. Wliat it is we’re all in the dark a,bout. 
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What if we arrest the lot on suspicion of liorse-stealing. 111 
swear they never came lionestly by tlicir luomits.’ 

‘ Better wait,’ counselled the sergeant. ‘ They’re bound to 
IK at some new game before long.’ 

‘ tlow; do you know you’ll liave them then ? ’ demanded Mr. 
Merlin fierc^i-^Vhat with the confounded Donegal riots, and 
these infernal unmamen, coming over here like locusts; and 
the cursed dance-houses • and just half the police here we ouglit 
to have — the superintendent keeps one so devilish short of men 
—the Md is going to the devil ; and I expect everything and 
everyb^y will come to grief.’ 

Really, there* did seem to be some ground for Mr. Merlin’s 
slightly bilious deliverance. His order-loving soul was daily 
vexed by reason of tlie irregularities which he was obliged to 
condone, knowing full well, too, that aj)parent trilles were])rone 
to swell to dangerous dimensions 

Yet he relaxed not one jot or tittle of daily or nightly dili- 
gence ; every one under his command was kept at the utmost 
tension of discipline possible to mortal man. 

We, in a general way, thouglit that the greater concourse of 
adventurers massed together from so many diilhrcmt sources 
might, under unfavourable conditions, drift towards disadection 
a,nd I’twolt. But gold, tlu^ universal lul)iicator, was available 
in any/juantily in those flush times, and to its etlicacy we and 
all the moderates were fain to trust. 

Truth to tell, we did not trouble ourselves (lo('])]y concerning 
the social life of the goldfields, or those dilliculties which might 
beset a conscientious police ollicer in the discliai’ge of his duties. 
We were sufficiently heedless of tlie morrow to disi'egard the 
future of the portion of Australia in which we found ourselves. 
Wo felt a benign trust in those who might come after. As long 
as we were not robbed or murdered — contingencies against 
which wo felt toft)rably certain of defence--- wo left all other 
considerations to fcitc and tlie lesser providences. 

Then our daily labour was engrossing, its compensation pro- 
fuse and exciting. If we could only manage to liold on, filling 
our pails at the golden spring which welled up so plentifully, 
all Australia miglit revert to a state of pliocene plasticity for 
anything we ca,red. 



CHAPTER XVi 

It is stmnge to note — stranger still to attempt to reason out 
the cause why, witli sueli api)areTit niifaii-ness, tlio gifts of 
fortune are in this world bestowed. Nowlicre is the anomaly 
more glaring than on a goldfield. The widest divergence there 
apparently obtains between tlie abstractly just and the actual 
disposition of the ])rizes so long concealed by jealous Nature. 
The abstcjnious cultured toiler, careful for an absent wife and 
poorly-provided family, is steei^ed in endless ill-luck ; while the 
bacchanal, the spendthrift, aye, the felon sliedder of innocent 
blood, drives his ])ick into the golden heap at will. Who can 
reconcile these contradictions of circu instance with the eternal 
verities 'i 

Thus, in despite of all moral obligations, and with but little 
apparent regard for the doctrine of compensation, the claims 
immediately around Murderers’ Flat, unenviable locale as it 
might seem, yielded marvellously. Excepting the original 
‘ J ewellers’ Point,’ there Avas no richer spot on the whole field. 
The })riz e-fighters and ^forcats,’ bufglars and bushrangers, who 
were said to be in a majority thereabouts, secured lawful gains 
of such value in a few Aveeks as should ha,vo converted tliem to 
virtuous ways their Avhole lives after. 

So it might well have been. J5ut the cliief result of the 
wondrous gold spring, hero so easily tapped, was a saturnalia 
comprehending^ a succession of terrible orgies, such as OA^en in 
the darkest prison days the land had never known. 

Here, fallen to tlie level of the dregs of liumanity, could 
Algernon Malgrade reside, careless of all things but of the huge 
gams which lie was apparently lieaping up ; Avhile associating 
and carousing in his hours of abandonment with the vilest 
offscourings of society. Here was Dolores to be seen flaunting 
in extravagant silks and loaded with jeAvellery. And here, 
urged on by the same fatal thirst for gold, did Edward Mprsley 
propose to settle afresh, bringing with him his ^vretched, de- 
spairing wife. 

Of this fresh shufliing of the^ards in the game of gold, amid 
the stakes of which my own life seemed so strangely commingled, 
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I was first informed by common rumour ; more accurately soon 
after by a letter from poor Jane herself. The miserable, teju’- 
stained missive ran— 

S 

‘How can 1 find words to loll you that my husband has determined 
to leave herc^jyijjlm Oxley, and, worse than all a thousand tinies, to 
keep an inn atUmir horrible place, Murderers’ Flat, of which I liave 
heard such dreadful tales. He says we ciin make a fortune in a year. 
But I know the sort of life I shall lead there, the insults I shall he 
exposed to, the daily degradation in which I shall ho compelled to share. 
I feel e than ever inclined to put an end to myself before this lust 
horror comes upo;) me. 1 have borne enough, too much, and I solemnly 
swear that I wdll ‘not consent to live there, whatever he may order mo 
to do. If you wish me to keep this wretched life uneiidcd i)y my own 
hands, help me to get a passage home to England, dear, blessed old 
England — tlio very name makes mo weep, how bitterly God only knows I 
You said you would do what you could for me — do this, the last and 
greatest kindness you can ever do for me, Ilcreward Bole, if you think the 
life worth saving of your most miserable, despairing friend, Jank.’ 

This wjis an appeal to which 1 could not i-emain deaf, unless 
I had had. power to change my whole mental constitution. 
Whatever might be the consequences — and i foresaw some that 
were unplcastyit, not to say dangerous and damaging, situated 
as I was— I was in honour bound to perfomu tlie service re(|uired 
of me. -Mad i not done so, I should have for ever regarded 
myself as basely selfish, cold-hearted, unworthy. Prudence 
^tfongiy strove with m(‘. in my cooler moments. P>ut had I listened 
'to her dictates, I should ever Jiave known inwardly that I liad 
consulted my safety, so to siicak, at tlie expense of every feeling 
of manhood, every tliought of honour. I could not do it. I 
wrote at once to tlie forlorn crea,tui'e to say that I would do 
what she wislied : in the meanwhile I counselled prudenco, and 
promised that 1 w'5uld at once take stops to carry out a plan 
for her escape, which I sketched out. 

It involved, of course, no trifling saciutice on my part, but 1 
threw all such considerations to the winds. TIh'. die was cast. 
There was nothing more to be said, I immediately sot about 
my pi’cparations tor going down to Sydney. Of course I ex- 
plained matters to the Major, a iireliminary stage whicli I rather 
dreaded. He heard me Avith an ominous sihiuce. Then lie thus 
delivered himself — 

‘I don’t say you haven’t acted generously, my dear fellow : 
it was very kind of you, and so on, but women are such con- 
founded fools and so difliimlt to deal with, particularly when 
they belong to otlier people, that i shouldn’t like to bet that 
you live to repent your good nature.’ 

‘ I shall nefor do 1 said, ‘ whatever liappens.’ 

The next thing nece.ssaiy was to arrange for my journey by 
coach to Bydney, and, in this reg%iect, fortune appeared to favour 
me. . Mr. Bright, the Bank of New Holland manager, happened 
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to be going down at the same time. He hacl applied to the 
Commissioner to go down Avith the escort, a privilege which 
was on tliis occasion graciously extended to me. 

know you’re a good game shot, Pole,’ he said. ‘ I 
shoot at Windaroo pigeon match when you boat Heatlifield. 
Bring tl)at navy revolver with you, and we match for 

all the bushrangers in tlie country. I always carry a brace of 
shooting sticks.” 

‘That’s all very well, but they miglit take a sitting shot at 
us, as O’Orady s fatlier did at the sub-shcrilK Fm not^o clear 
that the escort’s the best coach after a, 11. 'Jdiei’e’s a douce of a 
cargo tins time, I hear, and \v<i might drop in for “ ’i’hc Brigands 
of the Black Forest ” business.’ 

‘All the better sport,’ said the sporting financier, ‘’riioy 
wont catch me napping, J’ll be bound. And a bushranger’s a 
better mark than a blue rook, you must admit, Pole.’ 

‘ And a better shot, too, Captain,’ said I. ‘ I wouldn’t mind 
a ruffle with some of your volunteers, but these fellows mean 
business when they go on the war path. However, our passage 
is taken.’ 

The tirst escoiT tliat left tlie Oxley after our (tlaiin had 
washed up was an unusually rich one. Home of tlio otliers had 
taken advantage of tlie late rains to do likewise. The result 
was such an aggregation of tlie ‘root of ail evil’ as suFiced to 
set most of the unoccu])ied tongues on tlic ground wagging. 
In any other country, pcrha])s, the transit of twenty-seven 
thousand ounces of gold, worth niore than a liundred thousand 
pounds sterling, would have excited even more comment. But 
we had been so much used to seeing bags and parcels, lumps 
and handfuls of the precious metal handed about in dishes, tin 
pannikins, and other homely utensils, that we scarcely thought 
more of it as freight than of so much grain or potatoes. 

In the hearts of others, lioAvevci’, there y'ct lingered, doubt- 
less, covetous feelings and artful scliemes im>re or less feasible 
as to the illegal appropriation of what we held so lightly, one 
parcel of which would in foreign lands yield perliaps a life- 
long term of ease juid self-indulgence. 

Among the enfans perches of the great mining army were 
ahvays a score or two of well-known men, always ready to 
volunteer for a criminal forlorn hope, supposing the pr-ize to bo 
sufflciently tempting. 

The occasion of the escort leaving tlie police camp was one 
which always involved critical observation and local excitement. 
In every community there appears to he a distinct class, much 
of whose time is devoted to the examination of contemporary 
means of locomotion. Tliey congregate to watch the steamer 
arrive, the train depart, the coa<m come in, even** tlie omnibus 
roll heavily away with unfailing punctuality. At the Oxley, 
the coach arriving bespattered <#0r bedusted after the perform- 
ance of a long fast journey over bad roads, was a daily miracle 
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afc which, in despite of a sceptical age, the corps of observation 
never ceased to marvel. But the gold escort, combining as it 
/^id the prestige of a ‘ stage ^ with the mystery of a treasure- 
• hbi^e, never failed to secure a yet larger and more representa- 
tive body of spectators. 

But that ijmljjgason.s of weight for visiting the metropolis 
at this particular ;)uncture, I should not have quitted my post. 
I did not like leaving the bar<]ue V)e£ore the anchor was down. 
1 was wise enough to know that any break in a la,l>ouror’s life 
makes return to steady work doubly dillicult. P>nt I was de- 
^temiincato an-ange if possible for the passage to Europe of my 
old friend and pl^^ymate. I wished to save her from tlie dark 
fate, the final degradation, in which 1 had seen others as fair 
and erst innocent-seeining, engulfed before now. It appeared 
to me in the light of a sacred duty to my old home life, my old 
associates. And 1 was determined to carry it througli at all 
hazards. 

On this occasion Mr. Ih’ight and 1 had froin Ca])tain Blak(^ 
what was esteemed a rai’c and highly valued ])rivilege on such 
occasions, namely, pci inission to ‘ travel by the escort,’ as iln^ 
phrase was, that is, upon the actual conv(‘.y.'ince which carried 
the treasure boxes. Natu)‘ally such a permit was not granttnl 
indiscriminate^; but from time to time a baidver, a govern- 
ment official, or, as in my case, any ivsident of the ])laco in 
whom the Executive had full confidence, was allowed to take 
Ids seat on the gohhui chariot. This equi])age was r(q)resented 
by a strong, heavily-built American conching waggon, wldcb, 
with relays of four-horse teams, carried rapidly, and in general 
safely, the spoils of the alluvial drifts'and quartz ledges. 

‘By Jove) you are a lucky hdlow, Pole,’ said the Commis- 
sioner, ‘to be able to travel by Her Maj(‘,sty’s private 'leonvey 
ance with a thousand ounces of your own gold on board for 
pocket modey wlieli you get to town. I sometimes think PH 
drop the service anid take to digging in good earnest. What 
do you say? I’m afraid it’s too late to buy into No. 4, or any- 
thing on the Sinbad Valh'v lin(‘. Bub just keep your eyes 
about you, Bright, when you are ])assing those confoundexl 
Eugowra Bocks. We’ve had a whisper that Jxirdner has been 

seen near Yedden Mountain, d n him ! You’re armed, of 

course ? ’ 

I touched my loft hip significantly. 

‘Of course. Too long in the country to ti-avel unloaded. 
Bright has his battery, I know. Well, hon voyage, Bemember 
me to the Chief if you see him. Tell liim I’m worked to death.’ 

A stranger must have augured favourably of the early habits 
of the Oxley population who had witnessed the crowd as- 
sembled at A.M. at the gate of the camp, at least half an 
hour before the depart ure of the escort. Certainly, the pure, 
fresh air of an Australian surni^er morn, dominating the stale 
and sickly odours of the tawdry bars and empty, dusty streets, 
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might liave seemod to some a sufficient reason. As the sun 
rose clear and ruby bright through the pale eastern pearl 
fringe, lighting up tlie sullen gorge of Eugowra, the frownin 2 ^ 
sombre mountain range, my heart rose as if in unison witl^^^me 
gracious aspect of Nature, and each purer, more elevated feeling 
seemed strengthened and exalted. How mystfijripusly invisible 
is the form of coming evil at certain season*’^ ;' how darkly soul- 
shrouding its very shadow at others. 

On tliis day, however, success and hope encom])assed me, 
bearing down all doubt and opposition. The Major yuid Joe 
came to see us off, and as I passed througli the ci’owd I was 
sensible of respectful and admiring criticism. 

‘That’s Harry Pole, of No. 4 Liberator, and the Viest claim 
on Greenstoiie atop of it,’ said an old Yatal/i shepherd, cliarrried 
to iiave tJie opportunity of explanation. ‘ Itichesb chiirn on the 
lead, but dis))uted. Got £20,000 in the bank, and two thousand 
ounces in that bloomin’ escort. Very awkward, ain’t it V 

‘ What’s lie want to go to town for 1 ’ queried a cynical 
listener, ‘What’ud you or I, mate, want to go to town for, 
supposin’ we washed up once a fortnight to that tune? Wants 
to have his ’air cut Paris-fashion, or to see the theayter, or leave 
his card on the Governor-General, may bo.’ 

‘ Don’t they n(‘\ I'r rob the escort ? ’ 

‘Well, not much they don’t, though [ wouldn t say, mind ye, 
as it mightn’t be done by men as ud stand a shot for a big 
touch. They’d have to work it to rights though. Here they 
come.’ 

At this moment the cam]) gales were opened, and the well- 
groomed, high conditioned tea,m, fed witli corn that cost a 
guinea a bushel, and with hay that was much dearer than loaf 
sugar ^t was a dry year and tlie cro])s were bad and grass 
there was none), plunged at their collars, and the heavy but 
well-hung drag rolled out. Tlie treasure boxes, to the number 
of half a hundred or more, were lifted out from Sergeant Mac- . 
Mahon’s room, and counted over carefully to the sergeant in 
charge of the escort. They were small, comi)act, and iron- 
bound, but judging by the way in which they were lifted, 
remarkably heavy for their size. 

On the box sat a senior-.scrgeant of police, a tall, slight, 
.soldierly-looking man, with a black beard which fell to his 
breast, and who handled the reins like one to whom such 
things were familiar. A trooper fully armed, with a Snider 
rifle between his knees in addition to the navy revolver at his 
belt, sat beside him. In the body of the drag, where I and Mr. 
Bright were accommodated with seats, were two more con- 
stables similarly armed. A couple of mounted men rode in 
advance, and as many a short distance behind.*^ Tlie distance 
was pretty accurately preserved, under all circumstances. 
These troopers carried short,* breech - loading carbines. Well 
mounted and admirably turned out, as to uniform and equip- 
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ment— for Mr. Merlin’s eye spared no slovenliness of dress on 
drill— they might have passed muster in any cavalry troop in 

• ^^lat distinguished official was there, of course, coldly ob- 
servant, and with such an air of guarded approval as caused 
every person c rngp^ ted with the equipage and service, from the 
gold-receiver, Semehnt^ MacMahon, to the last pair of mounted 
‘ troopers, to consider within themselves whether some detail of 
dress, duty, or deportment had not been left unperformed. 

‘ Bon my age, Bright ; good-bye, Pole; good-bye, Harry,’ were 
the last Tare wells that met my ear from the Major and the 
*crowd. ‘ Good lijjck and a jolly trip to you ! ’ And we were away. 

The weather was superb, my companion cheerful and amus- 
ing ; the roads, though occasionally precipitous, by no means 
painfully uneven. The occasion was apparently fortunate. Foj’ 
a while I fully realised the pleasantness of change and leisure, 
the cessation of the daily revolution of tlic gold mill, a machine 
which becomes as wearisome in time as all other monotonously 
coercive occupations. 

Unconsciously I commenced to dwell upon the still remain- 
ing obstacles to the homeward voyage, the contemplation of 
which, as too feverishly exciting, I always resisted. While at 
work, it had a tendency to unnerv'^e and unfit for this dull un- 
imaginative frame of dogged endurance which is labour’s truest 
ally, ^fow I could for a short time revel in the roseate tints 
and golden haze wherewith the great scene-painter, Fancy, em- 
bellishes the dingy properties of life’s dull stage. 

A few more months’ work, a few more washings up at the 

E resent most satisfactory rate of yield, No. 4 free from legal 
indrances, fairly gone «at, and, with tlie wages men we could 
afford to put on, worked out, the vein of auriferous drift would 
be quickly exhausted. Every square yard of it would be 
brought to the light of day, puddled, sifted, turned from gravel 
. to minted gold by the rude skill of the miner — that latter-day 
alchemist. 

Then, at last — would Fate permit such bliss ? — I should be 
in possession of a sum of at least fifty thousand pounds, per- 
haps even more. I should be firmly, indefensibly pcASsessed of 
that title to respect, which every man Iiolds who can point to a 
competence hewn by his own labour from the sterile, hard, at 
times adamantine quarry of labour. I should have done this 
almost literally. I should have disproved every word of dis- 
paragement that my enemies could have ever used against me ; 
have confirmed the faith of true friends ; have justified the 
sublime devotedness of my early love, ray peerless Ituth ; have 
^.arned the right to a future of dignified ease, if not of un- 
alloyed enjoyment. 

In the sophisticated methods of approval which hold good, 
in this our day, it may well be questioned whether a man does 
not r.eceive a larger meed of honour and respect who has been 
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simply the recipient of an ancestral hoard. Such lands, such 
wealth, such rank, represent, rateably, the labour and the 
prudence, the valour and the wisdom, it may well be but t^^ 
servility or the greed, of the dead men who have gone before. 
Their descendant, by no merit of his own, becomes the fortu- 
nate possessor not only of the lands and themQ^ey baps ; even 
by a curious fiction is credited with the p'S^^sion ot a large 
share of the valour and the intellect which he has but little' 
chance of displaying, and of which it may be he is wholly devoid. 
He may never have done deed or uttered speech which the 
humblest labourer on his estate could not have matdlfed. Yet^ 
in this Pantheon of false gods and outworp idols, men and 
women make obeisance, yet more lowly to the puppet of fortune 
than to tlie proved possessor of those qualities by which families 
are founded and races are ennobled. 

Be this as it might I had become sufficiently democratic 
under iny goldfields’ training to believe that as Hereward Pole, 
tJie returned Australian miner, I should be able to hold up my 
head in my own country to some purpose with the proceeds of 
No. 4 and the Greenstone Dyke trausraiited into a bank Vmlance. 
Even as an unknown adventurer of fairly decent appearance 
and manners, with my trusty cheque-book by my side, that 
modern Excalibur, I could hew my way to the notice of the 
Queen of the Tournament. But* though few knew, and fewer 
cared about such a matter of musty genealogy here, I was 
none the less Hereward Polo, a cadet of the ancient house of 
Shute, in honour and antiquity second to none of tht^ companions 
of the Norman conqueror. 

How the days would fly, after I had realised and gone to 
town on my final journey to take my passage by the first mail 
steamer ! What calm delight to. rest from work, even from 
thougjit, long dreamy day.s, gliding on the breezeless, languorous 
lied Bea, or, in glowing sunset hours, to watch the unresting 
surge at play on the long mysterious coast-line of Africa, 
anclentest land of wonder and of dread. Past all mortal 
visions of happiness would be that day of days, should it ever 
arrive^ ah me ! when the white cliffs, tlie emerald-green fields of 
long-lost, long-loved Albion would greet these desert-worn eyes ! 

Then would, indeed, heaven open for me — here below. I’hen 
would that whitest, purely radiant angel, gazing at me with 
the well-remembered, tender-glowing orbs of love . 

‘ Curse that infernal tree — right across the narrowest bit of 
the gap 1 , Wonder whether it blew down, or whether those 
Yedden Mountain ruffians put it there on purpose; blank, 
blank,’ objurgated the sergeant. ‘Jump out you two and take 
tlie axe ; we might shift it.’ 

Here was an interruption with a vengeaiUce. Brought 
down from realms celestial to this saddest sordid sphere, 
where fierce or grovelling pas^ons alternately debase hopeless 
humanity. 



CHAPTER XVII 

‘There^s sOiHething like a gun-barrel behind that spotted gum-’ 
tree,’ said Mr. Bright, who had dwelt in the bush in his youth. 

‘ ana I’ll swear I heard a horse stamp. Save your powder and 
aim low all, of you, whatever you do.^ 

‘ Look sharp, men 1 ’ growled the sergeant. A cross-looking 
chap, on a black horse, was seen hereabouts yesterday, with 
another man answering Gilbert Hawke’s description. If Darkie 
and his rider’s anywhere handy now, it will be rough work in 
this beastly gaj^ Good God 1 here they are. Close up, men, 
and defend the escort — stcadv — fire ! ’ 

As the word of command left the sergeant’s lips, a volley of 
firearms resounded, reverberating from each side of the rocky 
ravine, called The Gap, which we had a short time since 
entered. At tlie same time a body of nearly twenty men 
showed themselves from behind trees and rocks. 

I awake — my dream, how rudely shattered — to a full sense 
of my immediate surroundings. We were attacked by bush- 
rangers. The far-famed pass known as Eugowra Kochs had 
been picked for the scene of conflict. 

This now celebrated spot was on the saddle of a lofty granitic 
range of hills which intersected our road to the metropolis. A 
tedious ascenf led to a spot where the escort coach had just 
space to wind between the huge monoliths that reared them- 
selves frowningly in our path. The locality was densely wooded. 
No element was wanting for our discomfiture. A long stretch 
of gently descending ground led to the champaign below, where 
the road was easy and pleasant, without hill or wood to mar the 
path to the farthest horizon. 

We had all been looking forward to this reward of previous 
anxiety, yet destined never to reach it. All the men were 
masked and otherwise fully disguised. They had apparently 
lain in wait in this narrow defile. Now we knew whv our pro- 
gress had been Ibarred. The tree had been felled solely for that 
pu^ose. 

Our return fire was quicker thlln they could have calculated 
upon. • More than one shot told. It was not the first time I 
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had burned powder in earnest. Mr. Bright fired as fast and 
steadily as if he had been engaged in his favourite sport of 
pigeon -shooting. There was little time for observation, but.. I 
thought I recognised a figure that stole from behind a huge 
rock to take up a nearer position to our ill-fated equipage. 

For several minutes, long enough for ti^^’K^^they seemed to 
me, the fusillade was sharply kept up on either side. And 
more than one smothered cry or savage oath told that our 
ammunition was not all wasted. 

The troopers who rode behind had closed up. Throwing 
themselves from their horses, and taking what cover They coulj 
from the wheels and body of the vehicle, they kept their Terry 
rifles busy. But we fought at a disadvantage in every way. 
The situation had been carefully calculated. The immense 
boulders on either side of the gorge furnished only too complete 
cover for the attacking party. Trapped and surprised, we had 
fallen into an ambuscade laid for us only too successfully. 

Debarred from opening out into skirmishing order, we were 
exposed to a concentrated fire from hidden enemies. They were 
enabled to take sure and deadly aim at us from behind their 
more complete defences. 

But no man flinched. The troopers — one of whom was a 
smooth -cheeked youngster, just newly landed in Australia, who 
had left the paternal rectory but lately for the iorce^faute (V autre 
— loaded and fired like veterans of the Old Guard. 

‘ That’s Malgrade, or the devil,’ said I to Mr. Bright, ‘ he that 
just slipped behind the rock from the tree. I know his walk, 
a n him : no mask can disguise him from meJ 

‘Just what I thought myself,’ said Bright; ‘let’s give it 
him together, the next time he shows. We ought to nail him 
between us.’ 

At the first volley two of our men had dropped, if not 
mortally wounded, still decidedly hors-de-combat. We could 
not disguise from ourselves that our chance was bad of coming 
out unscathed or even of successfully defending our precious 
freight. With every fresh volley one or otlier was wounded, 
and every moment the impossibility of long sustaining the 
unequal fight was felt. Neither could we retreat and carry the 
gold with us. 

Of the good team that had pranced so gaily out of the camp 
gates this morning one horse lay dead, ana the other, badly hit, 
had broken traces and bolted through the forest. One of the 
wheelers was unharmed, but the other had two bullets through 
his body, and though still on his legs was e vidently suflering 
internal agony, as ever and again he turned his eyes plaintively 
on us and backward to his bleeding flank, as if mutely asking 
why he should be mixed up in his master’s comoats. 

The escort sergeant had been hit at the first discharge, as 
indeed had most of us, sligiitly -or otherwise. Hoj however, 
held himself straight, and not only fired rapidly himself, but 
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kept the whole of liis jwty well in hand, urging them not to 
quit cover unnecessarily, but to aim steadily and surely when- 
ever the bushrangers exposed themselves. 

They’ll get tired of it if we can only keep them off for 
lanother hour/ he said. ‘I don’t think tljey care about coming 
to close quarters. We may get assistance before dark.’ 

It was not to Even as he spoke the brave fellow’s face 
.was changing. I noticed the blood staining his blue uniform a 
bright crimson, where it welled from his side in heavy, quick- 
recurring drops. 

They w-^e the last words he ever spoke. The next moment 
ke swayed for a moment and fell heavily to the earth. A cry 
of exultation at laie fall of our leader rose mockingly amid the 
crags, and a rush still nearer was made by the masked assail- 
ants, who now exposed themselves more freely, as if sure of 
victory. 

The man whom I took to be Malgrade stepped cautiously 
from behind his rock ; at that moment Mr. Bright and I fired 
without a second’s loss of time at his left shoulder. He fell, but 
was dragged behind the rock by some one, apparently also con- 
cealed there, and who was a taller and broader man than any 
one we had as yet noticed. At the same time the whole fire of 
the 'party poured down upon us, and both Bright and I felt 
ourselves woun(k>d again. 

‘Onlywinged, I tliink,* said Bright, raising his right arm. 
‘ Might drop out of bounds, but I don’t think they’ll bag me this 
time. How do you feel, Pole ? where are you touched f 

‘Under the rib, and I don’t like the feel of it,’ said I. ‘I 
wonder if we drilled that scoundrel Malgrade, if it was him. 
By Jove, that young Bowan’s done.’ 

Two troopers lifted up the poor youngster, shot through the 
body and apparently dying. 

‘We can do nothing by stopping here, Mr. Bright/ said the 
second in command, a grizzled sun- burned senior -constable, 
who looked as if he had seen much service. ‘ We shall all get 
potted and not save the gold, either ; that’s what I look at. 
The best thing is to retreat across to that scrub alongside of 
Stony Pinch. I know a track down it. I don’t think they will 
follow us tliere.’ 

‘ Leaving the ship while there’s a plank to stand on is 
devilishly mean work,’ said Bright, blazing away in quick 
succession as he spoke, ‘ but I suppose we can’t do any good this 
time. The Sergeant stone dead, poor fellow ; that youngster’s 
little better, and Pole here doesn’t look as if he’d hold out 
long. I suppose we can take the horses and retreat in good 
order ? ’ 

‘We can magiage that,’ said the senior -constable, ‘They 
only want the gold, blast them ; and the sooner we get the black 
trackers on the trail, then the soc^xer we shall have a chance of 
seeing some of it back.’ 
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Sav faces to the foe and maintaining a brisk 

fire, we commenced to retreat slowly, leading the unwounded 
horses and carrying the young trooper with us. As soon as it 
waS seen that we had given up trying to defend the gold,^o 
attempt was made to follow us up. Doubtless, it was thought 
that in our desperation we should not prove less formidable 
than at present. * 

One man only; among the bushrangers liad any personal 
animosity to gratify. This was Malgrade, if, indeed, it was as 
I supposed. And he had apparently received his quietus for a 
time. A few dropping shots followed us as we mad^j- our way 
slowly and with cumculty through the forest, which commenced 
to become more dense until it ended in a perfect thicket, or 
what to Australians is known as a scrub. 

Here we struck after a while into a narrow, well-worn path, 
which led down a steep rocky defile, tortuously but distinctly. 
In less than a couple of miles we debouched upon a compara- 
tively level and thickly-grassed meadow or creek flat. Here it 
was proposed that we should rest, while the senior -constable, 
who Knew the country well, rode across to the nearest police 
station, whence the tidings could be at once sent to the Oxley, 
and half a hundred other headquarters. No time would be 
lost in setting a brace of black trackers on the trail of the 
robbers, who no doubt would have expended tno unnecessary 
time in clearing out with the treasure. Assistance would, of 
course, be sent to us without a moment’s delay. 

The trooper dashed off on the best horse of the party, within 
three minutes of our halt, leaving us in the gathering twilight 
in no very enviable position. As fast falling shades of night 
commenced to gather around, the darksome trees which fringed 
the creek, the gliding waters which murmured along its channel, 
the heavy hanging clifis of the dimly outlinM mountain, gained 
a weird and melancholy tone. Our feelings were closely in 
unison with the solitary scene, the closing day. They could 
hardly be otherwise than mournful. We* had startexi in the 
morning full, if not of high hope, of that cheerful confidence in 
the future, which is born of untried dangers, un tempted perils. 
The gold which we bore with us was pleasantly connected with 
our tools and avocations. The day was bright, the journey 
little more than a pleasure excursion. 

Now how darkly, how irrevocably all was changed ! A dead 
man and dying horses lay beside the stranded carriage w'hich 
had borne us forth so gaily in the morning. Stiff with our 
wounds, hungry, cold, and weary, our attitudes were gloomy 
and despairing. The pale countenance of the wounded man, 
streaked with blood, looked more ghastly in the flickering light 
of the fire which one of the others had at lengthy lighted. 

Is it a heated imagination, or are there other forms, strange 
shadows, gliding around the watch-fire and amid the dark-leaved 
water-oaks ? They gather arofi’nd upon the wounded man, whose 
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laboured breathing I seem to hear with ever increasing dis- 
tinctnessJ. 

* Bright, I say, Bright ! don’t let those people crowd so closely 
round Ilowan, they will smother him. Good God ! do you not 
• hear t ' 

‘Your head must be going, Polo,’ said the banker seriously, 
who was sitting a log smoking resignedly and watching the 
. wounded man. ‘ Come over and let me see where they touched 
you. Take care * 

But I hear no more. I rise and stagger blindly forward, and 
the blood ^ours from my side. I see a crowd of spectres hurry- 
ing towards me-- my head swims, and my eyes are darkened as 
in death. • 

When I recovered my senses I was lying under a tree in the 
cool moonlight, with Bright bending anxiously over me. All 
was over now, it seemed to me. 

How joyously had I marked tlie sun rise over this very 
mountain, as I rose from my humble couch at Yatala. And 
now the same orb had but set, and with it the sun of Hereward 
Pole’s fortune. What a satiric comment on man’s vain life and 
vainer hopes. All was gone, Hope and fortune. Love, gold, 
and life itself, and here I lay under this darksome forest tree 
with the life-blood fast ebbing away, and scarce a trace would 
be left of a wasted existence, blighted career. 

Well, Hie news would soon reach Allerton Court ; the country 
busybo<lies would be enabled to verify their long cherished 
foreboding that nothing would come of my gold -seeking 
adventure, and that everything had turned out exactly as 
they expected from the very first day of the Squire’s sanction 
to his daughter’s ridiculous engagement. 

Then I died ! Can a man die more than once ? Is it not a 
real death when the flickering senses first dwindle down to the 
lowest point of consciousness ? Men arouse themselves as at a 
faintly - heard summons once more to animate the sinking 
frame^ in pain anc^ mutest agony, clinging with the might of 
despair to every last buttress of the ruined citadel. Then an 
appalling sense of general departure from this long accustomed 
mortal tenement joined with a mysterious boding horror of 
undefined doom. A time of coldness, numbness, deadly still- 
creeping paralysis over the centre of sensation — then utter 
darkness — extinction. 

It would appear that I had not finally quitted this lower 
earth ; for I re-opened my eyes yet again. They rested not 
upon Satanic or celestial personages other than Mr. Inspector 
Merlin, who was sitting by my bedside in an attitude of (for 
him) great patjenco and amiability. 

He rose quickly to his feet with a sigh of relief, remaining 
silent for a short space so as apparently to enable me to realise 
the fact that I was in a rude buf neatly-furnished slab cottage, 
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accoHunodated with all the comforts wliicli a small farmliouse 
could furnish. Then he spoke — 

‘Well, Pole, old man, you’re worth a brace of dead men yet 
— a near thing, though. The doctor said that a shade closer^ to 
the main artery, and you would have been gathered to your 
strong-minded ancestor the Legate. Now you’ve got such a 
good-looking, neat-handed nurse to look aft4»you, you’re sure 
to come out right.’ 

‘What has become of the other — fellows, and — the gold?’ 
said I feebly. ‘ Who stuck us up ? ’ 

‘ Why, Frank Lardner, of course, b 1 him ! ’ said Mr. Merlin 

with perhaps allowable anger. ‘We know tliat Wall, Gilbert,. 
Hawke, and Daly were with him, besides half a dozen other 
ruffians of less note. Sergeant Webber is de/id and buried. 
Constable Howan not expected to live. Watson has got a bullet 
in liis hip, and will be lame for life. Bright was winged, and 
not much tlie worse for it. The gold was all taken ot course, 
but the “ wire ” brought a cordon of police round them within 
twelve hours, and we know they can’t have got clear off with it. 
We have great hope of recovering the lot within a montfi.’ 

‘ Thank God for that,’ I said. ‘ I ouglit perhaps to tldnk of 
mv life first ; but if all the gold was gone I shouldn’t think the 
other very valuable. And so it was Master Frank, was it, with 
Wall, Gilbert Hawke, and the rest? What a pity such smart 
fellows should have taken to the bush and commenced with such 
a cold-blooded murderous outrage.’ 

‘ Pity,’ said Merlin, drawing his lips slightly back, and showing 
his white teeth in a way which reminded me of the jaguar 
aroused. ‘I’d find them pity if I saw them at the end of a half- 
inch line ; and by you will see them there one day, as sure as 

my name’s Mainwaring Merlin. Think of poor Webber, what a 
fine fellow ho w^as ! 1 shall never get such another accountant 

either,’ he added reflectively. ‘ By God ! I could hang them 
with my own hands. And now I must be off. Mrs. Morton, 
or whatever you call lier, will be here direOtly. 1 quite envy 
you.’ 

Here Mr. Merlin took himself oil* and went on tlie war-path, 
which indeed he had seldom quitted by night or by day since 
the terrible news of the Great Escort Bobbery. Tireless, piti- 
less, even at the highest pitch of energy and alertness in mind 
and body, ho was a dangerous enemy for the Yedden Mountain 
gang, as they were called, to arouse, and so indeed tliey found 
it before all was done. Had I been strong enough to smile, I 
must have done so at the ndiveU of his regret for poor Sergeant 
Webber, whose clerkly qualities, plucky and clever officer as he 
was in other respects, mainly endeared him to Mr. Merlin’s 
organising soul. ^ 

The sound of his footsteps had hardly died away when the 
rustle of a woman’s dress told me that the nurse of whom 
he spoke was approaching. Strange was it that something. 
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even in that symbolical token of woman’s presence brouglit 
back to me a memory of the long vanished past. But I had 
taxed my strength too much. Falling helplessly back upon the 
pillow, I fainted. I had a dim, confused recollection of feeling 
*ray forehead bathed, of the tender touch of a woman’s hand 
passing lightly over it, of a cordial held to my lips. With a 
painful effort 1 it.;Ised my head and opened my eyes. I coyld 
, hardly trust the evidence of my senses. I thought I must be 
wandering again, and that I fancied myself at Dibblestowe Leys ; 
for the face which was bending over me, full of womanly 
tenderner *4 was the face of Jane Mangold. 

• I saw again tl\e bright blue eyes, the soft fair hair, the deli- 
cate features of her who, before my knowledge of Ruth Allerton, 
had been to me the embodiment of fairest womanhood. At the 
first glance she seemed unchanged. Then I marked with pain 
the deepened lines in her face, tlie saddened brow, the worn 
anxious look, which iiad replaced the girlisli defiant expression 
which I had always associated with her laughing eyes and 
saucy smile. The sad handwriting which the world and its 
pitiless warfare inscribes upon its victims was there indelibly 
imprinted. 

‘Jane,’ I said, ‘dear Jane, are we both at the Leys again ; or 
how do 1 see you here ? Ah, why did you come to me 1 ’ 

* How could i help coming to nurse you, when I heard you 
were dying ? ’ she said. ‘ Have you not been a friend — a brother 
to me? Have you not saved mo from what is worse than 
death ? And am I to do nothing for you to show my gratitude? 
Mr. Merlin told mo your life might depend upon careful 
nursing.’ 

All this she uttered in her old quiet way of speaking when 
anything moved her more than common. Once more vividly 
real, under the shadow of death. How the old life career came 
back to me. 

‘Butj Jane,’ I said, ‘people will talk, and you know at 
Yatala it does not take long ’ 

‘ If 1 am to be the cause of shame and disgrace to you, I will go 
away and hide my wretched self the moment you have recovered 
from your wound. It shall never be said that I helped to harm 
you — you wdio have been better than a brother ; but the doctor 
says, even now, that you may not get over it. And I thought 
that she, tliat Miss Allerton, miglit be glad to know tliat a 
friendly hand, oven if it was poor Jane Mangold’s, helped to do 
what only a woman can for man at the last? Here she buried 
lier head in her hands and wept unrestrainedly. 

‘ You are rightj Jane,’ I said, ‘ and I will answ^er for ray dearest 
Ruth, that she will be grateful to you, if I see her face no more, 
for smoothing my pillow before tlie last sleep. W© have always 
been friends, why should we not be true to each other to the 
last ? Let us keep faith with ourselves and the absent, and the 
world may say its say? 
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She raised herself and looked wistfully at ma 
‘I only know that I should be glad if I were in her place,’ 
said she, ‘ and would thank on ray knees any one that aid for 
my lover what I will do for you in your hour of need.’ 

Here I could no longer support the fatigue of conversation 
and, for a space, again* eli'aced myself.’ 



CHAPTER XVm 

Tfits affair, of course, created an immense sensation, not only in 
the immediate neighbourhood of the Oxley rush, but through- 
out Australia. Certain lawless acts and deeds had been com- 
mitted on all diggings. We were not, as communities, entirely 
free from crime, although, as I have attempted to describe, the 
average of serious offences against life and property was cer- 
tainly lower than in many settlements of older date and 
higher pretensions to civilisation. But now any delusion as to 
the gradually improving tendency of the race was rudely 
dispmled. • 

A ne^fr, startling, and flagrant outrage had been committed. 
The affair had been arranged with laborious foresight. The 
details had been carried out with only too great elaboration. The 
result was complete and successful. Her Majesty's servants 
and lieges had been shot down in cold blood. The escort, 
always intimately associated with Government guarantee and 
protection, had been captured. Hard-working miners had been 
despoiled of their well-earned gold. And by whom had this 
been done ? By whom planned, by whom carried out? Not by 
the fierce desperadqps oi other climes, the probable outcome of 
piracies on the Spanish Main, of murders in Sonora, or gambling 
in the hells of San Francisco, but by ‘sons of the soil,' as 
political patriotism forciblv expressed the fact, by men reared 
amid the forest-farms of the interior, who in their youth had 
been peaceful stockmen and station-labourers, wdio had followed 
the flocks or hunted the wild horse from boyhood, amid the 
streams and gullies of that very Yedden Mountain which rose 
dark and as if frowningly in the sight of the scene. It was to 
the philanthropist a grievous and discouraging fact. To the 
pessimist an unholy triumph. Well might the poet deprecate 
the anri zajcra fames. Better hopes hitherto had been enter- 
tained. But now the country was obviously going to perdition ; 
the men and wmen reared therein would be basely degenerate 
from a race whose flag the world had been forced to fear in war 
and respect in peace for a thousajid years. 

Such were the reflections of many honest Australian citizens, 
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who deplored as deeply the nationality of the criminals as the 
criminality of tlie deed. In the meantime all imaginable steps 
were taken for the capture of the outlaws and the recovery of 
tlie treasure. With this latter attempt greater success was 
reached than with tlie former. So complete was the cordon 
with which the robber band was surrounded, so ceaseless the 
vigilance that left no hour of the day or night free from tireless 
tracking and close pursuit, that the heavily laden pack-horses 
with which they had commenced the transport of the gold boxes 
were abandoned, and the larger portion of the original gold 
recovered. # 

Among the treasure-trove lay, fortunately, sealed and accu- 
rately labelled, as were all the separate parcels, the leathern 
bag which contained tlie contribution of Greenstone Dyke, 
addressed to Mr. Hereward Pole, Bank of New Holland, Sydney. 
So tliat with the somewhat seriou.s deduction of ‘a vision of 
sudden death,’ a gunshot wound hard by a vital spot, considerable 
lo.ss of time, money, and peace of mind, matters in a few weeks 
would be mucli as they iiad been before my departure for Sydney. 

But the capture of tlie band of outlaws was not so soon 
accomplished. Of all outlaws, the Australian bushranger has 
proved the most difficult to secure after a series of crimes has 
rendered liim desperate, 

‘Native, and to the manner born,’ he possesses natural 
advantages amid the wilds and fastnesses of tlie interior, with 
which the officials of the law find it difficult, in some Ctases 
impossible, to contend. A horseman of matchless skill and 
daring from childhood, with the best blood in England, aye even 
of the desert, often at his control, he is the equal of the Apache 
or the Comancliee in the saddle, their superior in strength and 
courage, hi the broken and mountainous country near which 
he is generally concealed, he has the advantage of scouts of 
unrivalled activity and acuteness. These ‘ bush telegrajihs,’ as 
the modern robber slang has dubbed tliem, fire of all avocations 
and both sexes. 

The brown-faced urchin lounging after liis father’s cows on a 
three-legged screw, with a ragged saddle and green-hide girth, 
fixes his watchful half-savage eyes upon the troopers as they 
enter tJie forest and disappear up the winding slate-strewed 
ravine. They wear rough tweed suits, and old felt hats ; they 
are riding on stockmen’s saddles with rusty stirrup irons. But 
he knows them for all that, and nmrks them down unerringly. 
The bare-legged girl tending the small flock of sheep, or racing 
after the milker’s calves, meets the strange horsemen then 
camped by a creek, and demurely answers their questions as to 
strayed bullocks. She knows ‘the traps’ by a dozen signs 
visible to the initiated. And at midnight or before dawn the 
robber in the traditional cave or the dismal deserted hut knows 
that the avengers of blood are^on his twul, and Rees noiselessly 
as the night-liawk to yet more secluded haunts. 
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How should they be run down, surrounded, or surprised? 
Well armed, well mounted, fearless horsemen, and for the most 
part quick-eyed and keen of hearing as the hunted deer before 
the questing hound ; strong in desperate need, and brave witli 
the demoniac feeling that liberty and life have been forfeited 
irrevocably, small wonder that the latter-day bushrangers of 
the Australian continent have, ere now, for months and even 
years defied the concentrated efforts of the respectable portion 
of the community to arrest or exterminate them. Such bands 
liave for months, even longer periods, sufficed to keep a whole 
country-side in a constant state of peril and anxiety. Appearing 
*here on a giver^f day, robbing the mail, and parading every 
traveller on a certain line of road with almost ludicrous impar- 
tiality — within forty-eight hours besieging an isolated station, 
or robbing a bank two hundred miles away. 

After more weary days Dr. Winthrop, who had ridden 
hundreds of miles in my case alone, at length thought I was 
well enough to be moved. 

‘By Jove 1 Harry, a narrow squeak,’ he said ; ‘if the bullet 
nad been from a navy revolver instead of one of those derringer 
toys, it would have made all the difference. Couldn’t have gone 
a thread closer without rupturing the cadiac axis. Mrs. What’s- 
her-name here has nursed you admirably. Old friend of yours, 
she says^ Helped to save you as much as anything. Very pretty 
woman she is too. What’s slie going to do now she’s left that 
brute lier husband ? ’ 

‘Going home to her friends in England, and so you can tell 
any one that takes an interest in my affairs,’ I said, rather stiffly. 

‘Quite right, quite right, glad to hear it,’ said the doctor. 
‘ People will talk, you know, especially at the diggings. Glad to 
know there’s no foundation, etc. Yarns get about. Bo the sooner 
you’re back at you’re own camp the better. I’ll tell the Major or 
Bulder they can drive over for you any day. A mattress laid 
on one of those light American traps wouldn’t shake you much. 
I suppose you heard about Merlins men picking up the i^ack- 
horse, with ever so many gold-bags — Greenstone Dyke lot all 
right among them, and so on.’ 

‘ I did hear of it,’ I said languidly. ‘ Caught any of the gang 

‘No, confound them, and not likely to.’ The police are 
workea off their legs. Though they’ve been very near them once 
or twice, they’ve always got off. Been sticking up people and 
places all over the country ; might catch me as 1 go back — ^no 
knowing. They’re never hard on the learned professions though. 
Bure to want tfiem all some day. Good-bye, Harry.’ 

The day after this conversation J oe Bulder arrived with a 
quiet horse an^ a Ught tray buggy, the movable seat of which 
had been taken out. A mattress with all requirements in the 
shape of feather pillows, etc., cc$itributed by a lady neiglibour 
and Mrs. Yorke (tor Cyrus had come over to work my share, and 
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his wife refused to remain) was placed therein. With Joe’s 
help and that of Jane I was able with great difficulty, pale, 
tottering, and death-like, feeble as I was, to stretch myself on 
my improvised ambulance. Jane sat by my side, while Joe 
walked by the liorse’s head, and patiently led tlie animal with a 
careful avoidance of all inequalities in tlie road. 

‘Yon’s a queer start,’ he said, after a long pause. ‘If some of 
the folk at tne Leys could see us three now, they’d think all the 
gold in Jewellers’ Point wouldn’t ha’ tempted them to cross seas. 
When word coomed as you was killed along o’ the sergeant and 
all the escort clean gutted, I felt loike as though I’d fiever stay 
another day in the land. I offered my share <50 Mr. Olivera for^ 
ten thousand down, and I’d ha’ been off back next mail sure as 
there’s hops in Kent. Dang the country and the people too. 
I’m nigh sick on it all. I could wish, loike some folk says, I’d 
never seen it.’ 

Jane gave a deep, half -unconscious sigh. 

^ Joe had relapsed into his provincial dialect, as he generally 
did in moments of excitement, and doubtless failed for a short 
time to realise the very decided advance of his personal and 
pecuniary position, maugre even such adventures as gunshot 
wounds, escort robberies, and revolutions. 

‘Never mind Joe, the battle’s not over yet,’ I said. ‘It’s not 
like an Englishman to jack up and give these fellows best. 
We’ll see some of these fellows hanged yet — those that are not 
shot, I mean. And talking of being hanged, was that fellow 
Malgrade at the township when the news came ? ’ 

‘Nay, that he was na,’ replied Joe, looking surprised, ‘for a 
man I know told me as he should go to his camp to borrow a 
long-handled shovel early that morning. They was both away, 
he and his mate too ; you long chap, as he always called Harry, 
him with the big whiskers. This man tells me they didn’t got 
back till nine o’clock ; more than that, Harry’s big bay 
horse was knocked up, and Malgrade’s hadn’t no more tlian a 
crawl in him. Tliey’d come a goodish step by that’n, and no 
mistake.’ 

‘ How do you know, Joe 

‘ Why, you see, Malgrade’s horse is a bit of blood — only on 
the cross like himself ; he’s won a good many races on the sly 
like, droppin’ in at country meetings on the quiet, and always 
in condition, and big Harry has been a cattle stealer every one 
says. He’s a lieavy weight, but yon bay horse of his can carry 
him like as he was a schoolboy. They’d ridden no twenty mile 
that night, nor fifty neither, it’s mv thinkin’.’ 

‘ Had they anything with them V 

‘ Not as he could see. Malgrade had a poncho on, and might 
have carried a bushel bag inside without any lane being the 
wiser. But they didn’t want to talk. Malgrade had a stiff arm 
— said his nag had fell with hii* and chucked him ont’ the shovel, 
and he went off, as he was late for his work.’ 
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‘ I’ll lay my life both those fellows were in the robbery. I 
have a kind of recollection of a tall man on a big bay horse in 
the confusion, but of course thev were all masked.’ 

. ‘They’d both rob a church, it’s my opinion of ’em/ said Joe, 
‘and Malgrade wouldn’t stick at cutting the priest’s throat 
after if there was aught to be made of it. As for big Harry, 
he’s an old pal of all those Yedden Mountain boys, for I’ve heard 
him say as much.’ 

‘ If you talk any more you’ll undo all my nursing,’ said Jane 
with a wistful look, ‘ and you do want to see the Leys again, and 
— another l^lace, Hereward, d(m!t you?’ 

When I found myself back at the tent at the Oxley things 
looked much as usual. Indeed the passing wave of excitement 
consequent on ‘ the unparalleled outrage,’ as the Beacon for once 
truly characterised the late occurrence, had long subsided. 
Events of considerable magnitude are so quick and recurrent in 
large mining centres that, as human nature is constituted, the 
mental expense of prolonged interest is too great to be borne. 
So having well digested the facts, stupendous as they might 
have appeared in an old-world place like the Leys, that the 
escort had been robbed, policemen shot, the gold carried olf 
and partly recovered, Harry Pole, of No. 4 Liberator, and 
Greenstone, ba(jjly hurt, and the bushrangers still at large, 
eating ayd drinking, work and play, digging and dicing, litiga- 
tion and love-making, crushing and washing up, were all being 
eagerly transacted at the Oxley, much as though nothing had 
ever happened contrary to the ordinary course of life. 

Jane was temporarily located with Mrs. Yorko, and Cyrus 
bidden by his wife to betake himself to the nearest hotel for the 
present. 

‘ There’ll have to be some one to nurse Harry for a good 
month to come,’ said that matron, ‘ and I’ve not got the time to 
do it, though I’d be willing enough, as he knows ; but the 
cooking and the washing and the children’s quite enough for 
OTie woman these short days. Jane had better keep with me till 
Harry’s about again. She won’t do me no harm, poor thing, and 
my belief is she’d have been straight enough only for that brute 
of a husband of hers. Of course us poor women are blanmd for 
everything. But what’s going to come of her when this hole 
through your poor side’s mended, Harry ? She can’t live here 
for ever. There’ll be a lot of yarns about it as it is.’ 

‘Of course, she will go home to her friends in England, Mrs. 
Yorke. I was going to see about a shijp for her this time, if I 
liadn’t been stopped. It’s very kind of you to have her here, I 
know. You may take my word for it that everything will be 
done for her bv me that a man could do for his sister. We’re 
old friends, yoirknow; and a man may have a true friendship for 
a countrywoman in her distress, I should hope. 

‘ Oh ye.^ I supijose so,’ said Mrs, Yorke, a little doubtfully, 
‘not that I hold with running it too fine ; when folks is young, 
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and one of ’em that pretty as people in the street turn round to 
look at her, particlar on the diggings, where there’s a lot of 
curious women. Anyway, my character ain’t to be shook that 
easy, not if I was to take in worse than her for a spell But IVe 
known you, Harry Pole, these years, so I’ll take your word that 
everything's on the square, ana Cyrus says the same.’ 

‘ Thank you very much, Mrs. Yorke, you may trust me. I 
hope I shall soon oease to be a bother to any one. And now 
tell me some of the news. None of these scoundrels caught 
yet ? ” 

‘ Not a half a one. The p’leece is doing their bes^ J night and 
day, nothing but telegrams and camping oii;t and half killing 
themselves and their horses. Merlin’s lamed his old gray horse, 
and got an awful cold, and is that savage no one durst speak 
to him. Malgrade met him one day, though, in the street.’ 

‘ Ha I what did ho say ? ” 

*Oh, he stops as cool as you please, and says, ‘‘Good morn- 
ing, Mr. Merlin, may I ask it you have any news of the escort 
robbers ? ” 

‘ “ The ruffians are neither shot nor taken yet, Mr. Mal- 
grade,” and he looks as if his eyes was gimlets and would bore 
two holes right through him in no time. “ I believe they 
receive intelligence from meaner villains than themselves who 
probably shared tlie plunder without the dangdt. I have reason 
to think there are men on this field even now that ought to he 
arrested on suspicion.” 

‘ Malgrade looked just as straight at him, Cyrus says, you’d 
have thought he was the honestest man in the world. Then he 
smiles a bit and shows his white teeth. 

‘“Indeed,” he says, “how very interesting. No doubt you 
will get them all in time. Good morning.” 

‘And he walks down the street as if the Banks belonged to 
him/ 

‘ Then Merlin suspects him ? ’ *> 

‘ Of course he does ; he and big Harry was in it up to their 
necks the diggers all say. But there’s no evidence, and I 
suppose law’s law. Yankee Tom says if tliey’d been where he’s 
been they’d have been “ lynched ” afore now.’ 

‘ That^s all very well,’ 1 rejoin, ‘ when you’re quite sure of the 
right man. But it’s awkward if mistakes are made. British law 
is the best and fairest, and quite generally readies far enough 
in the long run.’ 

‘ Well, it ought to be sure, for it’s awful slow at times ; and if 
we lose No. 4 I’ll never believe in law nor justice again as long 
as I live. However, this claim’s shaping first-rate now. All 
you’ve got to do is to get on your legs again, and we’ll all have 
enough to keep us witliout soiling our hands fo#> the rest of our 
lives, if every other man round Murderers’ Flat was a bush- 
ranger, and I don’t believe they’re much better.’ 

‘All’s well that ends well, Mrs, Yorke— -which means that a 
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good wasliing-xip ” will fetch everything straight. We must 
trust in tlie Oxley “dirt” and a kind Providence.’ 

My wound, thanks to the tender tirele.ss nursing of poor 
Jane, and the treatment of one of the cleverest surgeons in the 
southern hemisphere — a man well-nigh faultless, so that you 
could keep brandy from him and him from brandy— healed 
apace. Tliree months only had passed since the day when, with 
darkening eyes and flowing blood from a mortal-seeming 
wound, I was dimly conscious that our gold was in the hands of 
the spoiler. 

(Short selHiied the interval, yet how had the great healer, 
Time, amended oijr lot. My hurt was as good as cured. I felt 
almost as well as ever. And the gold was all restored but a 
trifle of ten thousand ounce.s, hidden to this day. But Sergeant 
Webber lay quiet in his grave, and near him the young trooper, 
Rowan, poor, plucky, bright-eyed boy, not a year from England. 

For a while now a season of unusual ciuictude seemed to 
have set in at the Oxley. There were no wars or rumours of 
wars as far as were known to us. The bushrangers certainly 
were not yet captured, but they did not again molest our 
district, and were beginning to wax faint as impressions on 
men’s minds. My full strength returned and I found myself 
soon as well fitted as ever to do my work and enjoy ‘ God’s 
glorious oxygen * again. 

The washings-up were frequent arid flourishing. Our credit 
balance mounted to a most respectable figure in the books of the 
Bank of New Holland. From time to time we saw Jane (who 
had resolutely refused to rejoin her husband) when she came out 
from her retirement to have a talk to Mrs, Yorke, by whose 
children she was held to bo a beneficent fairy. 

Having^ made so indifTerent a start on this ever memorable 
occasion, it was only natural that I should postpone my next 
visit to the metropolis. The game was patently not worth tht^ 
candle if one was liable to the trifling risk of losing one’s gold 
and being shot through the body afterwards. So I decided to 
stay quietly at my work until Christmas-time at least, then 
five or six months distant, and go down by Cobb aiKi Co.’s 
coach in regular orthodox fashion. 

Then the question of Jane Mangold (I never could call her 
by any other name) was a diflicult one to settle. She took a 
lodging in the town, at an inn kei)t by a very decent kindly 
widow, who allowed her the free use of her own private parlour, 
and in every way maternised her. But it was a dismal, unsatis- 
factory mode of life. She resolutely refused to make other 
acquaintances, male or female, secluding herself as much as 
possible, and only appearing on such occasions as were neces- 
sary for her health. A blameless sequestered life in every sense 
was hers. Still we thought it unnecessary that our friendly 
intercourse should be altogether% broken off. I was her only 
friend,, and from time to time we indulged ourselves in conver- 

N 
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saiioH aixl IhumuIoss friendly intercourse. I promised lier also 
tliat she should follow me down to Sydney when 1 went at 
(diristmas time, w’hen I wmuld make all arrangements for Iku’ 
])<'vs.sage and sec her on board ship myself. 

‘Oh, if you would ! ' she said. SSorry as I should be to see 
your face no more, still I should fe(d so utterly free from all 
care and anxiety— so uplifted to a region of bliss, if I were once 
fairly on board ship, homeward bound -that 1 could almost die 
for pure joy.’ 

‘And tliat joy you sliall have, da.ne,’ I said, ‘as sure as 
Cliri.stmas comes and we both live. I will not leavO till you an; 
safe on board and the vessel sailing. So hay('. no further care 
in the mattei‘. It is only four month.s now.’ 

‘Hut it is so mucli tr-ouble,’ she sob])ed, ‘and my passage 
money will be an expense to you. J low shall 1 ever tliank you, 
my only friend in tliis .sore need ? ’ 

‘Wliere should i have been if yf)U had not looked after mo at 
Eugowra?’ I said jokingly. ‘ Wiiy, the doctor told me that 
nothing but your good nursing piiil<‘d mo tlirough. You have 
saved my life, remend )ei*.’ 

‘And you liave given me mine in return,’ slie said pa.ssion- 
ately. ‘A new life, a true arid ])ure one heneeforlli, 1 swa-^ar to 
you, one that the angeds will not lilanu', wlnm my hour comes. 
Always remember that, Ilennvard Hole. ; and nlay th(^ good deed 
bring you the hap})iness you d('.sm*ve, if ever man did, in tim 
future.’ 

‘ But, Jaaie,’ I said 

Slie lifted her In'ind with a rapid gesture of farewell— and 
was gone.. 



ClIAPTEJl XIX 

In the tiny forest s]iad(‘(l i)oo1h, in lonely mountain tarns or 
stilly meres, amid plaeid restful surroinu lings, the influence of 
the fallen stone or brajich agitates the surface for comj)aratively 
long protracted i)eriods. The unwonted disturbance is suc- 
ceeded by a series of ripjdes in evei*-\videning circles until the 
gazer marvels when the lakelet will subside into pristine un- 
ruliled calm. Put in the roaring floo<btide of great rivers, or 
on the turbulent bosom of the miglity main, fleets witli whole 
crews may disajipear, or argosies laden witli the treasui’cs of 
Ind be w’Jielnu^d vvifii scarce a momentary displacement, 

So in the wide and comjilicated goldiields society, had even 
my life fallen forfeit to the robbers aim, short would have been 
the moan made, and brief the requiem sung for me at the 
Oxley. Tlie tribute of n^spect and regret would iiave been 
sincere if tivinsitory. A day’s cessation of labour ■would have 
been ordered at many a claim, doubtless. A long procession of 
vehicles in all grades, horsemen and foot, would liavo followed 
Hereward Pole, a brother miner decca.S(*d, to the often-visited 
cemetery under the pine-covered liill. Put that duty well and 
truly performed, a fow^ rough expressions of sor'row, a few extra 
glasses to the memory of a comrade ‘gone where we all must 
go/ and the circumstance would be dismissed, myself almost as 
utterly forgotten as if 1 had never been. 

What wonder then tliat even the still uncaptured band of 
bushrangers, question ardentc as it was, commenced to lose 
novelty and interest. 

The public were evidently beginning to think the piece had 
enjoyed too long a run, and that the management should bestir 
themselves to replace the trageily witli a genuine novelty. 

That desired melodrama was already forward in rehearsal, if 
we had but known it, and the leading actors were becoming so 
perfect in their parts that the rise of tlie curtain bade fair to 
be demanded atfno distant date. 

In the early days of mining, wlien great yields of gold were 
freely \von from the shallow jdlin'ial deposits, a great influx of 
Chineao had taken iilace. Tliesc aliens, for the most part harm- 
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loss and industrious, became stubborn and rebellious as their 
numbers made them formidable. 

To the European miners, apart from their legitimate com- 
petition, they became especially distasteful. Their filthy habits 
when congregated in large camps prevented all ordinary resi- 
dents from living in their vicinity. They swarmed over the 
alluvial diggings directly gold was found, monopolising the 
auriferous tracts. At the same time they rarely prospected for 
themselves. 

For a year past the great body of miners had been sullenly 
enduring rather than acquiescing in this state of mi^«tters. The 
Commissioner had no love for the Mongolian or other dark^ 
skinned aliens ; still they were all equal before the law, and as 
long as each man could produce his talisman, in the shape of a 
Miner's Eight, he strictly enforced his privilege as against tlie 
most popular and influential miner on the field. He liad, in- 
deed, privately represented at headquarters that the rapid 
absorption of newly-discovered alluvial tracts by these swarm- 
ing aliens would sooner or later lead to an ^meute. He had 
gone so far as to suggest that tliey should only be permitted to 
work the abandoned portions of the gold areas, where their 
patient and frugal habits always secured them ample returns. 

As before remarked, they were distasteful to the Commis- 
sioner, and one morning I liad reason to no'ce the Captain’s 
autocratic acts and deeds. I had called early at the' camp on 
some matter of mining business when the Commissioner, who 
was always afoot soon after daybreak, wliatever had been the 
carousals of the previous night, espied me and insisted that I 
should breakfast with him. At that time the camp resembled 
a military mess, at which, besides the ordinary mining officials, 
there were sure to be a few strange guests, tourists, with per- 
haps a surveyor or other members of the Civil Service on 
leave. Blake’s hospitality was unbounded, and a good cook 
was often available from among the crowd of wanoerers who 
made their temporary home at the Great Kush. 

So I cheerfully complied, and a very merry meal it was, save 
for one incident, which bordered on the tragic and might have 
been funereal. It would seem that his mightiness the Lord 
High Commissioner had been annoyed by the intrusion of 
certain irreverent miners upon the grounds immediately in 
front of the oflicial residence. They had made a short cut to a 
dam on the creek, and the siglit of all kinds of ‘ fossickers ’ and 
such small deer trampling across the sacred enclosure com- 
menced to irritate our Czar. He immediately issued a ukase 
disallowing such trespass, and caused a notice to be affixed to 
the largest gum-tree at the entrance of the forbidden path. 

Chatting carelessly, some one made an incautious remark 
reflecting upon the courage of his kangaroo dogs, a grand- 
looking, wiry-haired pair, wlp'cli looked as though they might 
be ‘black St. Hubert’s breed.’ This nettled our host, who was 
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passionately attached to his dogs. He then and there swore 
tliat there was not only no old man kangaroo in the land that 
Ban and Buscar would not tackle, but they would go at any 
living thing that he (Blake) chose to set them on. A few 
moments after this slight contretemps, I saw his brow suddenly 
corrugate as he fixed his eyes upon the entrance to the path 
about which the late order had arisen. 

We all looked, and waited the explosion. There, sure enough, 
were two Chinamen, heavily laden with pans, picks, and other 
mining implements, essaying to pass on. They looked for a 
moment with stolid faces at the warning placard, but, less 
ftnlightened than Mr. Jingles’s historical pointer, dismissed the 
subject with cuslomary ‘nosavey,’ and clambered over the 
fence. 

‘ Good God ! ’ exclaimed Blake, with his brow as black as 
thunder. ‘ Am I never to be left in peace ? Here, Wharton, 
Somers, Hayward, where are you all ? ’ he roared out. ‘ See 
those infernal Chinamen — Til teach them a lesson. Loose the 
dogs ! ' 

The police troopers, who dwelt generally at the rear — his 
orderly and another or two — knowing from experience that 
when the Captain was in one of his moods he brooked no delay, 
ran at once to the kennel and opencid the door, when not only 
Ban and Buscaf* aforesaid, but half a score of the other big 
greyhounds, came teeming out through the house like a canine 
avalanche on hearing their master’s voice. 

‘Hold ’em, boy.s, hold ’em!’ shouted Blake, and with one 
glance round the eager dogs dashed into speed, and sighting 
the luckless Celestials, by this time nearly through the enclosure, 
made for them as if they had been a brace of stray ‘ foresters ’ 
from the adjacent ranges. 

The shouting had apparently only just reached the ears of 
the doomed ones, for they turned in(juiringly, when, catching 
sight of the eager hounds stretching out, open mouthed, directly 
in their tracks, they dropped their loads, and with a yell of 
affright made for the high fence at the outlet. 

Before they could reach it, the swifter savage brutes were 
upon them. Both men were down and apparently half worried 
before we could do more than start hurriedly to their rescue. 

‘By Jove,’ said Blake, picking up his hunting crop, ‘this 
looks seriotis. Hun, boys, all of you, or that brute Buscar will 
have the throat out of his man.’ 

We did our best, I need not say; but just as we got up one 
man, rising to his feet, broke through the pack, climbed up to 
the top of the fence, wdth bleeding limbs and nearly every rag 
torn on him, and stood there yelling continuously in tones that 
might have be#n heard at Sailor’s Gully, five miles off. As for 
the other poor fellow, old Smoker and Ban were dragging him 
along the ground by the arm, l^n with red jaws that showed 
he had found something other than cotton or silk to tear. 
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The troopers charged desperately with iis in a body, and 
carried off both the men to the camp before the crowd of (liggers 
which had begun to assemble coulu interh.re. 

‘No liarm done, “boys/^^ said Blake, adtlressiiig them witli 
his Immorous audacity, wiiich always stood liirn in good stead 
‘ only a couple of Chinamen that couldn’t read plain English, 
and I sent the dogs over to translate it to tluiiu. The big man 
was in luck that Smoker grip2)ed his arm instead of his throat. 
Flis jacket was mighty well padded, for it tangled the poor 
fellow’s teeth.’ 

The crowd laughed and dispersed ; and although^the Beacon 
was loud on the ‘ man and a brotlier ’ question, iiothing more came 
of it. Blake’s sharp eye had discovered that the assaulted China- 
men, having lately arrived, were habited in garments thickly 
padded with cotton, which prevented the serious damage which 
might otherwise have taken place ; only an ugly laceration of 
the muscles of tlie arm sliowed where Smoker’s sharp teeth had 
at length penetrated, but nothing more than the doctor speedily 
set right. And when Sing Foo and Cliong Mow left the camp 
that ev^ening with considerably more strong waters on board 
than they were in the liabit of taking, each witli a new suit of 
clothes and a couple of sovereigns of the Captain’s money, the 
younger and less injured individual of the two was heard to 
express himself thus — « 

‘Welly good man Captain Blak(3— w(dly bad dog. All litee.’ 

If the whole Chinese question could have been settled as 
promptly by the Commissioner and liis dogs, mucli anxiety on 
the part of the Government, and, indeed, both blood and treasure 
might have been saved. Dls aliter insum. 

Blake had in triitii long foreseen the danger. He had drafted 
a series of regulations by the adoption of which all dissatis- 
faction might liave been removed and subsequent evils pre- 
vented. Ever decisive and clear-headed, he would have cut 
the Gordian knot, as events proved, had a lai’ger measure 
of discretionary power been allotted to him after his report 
went in. 

It is in the nature of all great moral outbursts that minor 
matters should prepare the way previously. The fuel is laid, 
the combustive forces are gradually generated, the contact of 
metallic substance is alone wanting ; supplied through ap- 
parently fortuitous agency, the rending explosion follows, and 
the volcano bursts forth in Titanic might, whelming man and the 
labour of his hands witli swiftest, resistless destruction. 

At our eventful corner of tlie earth tlie proximate cause of 
the disturbance was the annexation by the Chinese of a newly- 
discovered and very rich patch of ground called the Green 
Valley. Distant some few miles from the actual township, it 
had been prospected by an old acquaintance of Gus Maynard, an 
ex-Californian of tlie wild old days — quite a dillerent sort of 
person from the orderly and pacific Gus. Having fallen upon a 
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remarkably rich patcli at the head (>f what he called a ‘gulch,’ 
he had marked out his i)roHpecting claim, had come in to report 
and register— as also to tell a few of his intimate fnends~and 
to ‘lay tliem on,’ reserving a certain interest himself. 

When he and his friends after a toilsome march returned, 
Sonora Joe hardly knew the lonely gully among the hills which 
he had left that morning. They could hear the hum of strange 
voices, too, long before they reached the place. 

‘It’s them darned Chows,’ said Joe wratlifully. ‘ If I was in 
hail of Stittor’s Mill, and had a few of the old Forty-niners with 
me, I’d h%ve the ragged bullet through some of their hides 
Joefore morning. , But there’s no shooting worth a cent in this 
cussed country. * These blawsted Britishers have no imagina- 
tions, darn ’em ! ’ 

The scene before him and his mates might liave raised a 
better tempered man tlian the scared ex-trapper and Indian 
fighter. The broad gully was turned into a great Chinese 
encampment. Lanterns were Hitting to and fro, giving a ghoub 
like appearance to the strango-costumed, bare-legged figures 
that moved and chattered in the uncertain light. By the stakes 
and trenches which Joe’s friends tumbled against they could 
see that hundreds of claims liad been marked out, and every 
inch of the ground legally appropriated. Wliere did the 
foreigners all eome from? There were not anything like the 
number* at the Oxley, and what were there were chielly em- 
ployed at present on the iliver Sluicing Claims, about which 
there had been many quarrels and bitter disputes lately. One 
boss or headsman had indeed gone so fai‘ as to strike his pick 
into a dam in defiance of the Commissioner before his very face. 
But the Caj)tain, snatching a revolver from a trooper, had put 
it to his ear, and dragging him out from among his astonished 
comrades, lianded liim over to the S(irgcant, by whom ho was 
carefully locked up for the night. He was only released upon 
his payment of a tine of five pounds and a week’s imprisonment 
for disobeying a Commissioner. 

‘ Wal, I heard there was a big camp of tliese darned skunks, 
under two bosses, making their way across the mountains,’ sai(l 
Bonora Joe. ‘They’ve had a fresh shipload or two for the Six 
Companies. But some of them, or this child, ’ll have to go 
under before I lose my ground, if the whole British army was 
here, and the United States’ regulars to help ’em,’ 

When they went up to tlic claim which lie had left almost 
virgin in the morning, Sonora Joe cursed and swore with 
frightfully elaborate profanity. Beside his very pegs, which 
had been pulled up, sat a fat and stolid ‘Hcatli(in Chinee’ 
whose gratified expression of countenance contrasted strangely 
with the deadly scowl which darkened the Caucasian features. 
The claim itself had evidently been rooted about in an un- 
scientific and exasperating ma^jner ; while some of the wash- 
dirt, piled in a heap close by, showed that the Mongolian 
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instinct for gold had not been at fault. Sonora Joe rushed 
forward and, seizing the astonislied pagan by the pigtail, 
dragged him to his feet, and then hurled liim violently to the 
ground. 

‘ Clear out of this, you infernal yaller image ! ’ roared the 
infuriated miner, ‘pig-rooting a man’s very prospectii^g claim, 
as if it was “old ground.” Hav’n’t ye eyes to see pegs and 
trenches'! By all the devils from here to Lone Mountain, I’ll 
have the next man’s life that comes inside them pegs agin.’ 

But the men of a superior race were not likely to have things 
all their own way on sucli an occasion. Numbers give boldness 
even to the most timid animals. The man who had been thus 
rudely ejected raised himself with dilliculty and yelled out 
several words in an unknown tongue. In an instant the 
human liive was aroused — it was not long before it began to 
demonstrate tlie possession of stings. ISonora Joe and his 
mates were bold and hardy men, not unaccustomed to fight 
against odds. They made for some time a desperate stand. 
Fortunately they were not armed with revolvers, as would 
have inevitably been the case in their own land. But with the 
long-handled shovels and other mining tools which lay scattered 
on the claim they made a desperate rally, and more than once 
drove back the thronging foe. 

Still they were powerless after a wliile against the forest of 
sticks which appeared to surround them, with thickly-fiying 
stones, even more serious and disabling in their efiects. After 
a short but obstinate conflict they were compelled to beat a 
retreat; and when they reached tlm Oxley about daylight, 
sore and bruised, wounded and discomfited, to tell the tale that 
the whole of the Green Gully, for wliich a large division of their 
fellow-miners had been preparing to start that very day, was 
monopolised by the invading foreigner, nothing was wanting 
to supply the torch for the fires of insurrection which had been 
smouiaering so long. 

The day wliich succeeded this occurrence was long re- 
rnembed on the (3xley, at Yatala, and indeed throughout the 
length and breadth of Australia. 

Boon after sunrise, both the heralds of the community were 
observed to patrol the streets with increased solemnity or mien 
and preternatural importance of visage as they sounded forth 
in the intervals of their tintiunabulary warnings, the customary 
formula for convention of the goldfields gemote, 

‘ Boll up, roll up. All true miners are requested to attend a 
monster meeting at twelve o’clock sharp, opposite the Court- 
house, to consider the injustice which has been done to the mining 
community by the Chinese monopoly at Green Gullj^. Not a 
yard of this rich alluvial find now available 3&Dr Europeans. 
The prospectors ill-used and hunted. Boll up, roll up ! ’ 



CHAPTER XX 

Numberless verbal invitations of this nature had been heard 
before at Yatala. At the Warraluen and other gold towns, 
time after time the ominous words ‘ roll up ’ had sounded forth, 
generally followed up by the gathering of a mighty crowd to 
listen eagerly to stormy, excited oratory. Then the throng 
would gradually disperse. A committee would be formed, 
with instructions to embody the wrongs of the mining com- 
munity in a petition to the Minister for Lands, who at that 

K eriod, before the inauguration of a special department with a 
linister for Mines, swayed tlieir destinies. Sometimes the 
wrongs complained of were imaginary, much fomented by 
demagogues and public-house politicians for their own ends. 
Sometimes they had real foundation in fact. In all cases they 
received recognition, oftentimes a measure of redress. This 
last was occasionally tardy. 

The Commissioner and Mr. Merlin were wont to regard these 
mass meetings, with their iiery denunciations, as convenient 
safety valves. The sergeant, who knew more of the subter- 
ranean igneous agencies, assented in a general way to this 
doctrine, but thought ‘the fiekr required ceaseless watch and 
ward in case of accidents. Wide as had been the experience of 
his superior othcers, they had reached the stage of careless con- 
lidence, akin to that of the sea-captain who has weathered 
tempests and grazed a thousand shoals. High-handed and 
daring to apparent recklessness, how many a tJjreatened gold- 
field’s hnente^ when battalions of stalwart, strong-willed men 
had blocked the narrow streets, making the veiy earth to shake 
with their tread, had they seen eva])orate harmlessly? It 
would be so again. 

On this morning, however, tliough all the officials appeared 
careless and unheeding as usual, they could not conceal from 
themselves that matters were different. There was something 
in the air that*boded evil. All needful precautions were taken. 
The small force of police, mounted and on foot, w^ere placed 
under arms and ready for iram^iiate service. Even a detach- 
ment. of troopers, passing through to another district, was 
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impressed and added to the contingent; thus inaking uu an 
eliective army of about thirty men, to assail or defend them- 
selves from thirty tliousand ! As rank after rank of miners 
gathered at the open space in the coritro of tia^ town mvar the 
camp, as every flat and gully within miles — foi' s<x)nts had been 
sent forth from early dawn — furnisiied foi'tii its (piota of 
volunteers, the crowd became larger, denst'r, enormous* It was 
soon openly stated that ev(‘Ty claim on the field was idle on 
that day. Yet tliere was hardly as much excitement as usual ; 
no loud talking, no eager gestures. A grave S(dtled resolve 
the most dangerous feaiure of a revolutioiiary cro\vd---ai>l)eared 
to have taken possession of the vast asscjmblage. 
space near the camp — the ‘plaza* as the 8])e,nish - American 
diggers called it — was one sea of liuman heads. The cross- 
streets were crowded far down on either side. A rude scaili aid- 
ing had been erected some time since for tlie purpose of a 
hustings on tlie election of a membtir for the electorate. lJ]>on 
this a man suddenly sprang and raised his hand, and as he 
did so a hoarse cry of greeting, a roar as of a herd of mam- 
moths, rose from the vast far-spremling crowd. It was 
one of those sounds which, heard for tlie first time, in- 
stinctively thrill the heart and cause every nerve to vibrate. 
It tells of that vast unmanageable force, the i)hysical power 
of the people, cast loose from all ancient* irioorings, and 
drifting into a sea of chaos. It tells of the unchained lions 
that are hungry for a prey. It pronounces, in trumpet- 
tones, the knell of legitimate authority. And it thunaers 
the accusation against those- whose task it is to guide niankind, 
that they liave lieeii slothful or incajiable in the supreme 
hour of trial. 

The man who was thus greeted was dressed in the ordinary 
garments of a working miner. His flannel shirt was open 
above his bare breast. His clay-stained boots and trousers 
showed that he had been summoned from daily labour. Yet 
one could see that lie w’as a man of m.ark— -one of those sti’ange 
heralds of doom, arising suddenly, like storm-birds wliich swe(;p 
around the lowering horizon over the moaiujig sea wiien the 
tempest’s hour is nigli. 

As he raised iiis hand and stepped forward witli a fi*ee 
unstudied gesture, and commenced in a resonant vibratory 
voice, that pierced even to the outer billows of the lieaving 
human sea, Mr. Merlin observed to tlie (bmmissioner — 

‘It’s that infernal scoundrel, liadetsky. 1 thought he was 
dead. Where has he been hiding all this time ?’ 

‘Faith, that’s your business,’ said the Captain. ‘ He’s worth 
more than a thousand men where he is this day. After all, he’s 
not a bad fellow that I know of — except tliat^lie’s a rioter, a 
democrat mraqe.^ and a Pole,’ 

‘ He’s an infernal firebrand,’ growled Merlin, ‘and a deserter, 

I believe. 1 wish to heavens the Hu-ssians had shot him when 
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they caught him, instead of letting him loose to plague us here. 
The sergeant knows him well.^ 

‘It’s me that does,’ said that honest officer ; ‘didn’t I know 
’him at Turonia and Rocky Flat, and wasn’t he nearly rising a 
‘ruction at both places, let alone Ballarat, where they say he was 
in the stockade. He’s a dangerous man, none more so ; but he 
never gave us a chance to run him in.’ 

‘He has got his innings now,’ said the Commissioner. ‘And 
what he’ll score before he’s clean bowded no man can tell.’ 

The hour liad come, and the man. 8o much was evident. 
As the bujjning words of the exile rolled fortli in sonorous, 
Celling periods, in s])ite of his foreign air and accent, tlie heart 
of every man in'tlie vast congregation went out to him. He 
told them how tht3ir interests had been systematically sacrificed 
by those wdio should have conserved tljem. How they had been 
taxed directly and indirectly for the purpose of subsidising a 
costly system of management, which w as as iimfficient as expen- 
sive. How that th(ur time and tlieir industry had been swallowed 
up in litigation. How arbitrary rulers had coerced them, 
threatened them, degraded tlie very name of free miners, aye, 
of free manhood. How the wliole system of tyranny and inis- 
government had culminated in this one last intolerable griev- 
ance — this ])an(lering to a monstrous wrong. This handing 
over the ricliest^portions of thewuiste country they had civilised, 
the gold* they had discovered, to a pagan horde, ignorant alike 
of the laws of God and man — lunnan locusts sent hither by tlie 
Devil to eat up tlie reward of tluur skilled labour, of their 
arduous toil, of their weary exile. He spoke now to the hearts 
of men wdio, like himself, had left behind them for evermore, 
home and friends and Fatherland. (Here such a cheer rose 
from tlie foreigners and many of the British miners as seemed 
to rend the vovy air and echo among the forest glades for long 
moments afterwards.) They miglit sutler this if they pleased. 
They miglit huinlfiy stand and look on w^liile tlieir comrades 
were plundered and tlieir birthright given to dogs. For him, 
he was resolved. It wuis not the first time he liad shed his 
blood for freedom. He might rot in gaol. He might die by 
the sword or tlie bullets of hirelings. But, if he tamely sufiered 
these wrongs, he was no longer a son of slaughter-ed, betrayed, 
buried Poland, and no longer was his name Stanislas Radetsky, 

He stood for one moment as lie cuneludt^d liis impassioned 
appeal, in which the words had poured forth in one unbroken 
torrent of sound, emphasised w ith action that seenu'd the very 
language of liis physical being, an electiical co-ordinate of liis 
nature. Then lie waived his hand with a gi^sture of defiance as 
if to an unseen foe, and leaping lightly down from tlic rude 
rostrum was loist in tlie crowd. 

Then arose, first a hoarse, deep murmur, as wdien the ocean 
slowly tliunders against tlu^ ro^k - battlements <'re the storm- 
wind arises in its might, bearing on its breath, in rudc'ly rhytli 
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mical monotone, the doom of lonely barques, of strong- sailed 
navies and their crews. Then came a storm of cheers, com- 
menced near the place where tlie speaker had subsided, and 
taken up from time to time till the furthermost edge of the 
vast concourse of people was reached. F rom time to time the 
menacing sound-waves ceased — only to be taken up and renewed 
at the slightest outburst. 

* What do you think of that, Merlin ? ’ said the Commissioner. 

‘By ! they mean mischief at last,’ replied that official. 

‘I was always doubtful that tho.se infernal Chinamen would 
lead to a row some day. 1 wish I’d t{‘legra])hed for a double 
supply of men.’ 

‘Not the least use, my dear fellow,’ said tlio Commissioner. 
‘If these fellows are as far gone as you say, a company of 
regulars would make no earthly diflertuice.’ 

‘ That’s impossible to say — and, siu’cly, I need not explain 
to Captain Blake,’ replied Merlin, witli his most superhne bow, 
‘what a very small proportion of disciplined troops is sufficient 
to awe a crowd, however numerous.’ 

‘There are crowds and crowds, ray dear fellow,’ answered 
the Commissioner, patting one of his greyhounds, who looked 
wistfully at tlie great array, divining with the instinct of his 
race that tilings were not as usual. ‘ Ban here knows that 
there’s no kangarooing for him to-day, and he vices not oder to 
run in any of the iioople as he generally does on Saturdays. 
Who is getting up nowl No foreigner this time, eh ?’ 

‘It’s Mark Thunsby. I wYimler at his making a fool of 
himself * but tliey’re all going mad together, it seems to me.’ 

‘ By Jove ! so it is. ^ly favourite digger, if I liavo a prefer- 
ence lor one of them. Serves me right ; but it looks bad when 
old Mark Thursby begins to “re volute.”’ 

A very diderent figure from the eager, impassioned Pole now 
slowly arose and raised liim.sidf to his full height. A broad, 
vast-chested, long-armed figure, roughly clad, with heavy hob- 
nailed boots neatly laced up to the ankle. One of tliose children 
of labour whom the kindly soil and tem]H‘rate clime of Britain 
have reai'ed to till the fields, to work lier thousand-fathom-deep 
mines, to build her endless iron roads, to be a marvel and a boast 
for strength and manliness the wide world tli rough. 

An Englishman he, and born nortli of tlie Humber ; so much 
was evident from his speech the moment he opened his mouth. 
That he was a representative man and })opu}ar with his fellows 
was also demonstrated by the cheers and favourable cries which 
greeted his appearance. 

Standing erect and looking calmly at the vast surging mass, 
he spoke witlmut a hint, gesture, or outward sign. His deep 
voice was but little raised, still it could be hearvi by those at a 
considerable distance away, so complete and wonderful was the 
liush, Tliis was a proved doer, not a talker ; a man of immense 
personal weight and influence. And liis evei‘y shred of utter- 
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anco was valued according to its rarity. An untiring worker, 
yet a man of great organising power in mining undertakings. 
Utterly honest, fearless, true, and steadfast, there was not a boy 
’on the whole of the Oxley diggings, out to the most distant 
unimportant gully, where a few ounces of gold were gathered 
weekly, who did not know, liad not heard of Mark Thursby of 
Eaglehawk. 

‘I’m for the law mostly, you all know,’ he said. ‘Noan ivir 
seed me along o’ the Coort, or in t’ logs , and I’ve been diggin’ 
since ’49 at Sutler’s Mill. But things has gotten too bad, 
though aw’iie nowt to say agin the Commissioner nor Mr. Merlin 
fior agin the sargint, as is a reet doon sensible chap as ever 
put the darbies on a Christian mon. But summat’s gan clean 
wrong, and that bad as needs ra veilin’ oot, where yaller Chay 
neyraen is got;ten that bold as they’ll tak t’ brass and the land 
both, and drive out diggers as has paid for their Bights, and 
liinglishmen as do’ant reckon to knock under to any folk on 
God’s earth whatever colour or talk they’ve gotten. And if 
yon’ro all good for gannin reet oot to Grecm Gully and takkin’ 
it back from ’em, Mark Thursby’s for makkin’ one. 

The hoarse roar which greeted this proposition, unadorned 
as was the bare statement of fact with any flowers of rhetoric, 
was suflicieiib to denote that the deeper ])assions of the multi- 
tude were stiiT(?d. IBose wlio listened were fully aware that 
something unusual was imminent. Of tlie nature and full 
extent they could hardly judge. Another and yet another 
speaker sjirang forward and addressed the crowd, both repre- 
sentative miners, and men who had shared the experiences, the 
toils, and the burdmis of those whom they addressed. Still 
no furtlier manifestations of feeling took place. The great mass 
gradually became disintegrated, and the mint^rs in small knots 
and comT)anies departed. But it was known in the camp that 
the Avord had been passed round for a full muster at daybreak. 
What the result of that gathering might be all might surmise, 
but none could with certainty divine. 

A sort of council of war was held, at which the sergeant, 
with Mr. IVIerlin ami the C/Ommissioner, assisted. 

The .sergeant looked so grave that the Commissioiiei’, who 
}jad a strong dash of reckless hardihood about him, commenced 
to laugh. 

‘Its no laughing matter, Blake,’ said Mr. IMerlin. ‘In my 
opinion the barricades are morally up, and to-moi'row’s sun will 
rise on the largest goldfield in Australifi in revolt.’ 

‘Against which we have a force?’ queried the Commissioner. 

‘Of thirty strong, including all branches of the S(u-vice,’ said 
Merlin, with a mock solemnity; ‘cavalry, infantry, with a 
reserve of two<^ock-up keepers.’^ 

‘Well, wo must conquer or die, it seems,’ said Captain Blake 
carelessly. ‘I shan’t retreat i^ there were forty thousand 
instead of thirty. I don’t suppose they will thirst for our 
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blood, however indignant they may be wit h regulations that 
don’t exclude Chinamen. We must temporise as well as we 
can until iht^ Government sends reinforcements, which they are 
quite certain to do within a wTek.* 

While this movement was going on, it may be imagined that 
our party felt personally interested after no trilling fasliion, 
We lifui every tiling to lose and nothing to gain by conflict 
with the civil power. Any overtuiTiing of the present state of 
societjr miglit be ruinous to us socially and tinancially. If we 
got mix('d up with the rioters, we might be joirrul in tlieir 
future defeat and punishment. If a generid scramble took 
place, we might lose our claim. We had no fancy for being 
ruled over by the truculent scoundrels, of whom there were 
numbers among the mining body, only kcjit down by pressure 
of law and tlie orderly feeling of the masses. Our opinions 
were shared by largo numbers of the better educaUHl miners. 
Neverthele.ss, so strong was the esprit de corps which had 
grown up through years of mining comradeship, so lixed and 
clear was the conviction that in the matter of the Chinese our 
oi’der liad sullered wrong, that we felt hound in honour, and 
indeed irresistibly impelled to identify ourselves with the 
movement, disastrous though it might be to all our best 
interests. At tlie same tinu^, we were not' without hope 
that we miglit exercisii a benelickd influence upon the 
crowd, thus po.ssilily pr(‘venting bloodslied or overt acts of 
rebellion. 

When, therefore, wo were visited by the committee formed 
for the purposes of organising re.sistanco to this pr(‘sent legalised 
Chinese occupation we gave in our adhesion, only expressing 
our hope that order would lx; maintained, and that nothing 
more would bo done tbaii was no(;essary to assert constitutional 
rights. 

‘You liet we’i'e not going b> let tlie rowdies have it tlieir own 
way any more than the Chows,’ said Sonoi’a Joe, who was one 
of the selected cliicfs of our auriferous republic. ‘ If any of 
them begin to show out and out ugly, we’ll teach ’em wliat the 
Associated Miners’ Executive Committee can do. There’s some 
of ’em tliat remember San Fmncisco, and tin; old Vigilante 
(lays too well to make mueli of a muss. And, Major, I’m 
d(*put(‘d to ask you, sir, in the name of th<? miners of the 
Oxley, now engaged in this little 'fn'onvnriamiento^ if you’ll act 
as cliief magistrate and commissioner in any cases that may be 
lirought liefore you. Mh;’re bound to administer justice while 
we’re working out tin' Magna Cfliarta business ; and 1 reckon 
Captain illakr; won’t feel free to act till things is fixed up 
square jmd monarchical again.’ 

‘I don’t exp(‘ct he will,’ .said the Major, smiling rather 
grimly. ‘And for two ]>ins J wouldn’t either. j>ut just to 
keep things straight, Til take oflice with you lloundheads tern- 
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punuily. lJut reriKMiiber, if it coiiios to resisting the Queen’s 
troops, I’m against you to the. last drop of rny l^lood.’ 

‘We don’t expect nothin’ else, Major,’ naid the Ih^puljlieaii. 

We don’t expect any Queen’s ollicer to des(irt his colours— we 
must all fend for ourselves then. Mayhaj) it won’t come to 
that. Hut they must give us up the ground as we’ve toiled 
and moiled and wjisH'd our lives for, or there’ll be more than 
one as ’ll stand a shot for it. Daylight’s the word and Grecui 
Gully.’ 

This im])oriant collo{]uy took jdace about midnight after the 
monster micding in the town. All the early part of tiui night 
•|)reparations wepo made, sub- committees were formed, eacdi 
having j)ower to act in certain contingencies. TIkj miners 
have the faculty of organisation to a considerable extent, and 
for the necessity of self-government wliich lias arisen under 
many circumstances of their migrating live.s, are by no means 
so much at .sea as la.rge bodies of men suddenly cut loose from 
the social fabric would be .apt to be. Soon after midnight, 
therefore, all arrangements had Ixam made, and the goldlield 
was in repose, which gave an utterly false iiiiprossiori of the 
sta.te of traiKjuillity and ilie sulisisbmcc of lawless intent. 

But long b(^forti the stars liad left tlie sky the wliole 
encampiiKuit was astir ; and as tlie sun rose tJie measured tread 
of ten tliou.sam^ men marching towanls the police camp com- 
menced to sliake the eaith, and to warn the occupants with 
that strange indescribable hum wliicli a large approaching 
force, how(?vei‘ siliuitly dis])osed, always produces, tliat the 
miners of the Oxley were at length under arms. 
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A sTKi(.T wiituh li;u] kei)t at the caiiip the whole night 
throiigli. In the gliostly dawn, gray cro<^ping o’er dai-ksome 
hill and hollow, tJie ligures could be faintly discerned of armed 
men who, with their centurion, stood at tlaur posts, as did the 
Jionian sentinels in long 'buried cities b^^fore the gloom and 
crash of tlie volcano. Yet, as the van of the great liosts of 
insurgents neared them, the wings of which stretched as far 
as could be seen, some natural anxiety must have arisen as to 
their intentions in approacliing the tiny citach;!. The police 
barracks and temporary gaol, po])ularly teruft^d ‘The Logs,’ 
from the massive timber employed in all parts of tHeir con- 
struction, w^ere substantial if rude edihces, calculated to stand 
a siege against any reasonably superior attacking force. Ihit 
the present league, if such it proved to be, wamld be as the 
tidal-wave of tlie ocean to the tisherman’s boat-shcal — the lake- 
flood to the beaver-dam. A few shots might be fir*ed in despera- 
tion ; a score or two of the rioters killed and wounded. And 
then every man in uniform w'ould lose his life, had he a dozen 
to spare — might even be iyiicluxl or torn limb from limb by the 
infuriated rioters. Crow'ds, in their delirious hour, liave been 
cruel ere now. 

Still no sign of unsteadiiu'ss should he shown by the repre- 
sentatives of law. The oilicers were grave and resolved. The 
men firm, in their usual mechanical state of mm-imiuiring 
obedience, 

‘There are enougli of tliem to out us,’ s/dd (’aptabi Blake. 
‘ I won(l(U’ what the beggar.s are g(hiig to do t That’s Kadetsky 
in front carrying the flag. But they’re not all such crack- 
brained enthusiasts as he is, Sonora Joe is near him, and our 
friends, the Major, Harry I’ole, and that big Cornstalk. They 
will all be for moderation. I see some other fcllow^s I don’t 
like so well ; hut we must take our chance. Here they 
come.’ 

The leading body, having made a short wheel, now advanced 
k) the edge of the o})en sj)ace in front of the jmlico camp. I 
most unwillingly disj)lay(^a myself in semi-martial array. All 
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wlio possessed them (tarried revolvers, lladetsky had girded on 
an old cavalry sword. 

*Wo must go out and meet them/ I Inward Mr. Merlin say 
'distinctly. ‘ Hi‘ng it, we’ll show them we’re not afraid. Atten- 
tion ! left wlieel ! march ! ’ 

Idio police troopers and foot constahles, wlio are always 
instructed in infantry drill at an early stage of their career, 
immediateljY stepp{;d out after the immovahh*, ]h‘itish fashion, 
making as if they were about to advance in th(i very teeth of 
the aroused multitude. IMerlin himself, on his grey Arab, rode 
on at their* head as though he liad tiie coinnuind of something 
4ike an equal force. We could luiar him say, ‘ Stc^ady, men, 
mark time!’ as the little hand executed their manmuvre with 
iiKjst creditable j)recision. 

’J'lie Commissioner, with his usual ex))rossion of half hum- 
orous gravity, loungingly sat on liis weil-knowui liorse, close 
to whoso feet })is greyhounds crowded, kK)king wistfully at the 
multitude as if, with the tine instinct of their species, they had 
divined that a storm was imminent. 

8o invariably accustomed wu3re the gi’eater portion of the 
people to render iinplieit sulmiissiou to the law^ as represented 
by the personages now present, that even when their absurd 
inadequacy as cuinbaduiis was so sharply contrasted, a curious 
feeling of seliooHioy sliamefacaidness ii^id moral inferiority was 
uppermast for the moment. Tlien the reactionary element 
prevailed, and with a mingled sentiment of admii*atiori for the 
dauntless front of the small .‘irniy of regulars and a half })ainful 
derision of their own instinctive defenmee, a stonn of cheers 
burst from the multitude, which was taken u]) againand again, 
till the forest rang to its mountain buttresses. 

The Commissioner promptly seized the opportunity, and in 
a sonorous, resolute voice addres.sed them. 

‘(Sorry to see you here, men, in open deiiance of law, 
threatening the Queen’s i'e])resentatives. I do not deny your 
grievances, but by constitutional means, and those only, they 
would liave been redressed. Now% at the bidding of bad 
advisers, you lia\'e d(‘hberately cliosen to use physical force, 
tlien^by placing yourselves in the false position of rebels and 
outlaws against the Queen s Coveriuiient. 

(Here there was a hoarse ominous mui'uiur, with cries of — 
‘ We’ll show the Sydney olli(!ials we’re not to be ti ampled on.') 

‘You know I don’t mince my words, and ahvays speak my 
mind to you, I shall do so now. Take my advice and go back to 
your work. Jioprc‘sent your cause of c<)nq)laint, which I will see 
duly brought before the Covernment, and will back up with all 
the means in my power, for in the Chinese question I am quite 
of your way (d tliinking. (Cheers.) Hut, once commit your- 
selves to lawless acts and you’ll all repent it. Mr. Merlin, hero, 
and myself, can do nothing witli^ur handful of men, good as 
they iiro, We cannot rout twenty thousand men or take them 
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])risoiicr8. So wo shall not try. Jhit, niaik iny words— that 
you will have every man of tlie 7otli he^iuieiit, down to the 
drummer boys, uj) lu're witliin a month, th(‘ volunteers and all 
sailors and marim^s tha,t may on th(i stat ion. Can’t you see 
that you jimst be beaten if they la'ini;- a?‘tillery with them — 
j)erhaj)S some of you slu>t. oi’ hanged, who knows? You have 
not gone too far as yet, though your altitude is disorderly, 
4\*ike my advice; — don’t b(^ led away by foreigners, and trust 
to your own (Jovei’iiment and your own ollieers. They have 
always dealt out justice, and will again.’ 

Here Mr. Hagstoek, who had be(m a,n unwilling y irtieipator 
in the incon V('nien(‘es of the* bivouac, anticipating ev(m y(d 
more undi'sii'ablo ex]>(a’ienc(‘,s, imp.aticmtly broke i>i, shouting 
to su]^plemmit jU’acd-ically aiid eitectively liis su])eri(a' ollicer’s 
speech. 

MjOok here, m in ju-tm,’ he .said ; ‘w-w-w hat's tlu; use of all 
tills m-m-iuummery ? it’.s b b beastly cold, tins w-w-watching, 1 
can t-t-t(dl you ! Sip^pose you go and I’-r-r-register block claims 
in (bg-g-reen Cully'— most, of those Ch-ch-(;hows haven't got 
Miners’ Ivights, vaui know— that's the (\asi(‘st >vay to g-g-gei 
possession, and quit(i 1-1- legal too.’ 

A tremendous burst of l.aughter followi;d this j)ro])osition, 
made with the gr(;atest eoolm*ss and ajiparent earnestness, 
joined with c?*ies of — 

‘Well dune you, iMr. Hagstock, you stay and stick to your 
papers. We won’t t(tuc;h a liair of your head/ etc. 

The ])oint of the joke, iiow^iver, which was that Mr. Hagstoek 
r(*.ceiv(Hl a fee foi' e.ach act of r(‘gist i-at ion, and that in this hour 
of danger lie had been sulliciently wide awaktj to liis own 
interests to suggest the registration of a rewdu tionary mob at 
half a crown a lujad, so tickled .the more humoroits spirits that 
tlieir infectious mir'tii went far to divi;rt tlu' rioters from tluur 
stei’ii pai‘])oses. bhen the iron-visaged jiolicc*, troo])ers could 
.scarcely control their fcataii-e.s, albeit under the terrible eye of 
Mr. Merlin. 

The sergeant stared fuu’eidy at an adjacent gum-tree, while 
the Commissiouer shipjied Mr. Hagstoek jocularly on the back, 
and declared he would rise in tJie Civil >Servieii, to whicli he 
was an honour and an oniaTuent, 

This ludicrous amlrctetfipSj joined with tlie sensible address 
of the Commissioner, whom all resjiecbxl and believed, nearly 
had the etlect of allaying ii'ritation and sending most of the 
men back to their home.s. Hut exorcists of all laiuks, since the 
world’s dimmest eld, have ever found the bond more easy to 
invoke than to lay. So it was in the present stat(i of matters. 
All the worst characters in the various mining camps wen^ now 
gathered together. Also, those mercurial spirits ii])on whom 
numbers auid opportunity act as a spell foi* (‘vil, found their 
fitting sphere and ()])i)(jrtunity. d'he moderate men wei'e over- 
powered by the subtle influence of an arouse<l multitude, while 
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the wilder eleinciit-s r(‘j()ice(l reeklessly in theii- hour of triuinplr 
ScaiHHily had the h^gitiniate miners raised tlieir ^'oices to clieer 
the Commissiomir, and to siigg(‘st that after all th(.‘y had better 
leave the rnatl.i'.r in Ins hands, than a stoi*m of cries, howls, and 
a surging rush towards tJu*. cam]) showed tliat the time of 
le.mpoi'isiiig measui-es was past. 

‘ \V hat ! ’ shouted tla^ ti(U'‘ce exile, maddened by th(i fear of 
losing his last chance of revolt against .a scjttled govej*nment, 
and mingling in liis exeit(‘d In-ain a host of old-world wrongs 
with pi’es(‘nt grievanc(\s, ‘are we to go back like b{‘aten h()unds 
at the l>eck^:)f a tyrant, an oppressor of tlui people, who looks 
Tipon the toiling, masses as dogs, the rniriion of a d(;sy)otic 
governmcTit, ba,scd as are all govau'nmcnts u])o]i the Ijlood and 
labour of the foolish i?(a)j)h5, of us — of us 1 whom tlnyy chain 
and enslave and rob, and tlog and sla,y---do 1 not, Sianislas 
Radetsky, bi'ar tla^ mai'ks of llicdr accuised r<Mls ? And are we 
to be lower than (Jhincsf'? Hut ,1 will strike the first bUnv for 
)il)erty, let who will follow ! ( ‘omi’ades, advaiu'c, we must have 
tlie cmnp ! ’ 

As h(! s])oke h(^ ru.shed tovs’ards thv. p(*lice, his eyes glaring 
with half-maniacal fury, and tired his pistol ])oint-blank at Mr. 
Merlin, who sat unmo\(Hl upon his well-drilled liorse, as om‘ 
hardly believing^ that any aclinil overt act of wai’faj't) would 
follow. At the, same time a few dropping sliots wei’e tired by 
ijKuj evidently aetijig in conc(a*t with Hadetsky, w’ho no doubt 
had Ixam secretly wcu-king for a more com])(‘ndious seheine of 
i-evolt. 

The>sudd<a) rept)i-t seemed to trausfoian the imj)assi\e Merlin, 
who prom])tly gave the wor<l — tire! and at the same time, 
raiising his revoher without any appearance of liaste, tired at 
the self-constituted leader, wdio staggered, but wais immediately 
lifted up by thosi' m^arcst to him and cai’ried inward. At. th(‘ 
same time an ellective volley was tired by the wdiole body of 
police, who then retreated in good order towards their camp. 
J lieard a liiillet or two whiz iiiii)leasantly near me. 3 saw the 
man oii my left throw up his arms and di’op in a gliastly heap 
by my side, And 1. was then hurried forward as by a resistless 
Avave by the maddened crowd which passed oinvard Avith over- 
wind min g force. 

Then, inde('{l, ensued a tumult such as no m;in could imagim^ 
or describe, and such as in all my previous (‘xpej-ience I had 
never dreamed of. (k’ics and curses, groans and shrieks, as an 
occasional bullet s])(^d home, arose from all around. In vain 
did t hose in th(‘ van try to stem the mad laish oiiAvai’d, not 
willing to mix tlunnsehes uj) with the insane act of Hadetsky, 
and ujiwilling to ^u'ovoke a further tiring from the police, Avho 
had only giv(Mi*a second A olley, and st.0})ped as soon as the iiixi 
from our side ceasc‘d. All order w^as lost. All feeling merged, 
apparently, in mail demoniac ri%e and tliirst for blood and 
vengeance. 
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The police had retreated within their citadel, wliich was 
capable of being well and elFectively defended, as long as their 
ammunition should hold out. Built with a view to resist a 
sudden onslaught, it was massively constructed of heavy hard- 
wood logs. The heavy doors were strong and clamped with 
iron. It was not particularly easy to set on fire, so that dead- 
liest of all resorts of the besieger was in abeyance. The iron- 
bark shingles defied hasty ignition, so that the besieged with 
their repeating rifles could have shot down any number of men 
engaged in carrying combustibles. Moreover, the timber cleared 
away by the reckless use of firewood by a large poy ulation left 
bare considerable space around the camp. Jlence, even witli 
the immensely sujierior attacking force, it was seen that they 
had a long and dangerous task before them in compelling the 
surrender of the little fortress. To storm it would have been a 
most useless expenditure of blood, and only justifiable in the 
case of the death of every single one of the garrison being 
resolved upon. Such few shots as had been fired by the police 
had been more deterrent than irrevocably disastrous fortunately. 
Radetsky was batlly but apparently not mortally wounded. 
Others were more or less hurt, but no man had been slain 
outright. The rioters, much wmrked upon by all the moderate 
party, among whom Mark Thursby, the Major, the Bidders, and 
myself of course, canvassed unremittingly, b6gan to consider 
whether it was worth while sitting down for a lengthened siege 
before the unpromising-looking camj), where the police could 
certainly hold out for sevei’al days, or whetliei* they liad better 
go on and drive out the Chinese, who after all were legitimate 
enemies, in possession of their gold and tlie cause of the whole 
disturbance. 

Here Sonora Joe, who meant business rather tlian revolt, 
and who was extremely cute, like most of his countrymen, in 
the management of the sovereign people, saw his way to a 
diversion. 

‘I don’t see,’ he commenced, as soon a.s tlie turmoil had 
sufficiently subsided to secure liim a hearing, ‘what all this 
army work is going to do witli getting back our shallow ground 
in Green Gully ! Here’s these cussed Chows working away and 
rootin’ out the gold like spuds, while we’re foolin’ round these 
darned old logs and waitin’ for the myrmidons of tins all-fired, 
old Sydney one-horse Government to shoot some more of ue. 
They can’t well bo off it — and when we’ve got all tliese boys’ 
scalps in the block -house, I don’t see how we can realise on ’em. 
They won’t be half as good trade as those shallow claims, and 
we’re losing them all the time. Guess we’d better make tracks ; 
put the prospectors back on to their claims; wire in on the 
block, and send the hull darned lot o’ those Jailer niggers to 
h 1.’ 

This characteristic address,. more particularly the concluding 
sentiment, seemed at this juncture to strike tlie fawey of the 
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capricious crowd mightily. The artful allusion to rich gold in 
shallow workings^ the mineiV Eldorado, was difficult to resist. 
Nothing but hard knocks were to be got by staying where they 
'were. Gold, adventure, revenge, were to be obtained by tlie 
‘onward march. Our party enthusiastically applauded and 
indeed took the lead tor Green Gully, whither we had the 
s/xtisfaction to find ourselves followed by the whole crowd, a 
comparatively small force being left to guard the guardians of 
the peace. 

It may have been some seven or eight miles from the Oxley 
proper to t|je Green Gully. A concourse of individuals, whether 
irute or human., does not advance so quickly as a smaller 
number. Nevertneless, once started on tlie road every man 
apparently put his V>est leg forward, and very good time was 
made. Was it not a ‘rush’? That magic word in mining 
parlance 1 How many times had we all seen people strip 
themselves of the last shilling, the last shred of property 
they had in the world, to improve their fortune by risking 
their lives to ensure their chances of being early at a rush 
which was perhaps utterly worthhjss and barren when they got 
there. 

For the miner i)roper, splendid possibilities seem to be the 
resistless lure, and he is so constituted that the undefined 
mysterious futifre is quite sufiicient to overbalance the prosaic 
present, 'however satisfactory and solvent soever. 

In this case the majority had made up their minds that 
Green Gully combined the profits of a ‘i-iish’ with the excite- 
ment of a revolt, and their gamblers’ nature was stirred 
accordingly to its lowest depths. 

After little more than two liours’ march, we came in sight 
of the far-famed Green Gully, the fame of which was soon 
to be so widely bruited abroad. Tliero wo saw a horde of 
yellow men, the Huns of this gold -empire of ours, spread 
over it apparently with the multiform ceaseless industry of an 
ant-hill. 

A hoarse roar broke from the crowd as they marked tlie 
steady passage of lines of workers from the claim to tiie creek, 
bearing on tiieir shoulders what they knew to be rich washdirfc, 
—or why should they so sedulously keep up the laborious process 
of washing and ‘cradling’ tlie ore? 

‘There’s my prospecting claim as tliick as a bit of honeycomb 
with ants, blast ’em ! ’ cried out Sonora Joe. ‘ Isn’t that enough 
to make a white man own himself first cousin to a blind mule 
in a sugar-mill ? Is this what we came across those infernal 
sajjo brush deserts to ’Frisco, and across sea hyar fur ? Is the 
British Empire played out? and is this here Miner’s Eight a bit 
of waste papeifi? ’ 

Then ho drew out iho parchment document so well known 
to his hearers, and flourished it <jn high, as though it had been 
the title deed of the whole Caucasian race. 
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The effect was electrical. By this time the main army of 
miners, with camp followers and concomitant personages ot all 
kinds, had arrived, and were so to speak broadside on to the 
incurious automatons of Celestials, who wont on without sign 
of doubt or trepidation, yarning up the yellow dross as thougli 
their privilege was to last to the day of aoom. Such was it, iti 
fact, to them. 

With a hungry sudden rush as of one man, the vast crowd, 
like a tidal wave, rolled on and over the host of inferior race. 
It was an instant mean eclipse, followed by annihilation. The 
next moment, as it seemed, the whole superficial ^rea of the 
Green Gully was occupied with European miners. In every 
direction were seen Chinese flying madly in panic, their pigtfdls 
floating behind them, their loose clothes fluttering in the breeze, 
their slippers discarded or only visible on one foot, their broad- 
brimmed hats flying in the breeze or lying prone and curiously 
suggestive on the earth. Picks and shovels were raised in the 
yneUe^ not altogether in vain. The Chinese that remained wore 
kicked, struck down, hustled, in every way maltreated until 
they ioined, like the rest, the unreasoning panic of which 
they had been the victims. Sonora Joe, waving a brace of 
pigtails suspiciously resembling scalps at the thicker ends, 
bore down on the dignihed and supercilious boss, who 
had so quietly sa,t down upon his prospecting claim. He 
was then running and yelling in the most ignominious 
manner. Joe could not avoid the triumph of sounding a war 
whoop over his departure, and intensifying by a simple strata- 
gem his agony and (h‘.spa.ir at the onslaught of the white 
barbarians. 

In half an hour ail was apparently quiet. Sonora Joe was 
again in possession of his prospecting claim. Many of the 
others had apparently taken up claims with tlie greatest 
promptitude and despatch. Tlnu’e was not a bit of spare 
ground left in the whole Green Gully. A couple of thousand 
men were settled, apparently, upon as rich a bit of alluvial as 
had been seen or heard of since old Eaglohawk. The great 
thing was to keep it. 

‘Fancy a mob of Chinamen getting hold of a V)it of ground 
like this,^ said more than one .steady- going old hand, delighted 
to quit the conflict for easy sinking. ‘Lots see who’ll turn us 
out again.’ 

As for the constables at the camp, they had nearly forgotten 
all about them. They could forgive them, and only trusted 
they wouldn’t make fools of themselves and bring more blood- 
shed and danger on their heads. 

In those days tlie area of the claims was small, so that, as 
the combatants carefully retained the legal measurement as 
between one another, the Green Gully, which was patently rich, 
absorbed a very large propoijHon of tlie leading miners, am! 
also of the dangerous classes. In a comparatively shorty time 
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the rapid transformation, therefore, had taken place from an 
invading army into a body of peaceful miners wielding pick 
and shovel, or marking out tneir claims with painstaking 
'accuracy. Of the routed Celestials, not a solitary individual 
* remained. After a hurried consultation they had formed 
themselves into some kind of marching order, and departed at 
a jog trot in the direction whence they had come. 



CHAPTER XXTl 

For ourselves, we took no part in the attack and ilk treatment 
of the aliens. Of course we licld sucli to bo unlawful and in- 
defensible, though from a miner s point of view we could easily 
understand an excited mob of mixed nationalities acting in 
that way. We had a]:)stained from all complicity in the violence 
done, and took no sliare in the reward. We doubted not but 
that some kind of expiation was likely to bo exacted for these 
Iiigh-handed proceedings, and were resolved to keep as clear of 
all blame as our comrades would permit us to do. 

We, tliercfore, took tlie eaibest opportunity of going back 
to the Oxley, though we had some dilheulty in peisuading 
Cyrus Yorke not to ‘ win^ in/ as he expressed it, for ‘ a bit 
of shaller, with the gold sticking out a beggin’, for half 
an hour, with a Cliinanian s pi(*k and shovel, cradle and eve?\y- 
thing complete.’ We dwelt upon the anxi(‘,ty such a pro- 
ceeding would cause his wife, and finally carried him safely 
back with us. 

On our arrival at the camp we discovered, to our great 
gratification, that the whole body of officials, with tlie police, 
had executed a flank movement and retired in good order, 
having evacuated their forti'ess and fallen back upon reinforce- 
ments. The force wliich had been left to keep them in check 
had found the task irksome, and gradually iiiel ted away. A 
scout had come in from Green Gully and given such glowing 
accounts of the extraordinary l ichness and shallowness of the 
ground, the best tiring seen by living men since Eaglehawk 
in Victoria— that it was not in the nature of miners to stoy 
away from^ such a rush. All the more energetic took their 
departure incontinently, leaving belund a gradually decreasing 
hand of earnest political enthusiasts, with a sprinkling of loafers 
and camp-followers. 

When these, towards nightfall, saw the Commissioner, followed 
by Mr. hlerlin and bis men, coni® forth in baUle array, and 
take the road to Wan-aluen, they did not see their way clear 
to Withstand them, and evidoiitly tliought, like that Provost 
of Edinburgh who considered ^the good town * weel rid of that 
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de’ii of Dundee,’ that it was well to connive at the retreat of 
such unpleasant, possibly dangerous adversaries. 

On tne following morning, therefore, when a contingent 
.from the main body of the rioters, having had leisure to 
return temporarily from their claims and devote a little time 
to public alTairs, discovered that the camp was empty, they 
toot formal possession of the silent cells and echoing court- 
house and oflices in the name of the Committee of Public 
Safety and the Associated Miners of Australia. 

It IS now certain that the bolder spirits among them enter- 
tained a hope that this revolt would spread through the whole 
•mining population of New South Wales, at that time numeri- 
cally large and powerful, and that the working classes en 
rmme would next follow suit. To this end, and to fit them- 
.selves for future republican responsibilities, they commenced 
to make laws for their own guidance, and to administer the 
present code in a temper which showed that they would not 
permit anarchy, violence, or petty crime among their own body. 

Thus a few low-lived ruHians, who had presumed on the 
social dislocation to pilfer and threaten outrage, were at once 
arrested and lodged in the cells, being lock(‘d up with as much 
yiromptitudc as in the day of the sergeant’s rule. 

On tlie next morning they were tried liefore an elected 
committee of nfiners and sentenced to a week’s solitary con- 
fineraenJ on bread and water, with a significant hint that on 
the second ofhmce tlie more sevei'O CJalifornian penalties would 
be inflicted, Tliis had the desired effect. An example was at 
once shown and terror struck into those baser natures tliat 
can bo ruled in no other way. We and others who had valu- 
able claims w(jre not sorry to sec that order would be enforced. 
We, therefore, in eveiy way assisted by personal influence and 
otherwise to sustain so desirable a state of self-government. 

That the bank officials did not by any means approve of 
til 6 present state of matters may be supposed. Tliey saw them- 
selves sui'rounded by a helerogcni'ous jiopulation from whom 
the oixl inary restraints had been suddenly withdrawn. At any 
moment an organised band of desperadoes might arrange to 
make a descent upon any given bank when it was well known 
that thousands of pounds’ worth of notes and sovereigns 
besides large doxiosits of gold were in f heir safes. In a general 
way these officials were highly popular; such being the rule 
among managers detailed for gola-fiekls Avork, and the ordinary 
mode of life being favourable to a frank bearing joined with 
business habitudes. But they liad formerly had all the police 
at their backs ; the strong arm of the law could always 
be invoked for their protection. Now they were virtually 
helpless, merely trusting to the good faith and honourable 
feeling of a body of men who had openly defied the recognised 
authorities. The i^osition was n%t reassuring. 

Superficial readers of the great book of human nature 
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might hare deemed that it was a favourable time for the 
return of the bushrangers, who, since the police Imd been 
withdrawn, had no disciplined force to oppose. A fatal error 1 
Had Frank I^ardner's gang presumed upon any feeling of 
sympathy among the miners their career would have had a 
premature ending. 

The mining community of the Oxley had revolted against 
their rulers and tlie Government of the day l)ecause they saw 
the hard won privileges of their order handed over to an in- 
ferior race, while their remonstrances were neglected or con- 
temned. They had openly stated their grievances /-and. failing 
adequate redress, had then taken arms against the authorities, 
in the light of day. But Lardner, Wall, and the rest of the 
gang had proved themselves assassins in the first instance, and 
robbei's afterwards. They had stolen the gold which represented 
months of toil, often persevered in (for the diseases of camps 
claimed a daily toll) while the hand was heavy and the heart faint 
with sickness nigh unto death. And had they shown their faces 
on the Oxlov at that critical period, Judge Lynch would have 
been assuredly presented with a commission, wiicn a quick trial 
and a short shrift would very probably have stamped out 
robbery under arms, and saved the lives of scores of bett-er men 
in the days that were to come. 

No such sensational visitors, however, turned up. Even 
Malgrade, Big Harry, and a few others of the leading spirits of 
the Alsatia at Murderers' Flat, appeared somewhat subdued, 
having received warning, wo afterwards heard, that a 
corps akin to the Californian Vigilantes was in process of 
formation. 

Tiie Committee plainly made it apj)arent that no irregularity 
would be tolerated by the mirring commune so suddeniy organ- 
i.sed, excepting that of disestablishing .lohn Chinaman. Gold 
was plentiful in a general way. The Oxley was what is calleil 
‘ a good poor man’s diggings.^ That is, most men— -even those 
who were not lucky — were getting what they called ‘ wages and 
a trifle over ’—meaning four or live pounds a week. A certain 
amount of ready money, arising from fairly remunerate*] 
labour, equally distributed among the i3opulaee, has always— 
and I speak from experience—an efh^ct conducive to propriety 
and self-respect. Thus at the Oxley, thougli it came to my 
knowledge that a ‘ big thing ’ wa.s planned and very nearly 
came otf, no unlawful interference with the banking treasuries 
occurred in any one instance during the rule of tlio provisional 
government. Indeed, a kind of Utopian order and good guid- 
ance for a while prevailed— that kind of government *of the 
people for the people by the people ' for which so many ardent 
patriots liave written and spoken, have foughh^and bled, died 
by sword and spear, axe and sciillbki -from tlie dim darksome 
eld till now. ITow long tliis j^state of things might have lasted 
is another matter 1 
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But it could not bo deniod by the worst enemies of demo- 
cracy that, the casus belli effectually removed, nothing could 
have been more satisfactory to a philanthropist than the ap- 
‘pearance and internal condition of the Oxley. In the streets 
'of our strange city were seen none of the mournful degraded 
forms of poverty, no travesties of human nature, patiently 
carrying out a sentence of want, hunger, and degradation 
during their stay on earth. There were no poor in rags, no 
houseless women, no aged paupers, no gutter children, no street 
boys, no outcasts. All the viler types of humanity which 
deform great cities, and even the denser rural populations of 
•the old world, wei’e conspicuous by tlieir absence. The schools 
were well and re|^ularly attended. The churches of the various 
denominations, the pastors of which all remained at their posts, 
were crowded on the Sabbath. These good men had in truth 
never ceased to exhort to submission and to warn their con- 
gregations to keep from all riotous and violent proceedings, 
fn a general way they possessed much influence. But tliis was 
one of the slow culminating crises — outbursts of human 
society — which kings, priests, or rulers are alike powerless to 
prevent. 

I l)y no means wish to assert that our confederated com- 
munity was free from the ordinary sins and breaches of the 
moral law undea’ this provisional government. But there was, 
as under the old regime^ a wondrously small amount of open or 
shameless evil. There was but little perceptible wrong-doing, 
notliing overt which would cause the lover of his kind to 
grieve and point to the bad influence of the auri sacra fames. 
Quite the contr’ary, in fact. Whether under our old-world des- 
potism, or the newer lights of poor Badetsky, Mark Tliiirsby, 
and the rest, a more sci*ioii.s, well-mannered, orderly-appearing 
settlement than that of the Oxley did not exist upon the 
earth. Tliere were human beasts of prey among them, doubt- 
less. They were but as the wolves and pumas which prowl 
around a herd of bulTaloes. An isolated or heedless individual 
separated from its follows might be occasionally beset; but 
on the least alarm there are a thousand trampling feet, a 
thousand glaring eyes and levelled liorns, ready to crush to 
earth or toss lifeless in the air the base iiitruder, cowardly as 
sa^'age. 

Even tlioso that were physically niuible to endure the strain 
of manual labour found liere rest and ease. A perennial side- 
stream of charity, flowing from the main channel of golden 
gain, enriched these wealding.s and feeble brethren. Miners 
are always free-handed, so long as the tide of Bactolus rims 
fiot low, and in the patronage of the smaller industries, or in 
more direct alms-giving, the old, the worn-out, and the atllicted, 
found ready sympathy and ample aid. 

One of those invaluable literary caterers for modern civili- 
sation, ever ready to con.struct historiettes concerning lands 
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which he has never seen and societies which lie can never have 
entered, describes in one Australian novel (save tJie mark) a 
lovely and distressed damsel, reft from her friends, and chained 
to the pole of a tent by a ruffian band of diggers. In another 
improving tale the prepossessing, if not, perhaps, immaculate 
heroine, is publicly disposed of by lottery and carried off by 
the winner. How utterly, childishly impossible such occur- 
rences could have been in the wildest days of mining adven- 
ture, let any digger say. Shades of the Sergeant! fancy his 
majestic indignation wlien,from information received, he started 
forth to arrest such flagrant and foolhardy crimina)^. 

His strides would have lengthened to those which were con- 
ferred upon the wearer of the seven-leagued boots ; his very 
gaze would have burned up the perpetrators of so unmanly, so 
unparalleled an outrage ; and the shortest possible interval 
would have elapsed between the flrst whisper of the atrocities 
and the safe lodgment of all the parties to the disgrace in the 
historic logs, e}i route for the district gaol. 

No ! tiiat strange scenes have been enacted in all mining 
communities I am not pledged to deny, but as far as my 
experiences of the Oxley and Yatala go, premier goldlields of 
Australia, on eacli of which twenty or thirty tons of gold had 
been unearthed within five ye^irs, where four millions sterling 
were divided among thirty or forty thousand men, such occur- 
rences were not only never heard of, but were far more impos- 
sible of occurrence than in the vo.ry lieart of London or Paris. 
Whatever the miners’ shortcomings, the lack of a chivalric 
courtesy, of a deeply -rooted respect for womanhood is not 
among them. 

Mr, Bright, the manager of the Bank of New Holland, was 
so far from being uneasy at the situation that he positively 
gloried in the warlike aspect and ‘besieged residfuit’ sort of 
business in which wo existed. Wo all believed that he would 
have rather liked the bank to have been ‘stuck up’ with fair 
notice. A proverbially good shot and quick with his weapons, 
he carried a regular battery about with liiin for fear of being 
suddenly beset. We used to siiy tliat his customers were afraid 
to put their hands in tlieir pockets to extricate a check for 
fear he might suspect thoju of feeling for a revolver and let fly 
at once. One day the Major and J, strolling down tlie street, 
heard a shot in the bank. 

‘ Hallo ! Bright has enticed in a band of robbers at last,’ said 
the Major. ‘ It’s a pity to spoil his pleasure, but we may as well 
look in for fear of accidents.’ 

Whan we got in it was another matter altogetlier. Our friend 
did not look so radiant and rubicund as usual. A fume of gun- 
powder and a hole in the floor suggested an acciilental shot. It 
appeared that he sat down rather suddenly, and jarring one of 
the pistols wliich he wore rou»jd his waist, like the pirate cap- 
tains of our youth, a six-shooter exploded, tearing through his 



.XXII THE MINER’S RIGHT 205 

coat-tail and burying a bullet in the floor unpleasantly near to 
his big toe. 

Congratulations and libations having succeeded, lie bewailed 
Jhis lot m being cast in so fearful a region. Not even during a 
rebellion had any one the pluck to do anything out of the com- 
mon. However, he had advices that military and even naval 
reinforcements were on the road. The rebels would be routed 
and discomfited in no time. 

‘ How’s Kadetsky getting on ? Poor devil ! I shouldn’t wonder, 
Major when the regulars come up if they hang all the leaders, 
yourself iuejuded, on that big tree in the camp reserve.’ 

• ‘liadetsky wiJl escape their clutche.s,’ the Major .said 
calmly. ‘ r)y Jove! I sometimes wish I was as near the end 
as he is.’ 

‘Pooh, pooh!’ said the banker good-humouredly, ‘wait till 
that No. 4 of yours is in full work again, and even without that 
small property you can clear out for Europe and pick up your 
old form again. I wish I had the chance.’ 

‘Something always seems to come in the way of our luck,’ 
said the Major. ‘First, those scoundrels of junipers, and 
then this beastly ememte about Chinamen. I suppose we shall 
have a Piussian invasion next, if the claim is proved good in 
law.’ 

On the following day it was announced that Padetsky was 
dying. *The fiery fmthusia.st, the excited patriot, the descendant 
of an ancient line and representative of a gallant nation, was 
about to end his days in a rude hut in a mining settlement 
in a far, half-unknown land. He whose childhood had been 
passed among nobles and x^Hnees, petted by fond relatives, 
ministered to by devoted servants, was now dying alone ana 
untended save by the charitable oflices of liis ‘ mate,’ a x>easant 
compatriot, and the neighbours, as even on a diggings the 
adjoining workers are called. 

Not that much was wanting which could be of real benefit 
to the wounded man. The hut was small but scrupulously clean, 
and no care or watching was omitted that skill or kindness 
could devise. Tlie piincixial medical man of the district, a duly 
qualified surgeon of nigh attainments and world-Avide experience, 
had attended liim from the day of his hurt. It was thouglit at 
first that lie would recover, as the bullet had not touched any 
vital xiortion of his frame. But the man’s tameless excitable 
nature was against him. He could not be induced to keep quiet 
during the first clays of the campaign, and at length, when 
fever and delirium set in, and the sick man commenced to rave 
about the Austrian Cuirassiers and the charges against the 
Imperial troops he had led, to count up his wound.s, and to 
name the nam^fc of Haynau with tireless execration, Dr. Burnside 
told his mate that his time was come. 

‘He will never make anothei^ speed i, jKior fellow,’ said the 
kind-hearted medico ; ‘ if he had been an Englishman or a 
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German 1 could have jHdlecl him through, but these Sclaves 
are as bad as Celts, they unll suboi'dinate their reason to their 
emotions. You might as well try to cure an untrained Norway 
falcon.’ 

So a few days before the important news of the arrival of 
the military put all other matters out of the miners’ heads, the 
news of Kadetsky’s death, when announced, seemed to stir tlie 
heart of every creature on the goldlicld. He had had a short 
lucid interval Ix^fore his last agony, had lanuuited that he 
could not liave died for Poland, but rejoiced that the blood of 
tlie last male of the ancient house of lladetsky luW* been shed 
for liberty. Every male of his line fdr three generations liad 
peiished by sword ot' bullet in the field in freedom’s caus(j ; 
and though he would leave his bones in this far land, the 
celestial spirit of freedom would hallow his grave. He tliankod 
his comrades of every nation for tludr symj>athy ami noble 
kindness, and then died calmly and contentedly, Indieving that 
when the miners were again aroused to stiike for liberty 
Hie occasion would always revive the naim^ of Stanislas 
ikidetsky. 

That night it was annoumunl in e\ery form of ])ublie procla- 
mation that all the honour.s of a military funeral had been 
decreed by the Executive of the United Miners to their leader 
and true comrade deceased, and that every minih' was expected 
to attend, tliat tlie pall-bearers would h‘ave the cluijiel at noon 
}>recisely, and that the procession would attend the c(»rpso to 
the cemetery at Green Point Hill. 

Never was such im'lancholy invitation more universally 
acceded to. It is a matter of fact and history that liardly a 
creature able to perform or provide locomotion, above the age 
of infancy, w^as absent from the g;ithering to do honour to the 
dead. Every shred and fi'agmcnt of black cloth, crajie, lace, or 
calico on the field w%a.H put into I’eiiuisition tliat day. Frotn 
early morning till midday the roads leading into the township 
w’ere thronged wdth crowds so mixed and various that one would 
have fancied that an (xxodus was about to take jilace under 
pressure of national defeat or impending calamity. Men, 
w'omen, and children, even to the toddling bairn and the babe 
that could not be hd’t at home, were all there, all with one 
accord eager to piiy tlie last poor tribute of respect to the 
gallant exile who had lived in peace and goodwill for long years 
unpretendingly and honourably wdth his liurnble comrades, and 
had now sealed with hi.s blood his devotion to freedom and 
justice. 

For long hours crowds pressed round his huml)le abode where 
this last descendant of tlie proud house of Kadetsky had |)asse<,i 
away, gazing with strong feeling and even with iJe^rs upon the 
calm face of tlie dead. The haughty regular features were still. 
There was a frown upon the ta^noless brow ; they could hardly 
believe tluat the briglit eagle eye bad ceased to flash beneath the 
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heavy lids which had beiMi lovingly closed. It seeined hard to 
think tliat a form so higlily vitalised, so infused through every 
nerve with eager force and resthiss energy, ccmld die — could lie 
cold, motionless, unheeding of the hum and stir and beating 
hearts of the multitude around, wliose pulses he knew so well 
how to stir witii his wild, earnest, d(i(iant words. 

It was even so. ^J'he delicately moulded hut sinewy hand 
was nerveless now, tlie hot pulse stilh;d, the tender, fearless 
heart cold in death. 'Jlie torigue that could denounce or defy, 
persuade or command, was sihmt for evei’uiore. The V)rave ally 
of tlie wealc and the op[)rcssed, the friend of Ihe needy, the 
brother of th(i fovlorn and dc.serted, had passed away to the 
land where truth Is crowned and justice reigns eternal. 

Tliere was nothing left hut to turn away and wee}), and to 
tread witli slow sad steps tbe familiar track to the grassy pine- 
shaded cemetery on the rcfcky hill. Tijo (hjad niaii was carried 
to the chruoel in his collin by four coin])atriotS'— for the sons of 
betrayed roland were nunuaims among tlie cosmopolitan roving 
gold-seekers, that gi-ciat wave of humanity which first rolled 
from western and southern Europe to America in tlie clays of 
tlie Californian wonder-treasures, thence to the half-fabulous 
land of the Antipodes, 

There Father O’KoiirkiN an unobtru.sively ))ious priest, who 
liad never cea.se(^ to warn his flock agalubt their illegal action 
and rash* deeds, but had not quitbal his post, read the prayers 
ai'ipointed over him. Again the collin was raised on the slioulders 
of the pall-bearer.s, ana slowly and mournfully the wholes vast 
proces-sioii took their way to the pine -crested hill, whijn^ the 
(Commissioner’s fancy had decreea tliat the dead should lie. 
behind the fjall bearcrs came a long array of vehicles — buggies, 
J)ha(‘^()ll^, dog-carts, express- waggons, every conceivable kind of 
carriage in use in the neighbourhood. Tlien, two and two, a 
thousand horscuiieu, wdnding in an immensely long undulating 
line. Tlie guilds and brotherhoods and societies walked in 
array, all carrying the regalia of their orders, and rich with 
banners and plumes. Then an army of dark -clothed miners, 
followed by a confused multitucle— men, women, and children. 

Had any one visited the Oxley township that day, it must 
have looked like a fabled city of the dead, so thoroughly deserted 
wa.s it. The day was cloudless and bright. The faint breeze 
caused tlie forest trees to quiver and rustle, tlie river murmured 
and rippled all unheeding. How strange a contrast with the 
day's bright tints, the sombre dark-hued crowd with tlieir dread 
burden in the fore-front, and the Dead March in Saul pealing 
and reverberating through the hu.shed silence of the forest. 

But a few weeks since, and be whom tliey mourned had been 
strong, CJ^er, tJliueless by toil or ease,^ hunger or tiiirst, fear or 
favour. Temperate always, yet patient at his rude labour, 
there yet always seemed within tjio man a smouldering fire of 
hatred of injustice, of resistance to tyranny, of sympathy for 
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the weak, defiance for the strong oppressor^ whicli needed but a 
breath of sympatliy or antagonism to fan into the red glowing 
blaze of revolt and resistance. His lot was latterly cast amid 
untoward surroundings, but of such material have the world’s 
unforgotteii brave, her patriots, heroes, and martyrs, teen ever 
constructed. 

Hours passed of the clear, bright winter day, and still the 
procession seemed winding along the road to the cemetery. 
When, however, the corpse with its attendant mourners, with 
the priest and the leader‘s of the procession, were seen to enter 
the cemetery, the line of march was broken up, and in open 
order those who were mounted rode at speiid for the gates, 
while those on foot strove by sliort cuts ana quickened pace to 
make up for other deficiencies. 

When the grave was opened and the colIin lowijred, tlio priest 
raised his voice and commenced the service for the dead. Every 
knee was bent, every ^'oice was huslied, and the great crowd 
inside the enclosure and as far as the eye could reach knelt as 
one man, honouring in that liour him who, in tluur isstiination, 
had fallen for the sacred cause of iilierty and for his fellow- 
men. 

More than half of those who thus bent the knee did not 
belong to tlie Romish faith. Rut this was an occasion when all 
men are ecpial in the sight of (lod, tlie Supniuno Ruler of thcs 
Universe, before whom the wise and tlie unlearned are alik(3 
helpless, alike dumb. May none ever do anything more un- 
Ixjcoming to their own faitli than to act as we did that day — 
falling on our knees by the grave of the man all had loved, and 
praying to God for liis soul’s rest 

In a few moments more the solemn and touching service was 
ended. The cemetery was speedily emptied, the crowd broke 
up, and each section of the assembly sought its liome, tliose who 
were mounted returning at a pace very ditierent from that of 
the morning. 
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Of course the Government of the colony of New South Wales 
was not inclined to rest peaceably while its laws were l)eing 
broken, its otlicors withstood, and inofTensive forc3igiiers violently 
treated and driven out by force of arms. No one expected that 
for one moment. Tiie liritish ensign, since it iirst floated to 
the breeze above the scarped sandstone natural fortresses of 
Sydney, has ever truly symbolised the good faitii and tirm rule 
cf the parent land. Tlie will of the people has never teen 
jjandered to by tlic mini.stries of the day, ever justly dreading 
that weakness of, the Executive which ha.s been the curse of all 
lands wtero its evil growth has been fostered. 

No sooner liad the oilicial despatches readied Sydney than 
efforts were promptly made to march to the scene of re\olt 
every available soldier, sailor, marine, and volunteer that could 
be impressiid for the expedition. 

By good luck, as some persons thought, a man-of-war was 
reposing peacefully in the liarbour, and witiiin twenty-four 
hours her gallant captain, his force of marines and bluejackets, 
with a couple of guns for siege purposes if necessary, had 
started with the ri'giinent then in barracks and a strong Ixxly 
of volunteers, for a tliree-himdred-mile mai'ch across the Blue 
Mountains to the head -waters of the Oxley. 

It was a toilsome and not over pleasant journey. There 
were no transmontane railways in those days, and many 
obstacles had to be encountered. The weather was cold, 
even frosty, as one of the sailors of the Coflingwood dis- 
covered when, having committed an act of jiillage, lie was 
promptly court- marl ialled, tied up to a gun, and received 
three dozen at G,30 a.m., to tlie surprise and consternation of 
the provincials. 

ifowever, thou{?h ranking beneath Sir Charles Napier’s 
march through Semde and other feats of endurance, the diffi- 
culties of tlie piarch were gallantly met and at length sur- 
mounted. The army, with guns in position, colours flying, and 
all the pomp and circumstance of glorious war, marched into 
tlie Oxley, and took up a posit^n in the rear of the camp, 
• ‘ p 
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wliicU liad been prOTn]>ily vacated at the rutnour of their 
approach. With ih(iiii /ilso returned tlie wIk^o available police 
force of the distrieb ai^ooinpanied, of course, by Mr, Mci'lin, 
Mr. B.'igstoek, and the sergeant, (/hptain Ulake, who was an 
ohl friend of the colonel of tlje 7(M h, necoinpanied that regiment, 
and rejoiced in renewing his mess recollections and tlie routine 
of militar-y life. 

As for our rebels, they were much disorganised, and as usual 
intestine feuds had weak(aied their oi-ganisation. Now that 
the Chinese had been driven forth a,nd the coveted shallow 
ground placed in the i)ossession of th<‘ legitimate miner, the 
revolutionary business beca,nie distincily a bore. Much timf^ 
was wasted by the coniinittcHi ele(‘ted to adihinister justice in 
the matter of mining disputes, it was wc'arisoine enough to 
listen to tlie int(u‘minable technical details which ar(‘, indLs' 
pensable in mining evidence, and apparently not more satis- 
fa^ction was prodiuHHl than of old. The suitors quari’clled 
and wrangled and accus<‘d the mining a.ssossors of being 
partial, pr(‘judic(‘d, or indeed inte!‘(‘sled — eharg(is which no 
one ever thought of bringing against the Commissitmer or the 
magistrates. 

Their total freedom from aristocratic and ollleial guidance 
was not such a grand thing after all. It was a white (‘lej)h{int, 
costly, troubhssoiiie, and increasingly ditlicult to support. 

Th(‘. great l)ody of the mining pojiui.’itioii was too inb/Migent, 
well'inlentiotLefl, a.]ul res])(‘ctal;le to succeed bibliantly in revolt. 
They had no special aims of their own to serve, n(» restless 
ambitions, no covc'tousm^ss of wealth or ])ower for tludr own 
sakes All that th(‘y wished was that lh<‘y might l.)e peianitted 
to enjoy their fascinating occu])ation in peact^ and tliat no 
hated alieiisof inhu'ior races should be, .sutleiM'd to swa.rm among 
their cam])S, and sprea,(l th(uns(‘lves locust- fashioTi ov(‘,r their 
Ixdoved shallow ground — the pi'i/.e ami blue riband, as it were, 
of the toilsome mining life. 

And now tbe task was don(‘, they di<l not longer (%'tre to play 
out the farce <^>f g<jve]'nment and j)o]iee administi'at ion. After 
all it was better done by peoph3 traimul to it, and |:)a,id for it. 
All tins gratis magisterial woi’k was a nuisance, find dreadfully 
expernsive in time to tlie few hsiding miiu'rs into wliose hands 
it fell Sucli considerations as tlufse were not sutVored to sleep 
for want of iter;ition and .support by the Major and myst^lf, as 
well as by scores of mim of tbe same, cfdibre <and higlier logical' 
acium^n, of whom the diggings are full. 

Fortunately little blood hfid been s])llh‘d. Except Had etsky, 
no man’s life liad been .sacritieed. '^fho (.binese, no doul>t, had 
Ixxm beatfiii and bfully handled. Sonora Joe, and .some of bis 
friends wdio had s(3en scalps baken, it is ft^areil shore more than 
clo.sely in sin-ering ])igt.Jiils. They could liring actions for 
damages. 

Now that the soldiers had 'come, it became necessary either 
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to re.solve to stand committed to an obstinate and bloody con^ 
test, sure to bo a losing one in the end, or to lay down their 
.arms. 

. For m;iny reasons it was thought advisable to consider seri- 
ously of the latter course. 

With the military and naval fences now near at hand, it was 
reported that tlie colonial s(!cr()tary, Bir Charles Camden, a 
veteran politician, a nativ^e-born Austndian, and a most able 
diplomatist, had accoin])anied them. This was considered by 
the moderate party to be a h^licitous cii-cumsiance. Bir Charles 
was a man^whom Ids enemies called tlie High IViest of tiio 
i?]xpedient, and ^fis friends knew to be uniformly successful 
when a dangerous diiliculty needed th{3 solvents of tact and 
timely concession. It is just possilde to fancy that his oc(;a- 
sionai lack of uncom])ronusing firmness led to political cata- 
strophes. Hut once let the ind)roglio be fairly developed and 
disaster imminent, there did not live in the southern hemisphere 
a man so eOective in unravelling the tangled skein and reducing 
the chaotic elenumts to ord(3r and safety. 

On a certain Monday morning, tluu'eforc, the advanced 
guard of the force, consisting of six companies of the 70th, 
marched with colours Hying and bugles blowing into the cani[) 
reserve. Here tliey wcu’o presently joined by the volunteers, 
linally bj the sfiilors aiul marines, the former dragging wuth 
them their two formidable i>ieces of ordnance. 

^JV) llieir astonishment they were loudly clieer'ed on taking 
up position in front of the liru!, as they coolly unlinibeixal and 
got tlieir artillei'y r(‘ady for acteon. 

Hefore all this took place, Jiowever, Bir Ciiarles liad driven 
cjuic^tly into town in a dog-caid, with his servant bt^hind liini, 
while the plain, middle-sized, quiet ly-dress(al man wlio sat 
b(‘.hind and who s]i]>ped down and mingled easily with the 
crowd w;is a distinguislu'd colonel of engineers, then in 
Bydney on leave, who liad joined tlie exjieilition as a matter of 
intm’esting inquiry ami novel exjierience. 

When it was found that tluna' was no disposition on the part 
of the inimu’S to continue their indepmuhmi government, but 
that the camp and ot her Imjiei'ial st rongliolds were di'livered up 
in good order and condition, cvmi wutli the addition of a couple 
of prisoners in one of the cells awaiting trial for petty 
lai’ccny, negotiations were establislied between Bir C-harles 
Camden and the lea, ding representative miners. The upshot of 
this was that tlu) Cov^ernment r(‘ vised the Coldtields Hegula- 
tions, making, among other chang(‘s and alterations, by the 
Commissioner’s advice, one which rcmlered ilh'gal any occupa- 
tion by Chinese for the ]>ury)ose of gold mining upon auriferous 
ground wliich had not been worked and abandoned by Euro- 
peans for tlie full term of three yeans. 

This satislied the mining con^munit.y, and healed the rank- 
ling sore wdiich threatened such dangerous if not fatal results 
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tx> the body politic. Shallow ground and new ground would 
henceforth be hermetically sealed to the Mongolian. The 
virtuous Caucasian proprietor and liis followers of the true 
faith would be henceforth enabled to possess their souls ia 
peace. I am not quite sure whether our ally, the Emperor of 
Cliina, upon whom wo forced our enterprising onium traders 
in and around certain jealously closed ports, would have con* 
sidered it strictly in accordance with international justice. 
But it was a measure highly expedient, if not vitally neces- 
sary. For that reason, or because it was ‘a far cry to 
Lochow,’ or, in other words, a long way from the Oxley 
to Pekin, no protest on the part of his Cjdestial Highness 
reached us. 

Sergeant MacMahon made a few arrests, iricludii\g some of 
the leading rioters, against Avhom evidence of violence or 
special ill- treatment of Chinese was fortlmoming, and they 
were duly committed for trial at the next ensuing Quarter 
Sessions. They were held to bail, and duly tried. But the 
juries refused to bring them in guilty, and with their discharge 
ended peacefully the great Oxh^y Flat aneute^ now only of 
fading historical interest. 

We, individually, were iinaflectedly sorry when the troops 
left. There was an old comrade or two of the Major’s among 
the officers, and though they chaffed him as having l>gon found 
in arms against the Sovereign, and so on, we held nigh revelry, 
and had many pleasant excursions find rambles while thci 
sailors and soldiers remained. Mr. Bright was also a favoured 
guest, and his warlike nuuiniscenees gave the alli(‘d warriors 
much material for surprise and thougnt. lie always averred 
that his counsels and intluence with Sir Charles, to whom he 
was intimately known, contributed materially to the final 
and effective settlement of the question at issue. With the 
departing troops a gold escort service was improvised, wliicli 
carried down all the gold whicli had accumnla,t<ul, to the joint 
relief of bankers and fh'positoivs, among which last we were 
numbered. 

The time had passed so quickly during all these abnormal 
and exciting proceedings, that we w'cre quite siin)risod to find 
that our appeal case was on in the Supicuue Court of New 
South Wales, held in Sydney. 

Dr. Bellair went down in person to represent his friends and 
clients. But all Ids clo(iuence and fiery declamation availed 
him nothing with the modern llhadamanthus and his peri- 
wigge^d compeers. The appeal wa.s dismissed, with so swingeing 
an amount of costs as against the appellants that all thougjht 
of testing the merits of the case further was peremptorily 
abandoned. No higher court of judicature nfmained, except 
the Imperial Privy Councilj with which ultimate legal resort, 
or indeed with the fraternity generally, the princiiml backers 
(on the Doctor’s having tentatively defined its functiops) re- 
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fused, * in Anglo-Saxon of the strongest kind that’s made,’ to 
have further truck or trouble. 

• Thus at length we found ourselves, after all our delays and 
•anxieties, in indisputal»le j^ossession of the celebrated and 
coveted No. 4, Our OxJey claim was doing so well that we felt 
a slight embarra$ t/r.s riches&es^ but after a solemn council we 
decided to send Cyrus and Joe back, with authority to put on 
men and place the claim once more in full working order. Mrs. 
Yorke at once commenced to puck up her effects ; stating at 
the same time that she was ‘ full up of the Oxley, which was a 
rowdy, disa,freeabie gold-field as ever she was on, not a patch 
bn old Yatala for 4^omfort, which she had two minds never to have 
come away from, only Cyrus was a man that always wanted 
looking after, being that soft and good-natured as anybody 
might get round him, and run him to spend money on all sorts 
of foolishness, as well as taking shares in every duffer-lead on 
tlie held, as even his own cliildnui pick(Hl up from the shepherds 
was no good.' 

While this full ex]>lanation of the defects of his character 
was proceeding, much to our amusement, tliougli from our 
intimate knowledge of our mate’s ways we had little to 
learn, Mrs. Yorke was working away most energetically and 
effectively, wliile Cyrus smoked his pipe with an air of philo- 
sophical. calmness, as if his wife was opening up a subject of 
entirely new points of interest and abstract bearing. 

As soon as we liad hnished the next wash-up, I was to go 
back to Yatala to supervise the management, audit tne 
accounts, and so on, finally arranging for the carrying on of the 
two branches of our mining partnershi}), either of itself im 
rnensely lucrative, but none tfie less needing both energy and 
careful guidance to result in the splendid financial success we 
now so plainly saw before us. 

In a couple of weeks, iiaving had the satisfaction of seeing a 
goodly store of the unmistakable metal lying on the rude 
wooden receptacle of the machine, after all tlie clay and 
water-worn pebbles and extremely yellow water had been 
tinally run off, thence transferred to a camp kettle and carefully 
banked, I returned to Yatala to look up Cyrus and No. 4. 

The old town, though kept on its legs principally by the 
frontage claims of which ours was a sample, was comparatively 
deserted. Whole streets and suburbs appeared to have 
vanished, and the grass was growing on many a tioor where we 
had been on good terms with the occupants, and occasionally 
spent festive hours. 

Some of the old identities still survived, and among them 
were Mrs. Mangrove and old John who had so loyally backed us 
in our days ot‘ adversity. That speculative but forecasting 
matron was overjoyed at our return. 

‘ I -always stuck to it, Harry and his crowd would come out 
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all straight some daj,’ she said exultingly ; * didn't 1, John, old 
man ? I always said the Major would drop in lucky, for all 
those yaller books of his. Nothing like taking it cool and not 
breaking out in the drink lino when the party was down in the 
mouth lor a spell, as one might say. Borne men would have 
been on their backs for a week at a stretch with the hard times 
youVe gone through. But I always did like a party with a 
smart clever woman like that little Mrs. York© of yours among 
’em to do for ’em and keep ’em straight. And your sweetheart 
at home, Harry, she brought you luck, you may swear. 1 
suppose you’ll go back and marry lier when the clirhu’s worked 
out and the Oxley regular done up, and forgSt all of us roughs 
here.’ 

* I shall never forget you, old woman,’ 1 said, ‘ you may depend 
your life on that, nor John either; so make your mind easy. 
Bee what a present ITl sen<l you out from the old country.’ 

‘I think John and me had Ix'tter go home too,’ said Mrs. 
Mangrove. ‘You might get another rough turn, and want 
somebody as knew you to bo your backer again, Harry my 
boy.’ 

‘No, no! none of that,’ quoth John, laying his pipe pro 
visionally on his knee, a habit of his on the rare occasions wnen 
he thought fit to confirm or contravene the course of tlie execu- 
tive department. ‘ England’s too far off to follow a rush, and 
too dashed cold into the bargain. I couldn’t stand it now.’ 

‘What! worse than Hokitiki or KiandraTsaid his exj>ori- 
enced helpmate, ‘ Don’t you remember our getting snow^ed up 
on the Long Plain, and having to feed the horses on the flour 
they was a packin’ ? ’ 

‘ Yes, that was ratlier a close thing,’ assonte<l John. ‘We 
was pretty near used uj) when ’they found us. 1 should ha’ 
been dead only for that spare llannel x>etticoat of yours; but 
there’s no get away in llie old country, that’s what I look at, 
and no gold neither, except wliat you brings in your breeches 
pocket I reckon we’II stick to old New South Wales, for a.s bad 
as it is, while our time lasts.’ 

‘I reckon we may as well,’ said his supeiior officer, ‘unless 
anytiiing luippen to you, and tlien up stick and clear out, John. 
I never could fancy being shovellea in here ; that graveyard 
always puts me in mind of a shallow rush on purchased land, 
where they make you fill in all the duffer shafts. We never did 
no good on purcliascd land, did we, John?’ 

‘ Well, if that’s all ns troubles ye, old woman, youVl better 
get the Commissioner to register you a fancy business allotment 
there and you can make the hnnrovements all re/uiy for the 
last decision, fancy inarlile crib, headstone and all complete. 
Only some o’ those fossickers would come rooiin||: round with a 
dish after a shower, prospecting, like, for any .specimens ye might 
have taken with ye.^ ' T 

‘Don’t talk ot such dreatlful things,’ said our usually un 



•xxill 


THK MINER'S RIGHT 


215 


prejudiced inwrchandt^ shuddering superstitiously, ‘Assure as 
your name’s John Mangrove, some one will lose the number of 
•their mess before the week’s out. I’ve known it haj)pen a score 
• of times before now. You’d better be olf to your bed afore you 
make any more pleasant remarks.’ 

This broke up the sitting, and we all departed ; but strange 
and grotesque as were the ideas suggestea, none of us treated 
the presentiment with such indifl'erence as to jest upon it. 
Unlikely as were all the circumstances, and superior as was our 
position to what it had been of late years, I could not help con- 
fessing to aw involuntary feeling of gloom and boding fear which 
*1 tried in vain to* shake off. 

On the morning after the conversation recorded we were 
hard at work arranging for future business. The claim was 
too good to he left alone for more than a day or two at a time, 
and the wages men, like all otlier day labourers, were none the 
worse for personal supervision. Cyrus Yorke and three miners 
were detailed for the day shift, and went on accordingly after 
breakfast, the others, with Joe Bulder, having their allotment 
of labour during the hours of darkness. 

On our way to the claim, our large friend was in unusual 
spirits. He had made a match with his liorse for the following 
Saturday afternoon lioliday, and flattered himself that his 
antagonist had under-rated the pace and bre<iding of his nag. 
Like most Australians, and one Blount in the service of the 
late lamented Lord Marmion, Cyrus \\ as a ‘ sworn horse- 
courser.’ He was, indeed, a thoroughly good judge, and, heavy 
as ho was, a first-class rider and whi]). He luul picked up a 
thorough -bred horse, which liad found his way, more or less 
feloniously and unlawfully, into the Yatala pound, and had 
been sold out, poor, ragged, an<l studiously (lisfigu red, for con- 
siderably under his value. l^»y New South Wales law, and in- 
deed by that of nearly all tlie other colonies, a pound sale gives 
a perfect riud indefeasible title to any animal sold therefrom, 
no matter what equilarcenous acts may have led to his incar- 
cerittion. 

Bo Baracen, a great upstanding, weight-carrying bay, ‘tower 
of strength, with a turn of speed,’ a son of the well-known 
imported English blocxl sire Baladin, had at second-hand be 
come his property for the sum of thirty pounds and a wash- 
dirt cart. 

It was more than whis])ei'ed that Larry Lurcher had stolen 
tlie animal, then in training, out of his stables on a great 
breeding station to the north, ridden him a Iiundred miles by 
day-dawn, and ‘ workeHl’ hiin with the aid of, as it turned out, 
untrustworthy confederates into the Yatiila pound. One of 
tliese said cofSfederates was to buy liim out of the pound and 
hand him over to ‘ the first robber^ directly afterwards, thus to 
evade suspicion. • 

This worthy person did buy tlie iiorse, but utterly declined 
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to convey liini by legal receipt to iiin fellow thief. Larry of 
course could not explain the transaction sufficiently to regain 
his property by legal process. So the unjust one triumphed, 
and unblusliingly resold Saracen (for his name had leaked out) 
for just double what he had given, and had the wash-dirt cart, 
with fifteen pounds more to the good—Mr. Merlin notwith- 
standing. This official was in possession of the facts of the 
case—the name of the former owner of the horse, the night 
upon which he had been stolen, the distance he had been ridden, 
and lastly the name of the thief. Hut he had no evidence to 
connect the adroit receiver with the stolen property. ^ There 
was not material for ‘a case.’ So he had to ai^quiesce in hard’ 
fortune, and to smile upon the felon, mentally reserving hinj 
for a day of wrath. 

Since Cyrus Yorke had become })ossessed of Saracen, lie had 
improved immensely, and was now ‘lit to go for a man’s life,’ 
as he said. I never saw Cyrus in better spirits, though to do 
him justice, hard fortune or good, lie was always ready to enjoy 
himself, holding to such proverbs as ‘care killed a cat,’ ‘a short 
life and a merry one,’ ‘it will be all one in a hundred years,’ 
and other wise saws tending to d(;cry undue forethought and 
anxiety for the morrow. 

‘My word,’ he said, just before 1 put my leg into tlio bight of 
the ro])e and prepared to descend the one hundred feet of oui* 
shaft, ‘we’re getting ricli now, and no mistake. I never ex- 
pected to see the cash rolling in, hand over hand, like this here, 
i feel as if I’d more than I know what to do with already. If it 
wasn’t for the old woman and the kids I’d cut it, sell out, and 
buy a few farm.s on the IJawkesbury as would keep me the rest 
of my life. If I win tliis match with Saracen on Saturday, I 
don’t know as I won’t do it now.’ • 

‘Don’t do anything rash, Cyrus,’ I s^iid ; ‘better see the claim 
worked out. and then you can bank your money and live like a 
gentleman. ’ 



CHAPTER XXIY 


‘That’s all very well, Cyrus/ 1 said, after a while, ‘ but you must 
either do one tlung or another. This racing doesn’t go well 
with digging, You’!! liave to be brouglit up before the Com- 
missioner under the “elikderit working ’’ clause and lined, or else 
we’ll put a man on and charge you a pound a day. W e’re all 
sticking to our fight and you’nj Ix^ginning to jack up.’ 

‘All right, Harry,’ he said good-humouredly, ‘ don’t be afraid, 
old man, I’m good for a year’s work yet, anyhow. Wait till 1 
get down directly and I’ll show you how a native can handle a 
]nck. That Joe^ilulder s a good man, but he can’t do the day’s 
work I can turn out, though ho is a Britisher. Can he now V 

‘He certainly cannot,’ I conceded, ‘nor any other man in 
the claim ; only you’re not quite so regular as ho is.’ 

‘You get out of my way, then, old Parson Harry. I’ll be 
down directly after you send the rope up ; don’t be long. Lower 
away.’ 

I slid softly down with my foot in the bight of the rope 
below the rim of jiioUier-oarth, and in the requisite number of 
seconds ^yas safely on the shaft bottom, from which I retreated 
into a sideling gallery called ‘ a drive,’ aiid was about to ques- 
tion a wages man as to how they were doing when I lieard a 
sudden, rushing, unwonted sound, terminating in a horrible dull 
thud upon the hard cartli at the bottom of tlie shaft. How my 
heart sickened ! How did my blood rim cold as I hiew it must 
1)0 a. man/ I rushed to the sliaft. Several men from the other 
interior workings met there. We raised the man, for it was 
one, and little but the outward presentment of wliat was once 
(Jyrus Yorke. He was not insensible, better had he been so 
liis first words were, ‘Oli, my God ! my back, my back ! ’ 

Wlien we raised him his wiiole frame was nerveless, dreadfully 
limp, and incapable of being siqiportcd in an upright position. 
Then we found, amid his groans^ and inyoluijtary cries, ^ that 
both legs were^broken, an arm, with possibly inteinal injuries 
superadded. 

He was fastened in an impronqitu chair and drawn up with 
the aid of another miner, who went up with liim, holding him 
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as tenderly as a brother. It is in the time of real disaster, of 
mortal hurt that one secs the true value of the manly heart. 
Little is said, there are no professions, but the proverbial femi- 
nine tenderness is often equalled by that of the chance commies 
whoso ordinary speech would lead a superficial observer to infer 
that not one grain of sentiment could abide with the rough 
exterior and ruder utterances. 

Cyrus had full possession of his senses, and in answer to a 
question as to how he fell, groaned out, * I forgot the sprag.’ In 
the exuberance of his spirits lie liad jumped on to the rope and 
neglected to see that the wooden wedge, which when placed in 
the iron roller arrests and acts as a brake tO the outrunning^ 
rope, was in its place. The unchecked rope ran through the 
loller with treincndoiis velointy, and poor Cyrus reached the 
bottom of the shaft almost as rapidly as though he had thrown 
himself down it. 

There was no hope from the iivat. A messcTiger was sent to 
tell his wife that the earth had fallen in, and tha,t her man was 
badly hurt. This is the most common pliase of mining accident ; 
for this every miner’s wife is more or less prepared. In many 
instences they do not terminate fatally. There is generally 
some hope ; but poor Mrs. Vorke fortunately drefuled the worst, 
and cried out when she saw the little procession — 

‘Oh, Cyrus! oh, my man! lfe;11 never get of! Ills bed. 
I dreamed of it the other night. If thoy^'o got to can y him, 
he’s a dead man. I know before they tell me.’ 

However, she braced herself to the task, and with dry eyes 
was soon busied in making ready for him tlie l)ed, which, tliough 
in a poor tent, was neater and more scnipulou.sly tendeil than 
in many a grander al)od(i. 

As the four men approacIuMl u'itli tlic bark Btndeher, upon 
which lay the huge fraim^ (»f the mnguific(‘nt atiilete wlio had 
gone forth that morning in all the frolic spirits of youth 
rejoicing in his strengtli, there was already a small crowd 
collectea near the tent door. His wife came forward, and 
giving one ra|)i(l despairing glance threw }i(‘rsclf u|>on a low 
chair and covered her face with lu-r hands, '^^rhen she walko<l 
forward, and bending down kissed tin? pale face of the 
death-stricken miner, already torturc^d by the spasms of rnortal 
agony. 

‘Never mind, old woman,’ he said, with an efibrt to make his 
big voice sound cheery and careless a.s of old, ‘ don’t take on so. 
Tlie doctor won’t mend me, Tin thinking; but you’ll have 
enough for your share of the claim to keep you and tlie kids 
for your lives.’ 

‘Don’t talk of the claim. I wish we’d never seen it. Oil, 
my God ! have {lii.y on me ! Lay him down geitly on the bod, 
please. Why can’t I die too?’ 

There was no need to ask (hem to lay their ghastly burden 
down gently, A dozen willing hands were at once proffered, 
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and as lightly as a bate by its mother was the injured man laid 
upon the bed h© was never to quit alive. 

Then almost mutely, but with looks and gestures full of 
heartfelt commiseration, such as could not have been surpassed 
in the most polished society of tlie old world, the crowd rever- 
ently and hecdfully went on its way and left the mourners to 
their sorrowful duties. 

The nearest doctor was at once sent for. He came with little 
delay ; but beyond swathing up the wounded man, so that 
present pain was minimised, nothing could be done. 

The wif% looked long and searchingly at his impassive 
•countenance, buj? found there no hope, alas I 

VHow long shall I have my senses, doctor?’ said poor Cyrus. 

‘ Forty-eigiit hours, perhaps,’ said the man of sickness, wounds, 
and deiith. How many death-beds had he seen? ‘You had 
better make any arrangements to-morrow, in case of accident. 
If you feel the pains coming on badly, take some of the draught 
1 leave you, but nob unless you can’t clo witliout it. Good-day ! ’ 

1 walked out to tlie road with the doctor, and as far as the 
nearest hotel, no great distance. 

‘No chance of recovery, J suppose, doctor?’ 1 said tenta- 
tively, 

‘ My dear f(5llow, he has hurts enough to kill all four of you— 
severe in teniar injuries, fractured spitui, broken tliighs, arm, 
bah ! he’s a dead man now. Sensible woman, Ids wife — pity.’ 

‘ Poor Cyrus, it’s a frightfully sudden end. What will you 
take, doctor ? ’ 

* Brandy, I tliirik — tliree star.’ 

All the next day we watched over our j>ooi’ comrade. Though 
the pain which lie sulFered was at times agonising to tlie limit 
of human endurance, he was perhictly conscious, and in full 
possession of his senses. 

‘That’s wliat makes it so hard to bear,’ lie said, in one of the 
intervals when he lay calmed by the powerful narcotic draught, 
after a paroxysm of unusual iierceness. ‘ Here am I took, acci- 
dental like, all through a minute’s cursed can^lcssness, and m(‘ 
as never had a day’s illness, or knowed what it was to te sick 
or sorry, not once in my life afore. And just as I had my pile 
pretty well made, so as we’d no call to be grizzlin’ and bustin’ 
ourselves for money as long a.s we lived. Well,’ he said reflec- 
tively. after a pause, ‘I liaven’t been what folks call a religious 
cove, out I never wished anybody any harm, and I never done 
a mean act in my life. And I do feel it liard— precious hard— 
to te rubbed out lilce tliis, after followin’ the diggings so long, 
just as I’ve made the first rise.’ 

Towards nightfall he felt easier, and as he lay with his wife’s 
hand in his, one might have hoped, but for the cruel irreparable 
shattering of liis whole frame, that a favourable change was at 
hand, lie, however, mistrusted%t himself. 

* You’ve teen a good wife to me, little woman,’ he said to his 
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wife, who now sat looking at him witli a fixed gaze of giief, as 
if the fount of tears was ary, ‘and Tve not behaved bad to you, 
that is, as far as I knowed how. When I’m gone, you stick to 
your sliares in the claims till they’re clean worked out, and then 
you go and settle down on the Mawkesbury where we both was 
reared, and buy a good farm, and eddicate the poor kids well. 
And if you marry again, as women mostly does, and I don’t see 
why you shouldn’t, you pick a sensible, steady ch.ap, as’ll take 
care of you and them. 1 shan’t have nothin’ to say agin it. 
And now, ki.ss me, old woman, and biing in the poor young uns 
and the babby, bless his little round mug, for thei?:i pains is a 
coinin’ on agin, and they won’t have their father much longer,' 
I’m af eared.’ 

It was even so. An hour later a merciful delirium set in, 
and during the long night througli Cyrus never recovered con- 
sciousness— tjilking mostly of his early days, among the maize 
fields of the old river, w here so many of the early colonists were 
reared. 

At dawn he passed away ; and when the miners went forth 
to their daily work that morning, the giant frame of him w horn 
all liad known in robust health and .spirits but twm sliort days 
before lay cold and stiff for evermore. 

We buried him near Hadetsky, whom he had follow(?d to the 
grave, little deeming that he himself was so soon to be laid 
beside him, and a crowd of mourners only inferior in number 
to those who formed the death march in honour of the patriot 
exile paid the last tribute of respect to the big, jolly, generous 
comrade whom they all knew so well. 

As for Mrs, Yorke, she refused all comfort for a wliile, attend- 
ing to her household tasks mechanically, but seeming as one*, 
whose mental faculties had received a numbing blow. By 
degrees, however, she rallied, arid so far resumed her former 
nature as to resent a proposal made to her to go ‘down the 
country,’ as she expressed it, and settle in a fjuiet country town 
with her cliildren. 

‘ Poor Cyrus said I w^as to stoj) and s(io how the claims washed 
up till the very end,’ she said, ‘and so 1 shall as long as 
they’re worth sticking to. I’ve followed the diggings so 
long as I sliould be lost at any other life ; so I’ll stop on 
and do for you boys, just as I’ve always done, till the party^s 
broke up. There’s plenty of good hard work, and tliatll keep 
me from thin kin’ too much and maybe losin’ the little wits 
I have.’ 

So Mrs. Yorke abode with the party, knowing that she was 
among friends and brothers, and tliat her children were Under 
the protection of the whole goldfield, every man in which would 
have gone far to aid them in any way. She gradually became 
her old cheery, sliarp -spoken, mergetic self again, ana matters 
went on, as is the world’s wont, with a graaualiy decreasing 
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memory of the big, easy, good-humoured liusband aud father 
whom she used to order about with almost as little ceremony as 
. the children. 

As soon as I had reason to believe that No. 4 could be trusted 
to manage itself without my supervision, I placed Joe Bulder 
in char^^e, and returned to the Oxley. There was no very 
great dilhculty in arranging poor Cyrus Yorke’s affairs. He 
had, luckily for himself, taken a fancy to have his will made 
a couple of years before, being so much taken with the 
celerity with which JMr. Markham drew up that important 
document a fellow miner in extremis^ that he got that 
energetic gentl(;man to write out one exactly like it for him, 
leaving evwytliing to his wif<?, as liad liis old friend, and 
actually signed it. 

This was most fortunate, and saved all bother with the 
Curator of Intestate Instates and the necessity of commission to 
Mr. Bagstock- a result wliich that gentleman feelingly deplored. 
We had then only to place Mrs. Yorke’s .share of the dividends 
in the bank to Iier crerlit after each washing-up, and the poor 
thing knew to a fraction how much was added to her previous 
very respectable capital. 

After I had I'eturnod to the Oxl(‘y, and these affairs, revolu- 
tionary and otlnu’wise, were done and over, and we liad time 
to tfiin]^ over matters in a calm and unexcited way, it occurred 
to the Major and myself one night as very strange that Jack 
Balder should have taken such very particular care to keep 
himself out of the vvliole imbroglio. 

*The very thing I should hava* expected him to hav^e gone in 
tooth and nail for,’ said tlie Major. *Jie has often inveighed 
against the tyranny and harshness of the officials in the early 
days of mining, more jiarticulariy in Victoria, and occasionally 
shown an amount ot ferocity that surprised me. Now, all 
til rough this row he has kept steadily to Ids work, avoided all 
meetings, almost ran the risk of being considered a traitor to 
a cause by some of t lie hot-headed rioters. Depend upon it he 
has a good reason for kix^ping so quiet.^ 

‘ He lias shown his sense,’ I said. ‘ There Vi'ere many good 
reasons for keeping out of all tins unfortunate affair. I wish 
others had thought the saunt^ 

* Yes, but what 1 nu\an is, that he had some feeling beyond that 
of common prudence which would not liave sxyayed such a savage 
Ix^ggar as he is when Ids blood is up. There is some mystery, 111 
swear.^ 

‘ There is some mystery about every d igger,’ I replied. * There 
is nothing wonderful about that. If one could only know the 
real history of idne-tenths of the people that we pass in the 
street or work%longside of for years, there would W. the material 
for more startling romances tluin all the fiction- weavers in 
Et|r<^e could manufacture in a ^ecado.’ 

one comes to think of it, perhaps if the Oxley Hotel 
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bars were turned into a ven table Palace of Truth instead of one 
occasionally witnessing the unveiling of a fragment of the 
statue, some novel ejects and strong situations would result. 
But none the less do I firmly believe that our trusty 
acquaintance and mate carries about with him a secret as 
much more weighty and dangerous than the ordinary miner’s 
possessions as a square foot ot nitro-glycerine is to a canister of 
powder.’ 

‘ If your theory is right about his having a craving for drink, 
it will all come out the first time he has a “ burst.” 1 have noticed 
Ms being restless and excited lately. It may be thq^. the enemy 
is crawling closer to him,’ 

‘ Poor devil 1 Perhaps it is so. I must say I pity those 
alcoholisers. It is so hopeless a case with them. And they are 
often such Bayards in their sane ])eriods.’ 

‘Poor human nature again!’ said 1; ‘but isn’t it bed- 
time ? ’ 

More important matters than John Bulder’s strange mood 
had been passed over during the revolutionary and fimen^al 
period. So little had I dreamed of aught but war rumours and 
tragedies of late, that the absence of my accustomed letter from 
my darling Buth did not unsettle and alarm me, as such an 
omission usually did. 

When I began to reason on the subiect I told myj^^df that 
■ tliere was no fixed period for the sending of these priceless 
missives, and that they were occasionally delayed until the time 
of my eager expectation had passed. 

I had certainly written very fully of late, and had dwelt with 
more than my usual guarded prudence upon the recent suc- 
cesses and wonderful expectations winch had now fallen to 
our lot. 

I liad told of my wound, of tlie robbery of t he escort, and of 
rny slow and tedious recovery— all of which facts had elicited 
the most tender sympathy, the most fervent condolence. I had 
meivtioned, peiliaps in somewhat slight and formal manner, the 
good nursing I had received from Mrs. Morsley, which had so 
much tended to my recovery. But 1 had forborne to state tliat 
she was identical with the Jane Mangold whom Butli so well 
recollected at Dibblestowe Leys. 

My reason for tins was merely an instinctive feeling that it 
was better not to go into the whole question of poor Jane’s 
Australian career, and a doubt whether any one in England 
could completely understand and accurately gauge the nature 
of a goldfield’s friendship, all innocent of wrong-aoing as such 
friendships generally are. 

Better for all and safer would it have been had I told the 
whole unvarnished truth, and trusted to Ruth*s delica^ 
patliy and womanly sense of purity to have instinctively 
divined the real state of the ca^. As it was, my reticence gave 
point to the well-nigli faUl stab to rny i-eputetion, aided I'll® 
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deathblow to my happiness, which my mortal enemy had known 
so well how to deal 

I had tortured myself with the sickening foreboding of evil 
/that sensitive spirits know so well for some weeks, when a letter 
* came with the well-known beyond-a‘a postmark. 

To toy deep surprise it wiis in the squire’s handwriting. 

With min^ded feelings I tore it oiien and read, with confu.sed 
brain find mist dimincu eyes, as follows - 



CHAPTER XXV 


‘Allf.rton Court. 

‘ SiR -CirciimstaiK'es liavo recently been brouf^bt to my koowlcc Igc 
connected with your present mode ol life in Australia whicli have entirely 
changed my o|^union of your character. 

*Witliont lurther alluding to facts, with which I have been made 
acquainted througli the corresi)on<len(*o of a resident at the Oxley dig- 
gings and former acquaintance (I enclose the commniiication), I may state 
hero that I feel rnysolf precluded from all future friendship or association 
with you. 

Mleeply painful as it has been to me and others V) decide thus irre- 
vocably, you must be aware that your conduct leaves mo no alternative as 
a father, as a gentleman. May <h*d forgive yon. I should he false to my 
heart’s truest feelings if I could add that I did. — Yours ohcdicntly, 

‘ Or.OKFKY AiJUCK'I'ON. 

‘ Hereward Pole, 

* The Oxley, N. Wales, Australia. ’ 


More than once had I turned and re turned this fatal scroll, 
like one who doubts and fears of doom irrevocable, spirit- 
crushing, eternal. 

‘What foulest slander, what devilisli falsehood could have 
led to this astounding change in tlie warm liearted old squire ? 
And if he and his trusting cliaritable wife believed— as they 
must have done—the hateful lying slander, what would bo the 
feelings of my pure, gentle, true-hearted Kutli? 

And could she desert me at the first whisjH)r of the breath of 
calumny, she whom I had known to be not loss gentle than 
steadfa.st ? Did I not remember with the vividness of yesterday 
our walk near the upland terrace along the beech avenue, our 
youthful sympathy with the Master of Ravenswood, and her 
scorn of the too easily -swayed Lucy Ashton 1 

As I sat staring at vacancy, rigid with despair and hate of 
my enemy— for who but Algernon Malgrade hii(i, through some 
emissary near his old abode, worked all this misery ana ruin— 
I could yet see Ruih^s calm ^ eye and severe features as she 
expressed her belief in the fond faith and clinging adlierence to 
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an absent lover, noblest, most exalted attributes of womanliood. 
Covering my face in an agony too tleep for words, well uigli 
too great for human erxdurance, I took comfort from tiie recol- 
.lectiort 

Again and again I re-read tJie serpent - like scroll wliich 
had Deen cast into my Eden of love and faith, whence 1 was 
now, it would appear, for ever cast forth, it was addressed 
to an erstwlulc companion and fellow - reprobate, siiarer 
in Malgrade’s darkest iniquities, but who, niont astute or 
more fortunate tlian he, had nev^er been actually convicte<l 
of dishonou^'able conduct, and was therefore still in the en- 
«joymetit of his ^«ocial position. The poisonous extract ran 
thus- 

‘ I daresay you reinomher something about that fellow Pole, who 
migrated to this strange quarter of the globe just before I did. I never 
liked the confounded prig, but did him the justice to think that ho was 
hard-working and what the world calls respectable. Still I think poor old 
Allerton, wlio was ass enough to allow that nice daughter of his to become 
engaged to him, ought to know that ho has been living in the most open 
manner with a woman named Morslcy, who left her husband to nurse him 
when ho received a wound in the escort robbery, and lias remained witli 
him ever since. She was said to have been a ieiidrrsse of his when he was 
playing at farming with her father, old Mangold, in Kent. People don’t 
mind tlu^t .sort of*thing here, ainl I am not straitlaced, as you know, 
but I never was a sanctimonious hypocrite, and 1 can’t stand felUtws who 
sail iindor false colours.’ 

This artfullv (loncocted missile had not failed of its ellect. 
Like the frail dart, the keen point of which Inis been stcf'ped in 
the fetering relic.s of tlie charnel house, the merest scratch was 
sufficient to rankk; and iidlaine into a mortal wound. ‘The 
death of hope, love, friendship, all that is, exce[>t mere breath,’ 
had followed. Should I ever be able to refute the calumny 1 
Should I ever be aUbrded an c)])port unity to clear myself of 
this subtle, deadliest accusation? For the arch-assassin and 
conspii'ator in the matter was difficult to reacln \vei‘e 

already knowm to he sworn enemies. To cliarge him with the 
villainy, to assail liiTii with reproaches, wouhl serve no good 
end. He would probably reply witli his polished, im})erturb- 
able sneer, well gratilied to find that the barbed arr’ow had 
gone home. For an actual hand to hand conflict the time 
and place were not fitting. Men did not carry arms at 
our diggings, and tliough 1 felt as if I could have crushed 
every bone in his body, yet 1 knew that lie was an adept at 
every kind of athletic exercise, and that an attack by me 
could only end in an unseemly scuffle and a separation by 
the adjoining •bystanders, with an ultimate appeal to the 
police-office. Satisfaction was not to be obtained in that 
way* I must bide my time. might yet be incriibinated 
in tke escort robbery. Merlin wa.s following up the trail like 

Q 
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a sleuth-hound. I should yet see him in the dock, thence to 
rec€>ive the full measure of his deserts. 

A month passed. How I bore up under my burden I ce.nnot 
tell. None can e\'er know. I was fortunate in having the 
inestimable distraction of full and exhausting bodily toil, which 
to the strong man, whose muscular power will bear the strain, 
supplies an anodyne to which none otlier is comparable. To 
the Mnjor, who shareii all my secrets, though I had not been 
put into full possession of his, 1 confided my griefs. He was 
less sardonic than I had ever known him. 

‘ if I were weiik enough to make an exception^ln favour of 
any daughter of Eve, which I don^t say I 4^^’ answered' 
musingly, ‘1 should do so in the case of Miss A Her ton. Slie is, 
l)erhaps, one of the rare feminine lloworets which a certain con- 
sensus of persons of ex))erienco have decided to bloom once in a 
century. Were 1 in love, like you, which God forbid, 1 should 
hope against hope.’ 

Did the l^^ajor sigh? I could not tell. It would bo too 
wonderful wore it so. Jhit after delivering himself of this 
most unusual sentiment, he deijarted al>ruptly. 

I w'as approaching a phase of stony des])air, which, appar- 
ently, no outward occurrences had power to change, wlion a 
letter was brought to me on whjch I instantly descried the 
long-loved, long-lamented characters of m^ lovC. 

Had I been sick and like to die? £vcn in this hour of 
sanity and security, I fully believe so. That dull, darksome 
despair of life, the denial of all worth and value in existence, 
had set in, whicli krlls in some races oven as surely as the 
sword, though silently as tlie fatal cup. The Lascar casta 
himself down, saying 1 shall die, and by tlie simple exercLse 
of will — hereditarily so directed — even thus does die. Why not 
the hopeless lover ? 

Never before had I opened one of her dear letters without 
being pervaded by a feeling of joy and serenity, which seemed 
as with some su]')ernal influence to dispel the mists of doubt 
and danger by whicli my life was environed. Feai-ing, as 1 had 
good reason now to do, lest the with all my freight of 

happiness, had hopelessly foundered, 1 yet liad an instinctive 
reminiscent sensation of the well -remembered gracious in- 
fluence. Nor was it illusory. 0])emiig the letter with the 
obstinately - resolved feeling of one wlio knows that his 
charter of life or death, the release or the death warrant, 
lies between those delicate sheets, I read no farther than ‘ My 
darling Hereward,’ when I threw niyself on my knees and 
kissed the letter again and again in an agony of love and 
gratitude, as though it bore the pardon of a soul ransomed 
from the Inferno. ^ / 

When my throbbing heart and whirling brain would permit 
me, I addressed myself more folleetedly to the closely-written 
pages, which ran thus—* 
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‘ I could not wnd you this before, though I grieved. They tell me all 
through the delirium of my illness that you would be left in doubt of 
your own Ruth, and of her love towards you, even after the wicked 
^ slander which has so injured you in papa’s estimation. For I have been 
* ill, very ill, my darling, and my poor brain is still weak and troubled 
with the dreadful imaginings which passed through it during the fever. 

* But they tell me I am recovering now, and after the change of air 
which my dearest mother and I are about to take, I feel that I shall be 
quite well again and able to act with firmness. How much strength of 
purpose shaU I need to cling to my love through good and evil report. 

‘Oh, what a dreadful thing it is that wicked people should be per- 
mitted to work such woe to those who have never injured them. I have 
*barely heard of thi/Algornon Malgrade, whose fiendish letter has done all 
this evil to us. 1 was merely told that he was a man whom his friends 
had long cast off, and whoso name was infamoiLS in his own neighbourhood. 
That he could never liave been a friend of yours, and is now a deadly 
enemy, I can well understand. And the deadliest foe ho has proved 
hiinseif to be. 

‘Before I go further 1 must tell you that, though I never believed 
tbo wicked invention, yet }>aj)a’s auger, dear mother’s sorrow, and my 
own vexation tliat any act of yours should liavc been capable of such 
a construction, combined to harass me with doubts and to produce 
tlio illness from whudi I have just arisen. It was also most unfortunate 
that you did not tell me in your letters after you were wounded that the 
nurse, to whom I felt so grateful, was Jane Alangold. Every one knew 
her liere as a hand&ome flighty girl before she left England, and all were 
ready to believe the worst of her after the ciroumsiantial falsehood which 
Mr. Malgrado’s friend, whom I shall always consider as bad as himself, 
circulated. 

‘ But oh, ray own Hereward — long loved, only loved that you are, as 
from the first — I believed in your truth with all my heart and soul; 
so I do now. My father’s bitter anger and disappointment at what he 
terms your ingratitude must yield to time and ])roof‘ of your innocence. 
Dear mother is again on my side, and tlunks lie was over liasty in con- 
demning you unheard. As for me, I am yours, in love and faith, as long 
a.s life lasts ; and nothing that I can imagine would tear you from my 
heart, thougli I might die in the elfort to sever myself from you. 

‘ Write at once, calmly and prudently, to dear father and sot yourself 
right, as you must be able to do, with as little delay as possible. When 
I think that but for this terrible escort robbery you might oven now have 
been on your way home, 1 can hardly bear to think of the wretches who 
planned it, and are resi>ousible for all the evils which have since flowed 
from the crime. 

‘ Do not lose a moment in calming the fears about yoursell' which I 
constantly entertain, and in proclaiming your justification before my 
parents and all the world. But, whatever may be their opinion —and I 
pray that I may not be deemed wicked for opposing it, — 1 am and shall 
be always, your own Kuth AnLEicroN.’ 

I carefully folded up and put away among my hoarded 
treasures this the most rare and precious of them all — the 
assurance of a pure and loving^ woman’s devotion. Encom- 
pasised as she was by apparently well-founded fears and 
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anxieties, by the opposition of her parents and friends, and 
the opinion of the society in which she lived, what courage 
did she display 1 A difficult measure of antagonism for one so 
gentle and tender to withstand. Yet, for my sake, she repressed 
hci* natural desire to conform in all respects to the will of those 
tender parents with whom her life had been spent in willing 
obedience, choosing rather to trust in tlie fealty of one who, 
like me, was living in a strange land, the sport of wild adven- 
ture, of untoward fate, the unttef ended victim of calumnj. 

Whatever love mortal man could give, had ever given to 
woman, was lier due; and if over man hail loved truly and with 
all the strength of his being, 1, Hereward i’ole^ was that roan. 
Why could I not at once take steps and in jierson defy my 
maligners and for ever put to flight all doubt of my good 
faith 1 I could almost do it. If I sold out now and quitted the 
goldfields I should leave with a fair fortune, a respectable com- 
petence sufficient to provide moderately for all my wants in 
days to come. But just now, at tlie crowning point of fortune, 
when everythhig^ in a miner’s point of view, wa,s in our favour, 
it seemed too hard to quit the still lamning golden stn^am and 
leave to others the garnering of the wondrous treasures winch 
were within our grasp. No ! I had sworn to return to the land 
of my forefathers with such a jiortion of the golden store of 
this new world as should suffice to ecjuip their descendant with 
something of the old splendour of the ancient house. I had 
wrested so much from the dragons which guardfal the Hesperides 
of the south. I would reappear, laden with what would disarm 
the sneers and purchase for evermore the smiles of the fawning 
crowd we dignify as society. 

Yes ! in despite of the weary load of overworn patience, of 
the crushing sorrow, never more sharply mordfint than now, 
the machination of fiends, falsely calhjd men, I would adliere to 
my first resolution, never departed from, and light out my life- 
battle to the close, Tfie stubborn pride which compelled my 
expatriation forbade a premature return. 

Meanwhile, all that I could do should be done. I would 
write both to the Squire and to my own unfaltering high-souled 
love, placing before them the fullest details, the most minute 
facts. My exculpation I would leave to a just and merciful 
G(xl, to my Kuth’s tender trust, to her father’s honour and 
plighted word. 

And yet, how was I to bear myself towards the ill-fated 
woman who was so closely, so ominously linked with my 
fortunes ? Was I, with selfish dread of damage, to cast her off 
at the first storm summons of wave and gathering blast, as 
seamen, mad with fear or reckless in despair, cast forth the 
weaker comrade from an overladen skiff? Nbo for even her 
dear love’s sake, not for the risk of withering up the life that 
remained to me, as a flarae-se Drched scroll, wotild I so far dis- 
honour my manhood by the desertion of a trust. 
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This late-stricken victim, this forlorn creature, alone in a 
world which was thronged with foes and oppressors, had crept 
to my feet to die or to be succoured in sore need in the name of 
the old pure friendship of our joyous tsjiarmed youth, and was 
I to cast her off with calculating cowardice because her name 
had been used to forge a false indictment? 

No 1 by heaven 1 some men might do this thing, might hug 
themselves with the belief that the seeming cruelty of prudence 
was but the duty to tliornselves and their stainless reputation 
winch all men owe. But might the Lord do so to me, and 
more, in the words of the ancient record of man’s earliest 
tragedies, ir I, klereward Bole, stooped to so base a shelter from 
the storm of calumny wiiicli bade fair to whelm me. 

So I betook me to the poor substitute for the spoken word, 
which those must ever employ who look to lighten the wrong 
whicii has been for ages the {)rovcrbia] doom of the absent. 1 
shut myself ui>, and devoted a long day to the careful compila- 
tion of a record of all that liad occurred between us since I 
had first seen the unhappy Jane Mangold in Australia. 1 
wrote humbly and ])atiently to the old Squire, solemnly 
pledging my faith as a man and a gentleman, that no tie 
existed between us save sucli as was almost a necessity of 
our positions, nnd which relleeted honour upon our common 
nature. 

J stated fimally that slio was about to sail for Lngland 
shortly, that I had pledged mys(‘lf to carry out arrangements 
to that effect, from which, of course, he would see that 1 could 
n()t now draw back, and that as she was returning to her 
father’s lionie he miglit, if ho pleased, and T earnestly besought 
him to do so, visit her at the Leys, and hear from her own 
mouth the true facts of the case. When face to face with her, 
1 could trust to his clear head and knowledge of the world to 
unravel any a})parent uiysBn*y. 

My task over, my despatches scaled and posted, somewdiat 
of my burning anxiety was allayed. Some i)ortion of the load 
was lifted from my soul. I felt nerved to attempt the com- 
pletion of my errand to iliis fail* land, abstracted as it liad been 
hitlierto, as by all tlie evil genii of an eastern tale, and yet 1 
had so lately yearned but to cease from penitent, aimless 
struggling against fate, to sleep the sleep of the tired way- 
farer, to lie down and die I 

Thus I sought out Jane ; told her — for 1 thought it well to 
do so — of the coward shaft that had been aimed against two 
lives. Her old licry nature blazed fiercely out at Malgrade’a 
treachery. 

' Liar and toward tliat he is ! ^ she crital. ‘ I could stab him 
with my own liand. He knew it was a lie— none better, but he 
hates me’ (here she blushed p^nfully) ‘not less than he does 
you.. He thought he would ruin us both with the same miser- 
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I had crossed more than one crest of the slate-strewn ranges, 
and was tlireadirig the close shrubbery of a narrow grassy ciell, 
wlien 1 saw thc3 woman whom we knew as Dolores comingalong 
the track. Bareheach^l, with rapid pace and eager gesture, she' 
turned at once towainls me as her eyes liglited on my approach- ' 
ing hgure. 

Her head was tlirown back ; her black hair, which was loose, 
fell in great masses down her back. Her eyes were ilasliing, 
and her white even teeth were set closely with a resolved, almost 
cruel ex]n*ession. 

1 thought of passing lier without appearing to take notice 
of her altered mein, but dismissed the idea /is DVnarked her, 
evident distress and agitation. * 

‘Good evening, Mrs. Mai grade,’ I said; ‘ what’s winng with 
you f Has anything happened V 

‘ Hjippened ! ’ she said, with tierce hate and scorn tilling every 
line of her filatures, and blazing in lier large dark eyes that 
seemed aglow wdtli uncartbly light. ‘What should happen to 
a w'oman tliat’s bound to Algernon ]\lalgrade but wrong and 
ill-treatment. What have you to say ot a man that strikes, 
that beats his wdfe. God help me ! I am not that, but the 
miserable woman that bears liis name ; and here I swear before 
God that I w'ili never do so more, or l)reak bread, or live under 
the same roof witli him, if I starve or work my fingers to the 
bone for it.’ 

Here tlie excited woman bdl upon her knees and raised her 
hands *and face to heaveti. ‘ I swear that f, Dolores Lusada, will 
never more live nn(hu- the same I'oof with Algernon M/ilgrade, 
or take a morsel of meat or a niece of rnonev from his hand, 
if I should starve ; and if I ao not keep this oath may my 
brain wither and this hand rot to* the shoulder. LcK)k here, 
Harry,’ said she, ‘do you see the pretty mark V here I saw that 
her face was bruised and cut as with a heavy blow. ‘And see 
here,’ she pulled up her sleeve, and on her wliite round arm was 
another livid mark that no light stroke ever made. * And now 
you despise me. I know you do. Oli, T^ord God ! tlmt ever 1 
should have come to tliis ! ’ 

• Then she threw herself upon ilie green turf, and covering her 
face wdtfi her hands wept and lamented with so dreadful an 
agony of tears, as if (in the phrase of childish days) ‘ her heart 
would break.’ 

It was not in my nature to abstain from oflering such poor 
shreds of consolation as 1 had to bestow to any woman under 
such Stress of circumstances. I certainly djKti'usted, and in a way 
disliked, Dolores as much as J could dislike a very beautiful 
woman, which was not, after all, a very active sentiment. I 
was fully aware tliat she might work rno evil, and that to be 
seen witlx her would by no means conduce to m^ social rt^puta- 
tion. For even on goldfield^ Mrs, Grundy is no obsolete 
puissance. 
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I calraed tlie frantic woman, and partly persuaded her to go 
to a respectable quiet lodging in Yatala, where she could remain 
until cither she ejected a reconciliation with Malgrade, which 
knew was highly probable, constituted as women are, or made 
' final arrangements for sejiaration. Go back at present she would 
not, nor liad 1 the heart to urge her. 

1 felt a grim half -bitter smile pass over my features as I said 
aloud — 

‘It is Kismet. Surely I am doomed to be the champion of 
every distressed dame and clam.sel on tlie goldfield. I am 
Arnadis de Gaul or some other medifcval knight of romance, or 
^icrchance l^n (^ixote himself. Jf my heart is reflected in my 
race, there could scarce be a closer presentment of tlie knight of 
the sorrowful countenance. How the Major will oppress mo 1 ^ 

I had brought matters to this more or l(‘ss satisfactory stage, 
and was departing on my own track, leaving her to follow the 
path to the township which she knew very well, when a figui’e 
crossed the crest or the hill wliich caused both of us to start 
instinctively. 

It was Algernon Malgrvade. I noted the exact moment when 
he recognised our figures. He cliecked his ])ace for an instant, 
then advanced witli a slow iTidiilerent step and studied air of 
lou n gi n g carol ess ness. 

He lialted wiHiin a yard, and gazed steadfa.stly in both fa.ces 
as if to read our very souls. Then he laughed, Devils laugh 
so. I felt certain of it, though 1 had, of course, no means of 
verifying the fact. , 



CHAPTER XXVI 

‘So you didn’t drown yoiirs(df, rariimimd T lie said at loiigth, in 
his soft vibratin^^ voice, which be could rcndtu* so uuilo<iious at 
-will, ‘ l)ut have coiudinh'd to console yourself and enlist the 
sympathy of Mr. Horeward IMe. Jr rn Jais nies comjill- 
menh^ he. add(‘(!, takini; oiT his hat and bowing with 

an assumption of rospeclful politciu^ss ; thtn turning to Eolores, 
he added, M. s]K)ula have tliought he haii his liands full at 
present. If rnadame’s 1emj)er, not to speak (J other attributes, 
remains unim])ai red he will liave reason, like, me, to bless the 
hour he fir st rsc't eyes on you.’ 

Not prone to sudden outburst, rather of the older Gothic 
calibre, slow^ of incandt*sc(nce. but capalle undm* sutlicient 
stimulus of being wrought u]) (<>a wfiite heat, 1 had been in- 
wardly nigiiig since Malgrarie ,'irst came \s it hin scojre of my 
\ isioiL i had refrained from violeirce, though at desperate cost 
of self-repression, not wishing to liave it l)nuted abroad that 
Dolores was the trfrrnvui cna,>vn 

Hut one sw ift Ihougln f>f ruin iu' had so nearly eirected 
in my own case, joined to a sight- at the sarne moment of the 
woman’s blei'ding face as it canie btUwecn nur and the warstcring 
sun, preci])iiated sucha wsave of wrath and desirn for vengeance 
that I felt as if, like Dg- I could liave passtul an eternity 
in mangling the llesh of ni\ . 

Well w;is it said Brrns dcsoa/n furor rf^L What is it but 
madness wdien the whole s^msorinm is imugo.ul in one rec’khrss 
spasm of blood lust-, careless- if butt her hale jnrnger he appiiased, 
the liate thirst slaked-- that fortune, fair* fame, life itsdf be 
spent in the elort, lavishly as a child's toy.s of wdiich he is 
aw earied ? 

Pow'ei lcss lh(.n, too, tlm disci]>]im;d will, the instinctive in- 
herited lialiit of prevision, to stand against the dire half- 
animal trans|)ort. The jiassion of 1 Klorcs, haughty and tame- 
less as wsas her spirit, .s(;emed to fiah; ]>o{o|;e tko superior 
volume of mine, as with glaring eyf^s 1 confronted him, her 
enemy and mine. 

‘ Piasc dog, and son of a do^ 1 ’ I .said, ‘ How dare vou speak 
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to a man tliat you have wronged like mel You can iieat a 
w'Oinan, you can lie behind backs. Lo(^)k at that w oman’s bleed- 
ing face. Stand up to a many you hound, and take the 
punishment you deserve, for, by , you shall have it now.’ 

A general rniscronception has gained credmn^e that evil- 
intentioned people df‘cline to look fix(idly upon the countenances 
of the just or other sections of liumanity. This may not in- 
frequently occur ; but the converse fact must have nqieatedly 
imprcsseil itstdf ii])on evtm the most superiieial obs(jrver. 
Whatever his evil doings, and they were conqua^luuisively 
numerous, imin nor woman could ever say Algernon Alalgrade’s 
Jbriglit blue dyes iind soft met them not fairly when ho elected 
to deceive. (.1(*a'r w(;re Huy, and burning wdth the hres of 
hell wlien the demon within Inm was undiained; but always 
unwavering, losvei-ed neither to fihmd nor the*. 

As he sl(‘pne(l lightly huavard wdth a mocking smile oti his 
lip, I wuitcluMi their criud liglit deepcm and g]r>vv, as might tlio 
gladiator’s ga/e in th<^ old days of Home, wdien the sword ])lay 
was lM‘fore (kesar, and the (h.^adly iiuwitahdo stroke or thrust 
was ini|)ending. 

In the madUu’ of sci(uice as ajUilieil in the modei’n arena to 
boxing, no man on tha.t great gojdli(‘ld was liis eojaal. Hut he 
had, been lately heading an ituhh-ut dissi|)ated life, whih' 1 liad 
bec'n taxing for ilu‘ la.M f<'w months, and t luaaffoia.^ sli'engtluai- 
ing, ev(‘ry niusci(‘ and sinew in my wlmh* fraim*.. 

Of tlu‘S(; andotlu'r idoas I was diTiily eonseious as w(^ went at 
each other witli silent ferocity: on both sidc's th(‘. hading of 
jMU’sonal anta,gonism was too intens(^ to suder the int rusion c)! 
o rd i 1 \ a ry can t io n . 

From the first onset, ail notion of defence set sued to lie 
abandoned, and the strange, <Mii'iously rare, sound made by the 
fall of }uai\'y blows upon fac<‘, atal body, with our luaaving 
breath, W'as the sole inltu-ruption for a space to the stillness of 
the s.equcst(u*(Ml s])ot. 

I must luive received a laip'r sliiire of the in-si. succisssion of 
blows that rained u])on (dther form, but 1 bdt or 1 luu'ded them 
not. I had iron inu.sclfss, a giant's slrt-ngth in that hour, and, 
after figliting in to a ‘ half-arm rally,' which lasltal for many 
seconds, ,[ was less .surprised than grimly triumplmnt wlien my 
adversary dropped senseh‘ss U]hui the turf, and lay without 
motion, prone and nerveh'ss, as one dicid. 

l)olorc.s lijul stood the wldlo at a little distance watchitig the 
combat, her great, dark tyes iix<al upon us with an expression 
half tierce, Italf womh'ring, as though the cont(\st, yhilo minis- 
tering to her craving for no'engo, was lialf painful from the 
mingletl emotions wliich so inc‘xplical)ly sway that most ancient 
and still unridetted s])hinx of womanhood. 

lUit wlien the man slit red not fur a, space, lying in an 
awkward position, as does a corpji(% she slowly and unwillingly, 
yet as if drawn by a powerful intiueuce, moved towards him, 
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and then kneeling down by his side changed tlie position of his 
head, and loosened the kerchief carelessly knotted aronnd his 
throat. As for me, I would not then have touched limb or 
feature to have saved his life, looking on him still with the 
loathing pitiless ire whicii the wounded serpent excites as we 
waich Jiim writhing in the flames. 

My evident feeling of ablion’cnce, ignorant as she was of the 
deeper reason I had for revenge, commenced to produce a 
counterpoise of sympathy on her part. Gradually he recovered 
consciousness, and, sitting up, gazed at mo with a look of malice 
so intense, so devilish, thatl could have deemed it in my excited 
state to have issued from a corpse re animated a fiend frnre 
hell 

Shaking his list, he moved his mouth and essayed to speak. 
No words came, thougli a gibbering horrible sound was pro- 
duced. I saw l)olore.s, with a softcimd exx)ression akin to pity, 
place her hand upon his face ; not till then did I observe with 
more curiosity than regret that the lower iaw was broken. My 
last left-handed blow, delivered with full force, had caught the 
lower face fair, at exactly the true distance, si^lintering the 
bone as if glass. 

For the first time E felt ])art.ly avenged. 

‘You have shown yourself a man, llarry Pole,’ said Dolores, 
as Malgrade fell over and <ap]),'Lrently fainte^l, ‘both^ in your 
pity and in jmur anger. I envy the woman who claims your 
love — the love of a good man. Once I had that treasure, but 
lured away by a villain, such a one as he (and she pointed to 
the prostnite mail), .1 hdt home and hapi:)mess for ever— for 
ever. You had better return to your tent. I cannot almndon 
him in helplessness and pain, though in such a case he would 
not think of me.. We part not this time, better for botli if we 
did.' 

Tlieir cottage was at no great distance from the snot. When 
he recoverexl himself he would be able to walk tliere efusily 
enough with lier assistance. He was too well accustomed to 
feminine cai)rice to wonder at her change of humour. Doubt- 
less they would effect a temporary reconciliation as they had 
done many a time and often before. 

It was late when T readied our camp. I crept to my bed 
and slept as well as the pain of my sorely-bruised body would 
allow. 

My api>earance on the next morning naturally created great 
and general astonishment. But I kept my own counsel. Of 
course, it was shrevvdly gue-ssed that I did not so disfigure my- 
self. And the multiform thougli not dangerous injuries 1 had 
evidently received were not to l>e accounted for on any ‘ ran 
again.st a post ’ theory. « 

But I have before stated that in no community in the world 
is the anciently wise precep| of each man minding his own 
proper business more strictly adhered to than Upon a goldhald 
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If 8 omeIx)dj 7 ^ bad ‘rolled into me* or vice versd, it was doubtless 
my own aflair. If I had reasons for not pubiislung the nature 
of the combat, evidently a hardly contested one, why well and 
good also. It would come out in due time ; and if it never did 
so, what matter 1 So my countenance was permitted gradually 
to recover its normal cojitour and complexion without exciting 
ill-bred remark or curiosity. 

Tlie great goldfield was still crowded and surging, as it had 
been from its commencement, with human billows wliich foamed 
ceaselessly around it - still cblKxl and flowed the human tide 
-^yer its golclen j^ands. For the earth, pierced and torn and 
riddled in every direction for miles upon miles, still gave to 
the ceaseless toil of tlio excited and tireless crowd gold dust 
and ingots in such profusion as might have excited the envy of 
a gnome. 

Some idea may be formed of the vast quantity actually pro- 
duced l)y a glance at the ofUcial register of the ])eriod. It is 
there reeord(?d by Commissioner IMake that witliin two years 
not less than throe hundred thousand ounces of gold waire sent 
to the metropolis by the Government escort alone. Much was 
also taken to Sydney or Melbourne by miners who pr eferred the 
hazardous plan of carrying their owm treasure. Making all due 
allowanggs, gold ‘to the value of a million and a half sterling 
must liave been reft from the forgotten subterranean river beds 
of tlm Oxley during tlie two years that we spent there. 

And now the weather of the spring C refer to came in exer^p- 
tionally wet and stormy. For weeks heavy drenching ram 
soaked the forests, the plains, the low-lying flats, making lake- 
lets and pools of standing water wliere but lately the dust rose 
in red or yellowish white clouds, and the tired eyes shrank from 
the refracted glare of tlie glittering quartz-strewn streets and 
the i*ed massed mullock heaps. 

The streams filled to overflowing ran foaming along tlieir 
channels, or raised above thorn by heavy rains amid the cloud- 
capped mountains at tlieir sources, ran not in devastating tlorxl, 
sweeping away from the lower lands the cottage Iiomes and 
crops of farmers, the flocks and fences of the larger graziers, the 
dams and w^ater-races of the ” sluice- employing miner, Avhile 
every week brought news of deaths by drowming in the danger- 
ous fords of the unbridged streams. Coach passengers, or the 
horsemen or ordinary post traveller, the peripatetic labourer of 
the colonics, all shared and suffered alike. 

What was curious was that the winter proper, which in Aus- 
tralia extends from June to August, had been exceptionally dry 
and fine. An flccasional week of hard frost perhaps, with the 
thermometer down to 25" Falir., but on the whole glorious 
weifcther— fresh, pure, invigoratinfi, without tempest or inclement 
weather of any kind. 
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But in September the weather changed with the rapid un^ 
heralded suddenness of the Australian seasons. Sleet-storms 
and heavy-driving gales of polar severity succeeded the bright 
noons and cloudless moms oi the midwinter period. 

Unprotected as our encampment was in the essentials of sub- 
stantial buildings, the change of weather fell upon us like a 
llusaian winter campaign. 

A change came over the aspect of the whole settlement. The 
tents and bark-covered buildings, blown down or soaked through 
and through, looked bedraggled and forlorn. Tlie women and 
children su tiered much, doubtless ; for these last there was no 
play now outside of their homes, in which the ciarrow space pre* 
eluded all but huddling and overcrowding for warmth and 
shelter. 

The miners wei'o now often hindered from their regular 
labour, and in the intervals, when the claims were ‘ off work,’ 
might be seen grou|)(;d in or iiumcdiattdy around tiie Imrs of 
the hotels. These estaldishiiients did a roaring trade in hot grog, 
for the greater conveniem'e of furnishing wliich, ingeniously 
contrived receptacles of boiling water were kept simmering all 
day and half the niglit on the counters. 

1 was sitting witli Hagstock at tlie camp, at which palatial 
residence we were not disinclined occasionally to spend an 
evening, when a miner came to the door and Yequested to see 
the Clerk of the Court upon very urg(uit business. 

This was no doubt informal, tlie ‘government time' to which 
Bagstock was so fond of referring, only lasting from 10 o'clock 
to 4 p.m., as in more settled communities. But of cour.se in real 
emergency no hard and fast line wuis drawn. 

‘ Wliat d’ye want, my in-ni-m anU said Bagstock, looking at 
the drenched figunj and splaslu^l garments of the messengcjr. 
‘ Look sharp ! it's awfully c-c-cold.’ 

‘ 1 daresay it is,’ said the man, looking down at his .stcMiming 
horse, the heaving sides of which betokened the pace at which 
they had travelled. M hadn’t time to think about it, I was 
sent to ask you to, if you’d come and marry a iiarty to-night.' 

‘jMarry a p-p-partyU echoo.s the astonished functionary. 
‘Couldn’t tiiey c-c-c-come to me? C-c-can’t they w-w-wait till 
m-m-morning?’ 

‘They can't come, and if they 'wait till morning it will be too 
late/ said the man solemnly, a tall gaunt Forty-Niner, m the 
Californian diggers were called wito had been at the first 
discovery. 

‘ Where is it, th-th -then ?' asked Bagstock. 

‘At the Grave] Ihts,' said the messenger, naming a diggings 
more than ten miles olF, on an exceptionally bad road, ana with 
a dangerous creek to cross. 

‘The Gravel Pits! said Bagstock. ‘The G-g-g-gravel PitSi 
and on this sort of night 1 ’ Here the wind howled afresh and the 
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finding its way into every cranny and corner by sideling intru- 
sion. *Why, I w- wouldn't go there to-night for f-f-hfty 
pounds ! ' 

* ‘ I'll give you fifty pounds, half down/ said tlie unknown, feel- 
ing in his pocket, ‘if you’ll go at once ; there’s life and death in 
the cards. What do you say ? ’ 

‘ Well/ said Bagstock, ‘ that alters the c-c-case ; done with you ! 
I must muffle up, I s-s-supnose. I’ll order my horse. Pole, 
you’ve got y-y-yours in the stable. C-c-comcf along for 
c-c-company/ 

In five minutes we were mounted and all three riding as bard 
'«ifs we dared tiirouj^h tlie splashing sheets and streams of various 
depths that lay across our path in every way. Bagstock was 
not always painfully anxious about his work, but when actu- 
ally compidled to his task tliere was no fault to be found with 
his energy and ca})acity. Our guide took the Jeacl. I never 
rode in a wilder night, rarely along a rougher road. Tlie cease- 
less rain had filled all the minor water-courses, and every road- 
rut was running like a riv^ulet for liundreds of yards together. 
We waded through slKHits of water or sand waist deep in 
unexpected iiools. Best, our liorses were tried and good. 
As for the message -miner, he rode ahead, keeping straight 
forwaixl towards some unknown point, and his wiry middle 
sized ii\usti.ing •seemed to pass with instinctive clever- 
ness the uneven blind tracks, dangerous to all horses not 
gifted with the marvellous su refoot t'dness of the busii - bred 
Australian. 

A two hours’ ride landed us at the Grav^el Pits, a section of 
the great stream of the ‘deep leads' which formed the (browning 
glory of the gohlfield. Wonderfully ricli claim.s had been met 
with here, of wliich some, from the character and preponder- 
ance of the ‘pay gravel,’ as our Californian friends termed it, 
had gained their present namt\ 

‘Here’s poor Jim’s hut,’ said our guide, pulling up at length 
with a jerk tliat brought us all almost on the haunches of his 
nag, ‘ and a l>etter mate never handled a pick. But his time’s 
up. The confounded low fever has about settled him. The 
doctor says he can’t last another day anyliow.’ 

‘But you told me some one w-w- wanted to be m-m-m-m- 
mcirriec^ said Mr. Bagstock, quite aghast. ‘Pm not the under- 
taken'. W ho’s the bridegroom If ’ 

‘Why, jioor old Jim is,’ said the miner, taking tiie saddle off 
his smoking hackney, and letting lier go with a pair of hobbles 
and a large boll vdiicli he affixed to her nock while lie was 
talking. ‘ But you go inside, botli of you, gentlemen, and you’ll 
see all about it.’ 

He pulled open the door of the hut as he spoke, and held it 
open for us to enter. 

The sight was a singular one. %On a rude bedstead near the 
fir^lace, scrupulously clean, and warm with all the usual 
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coverings, lay the wasting figure of a man, the uriearthly 
brilliancy of whose eyes ami the waxen ime of his features 
showed tliat ho was in the last stage of fever. Such a sight 
was by no means new to us. In crowded mining camps, as in,, 
all armies in tout or field, typhoid fever and its allied diseases 
claim their toll with fearful and awful logularity. 

Day after day, when tlie weather was hot and humid in the 
late autumn, had we heard the ‘ Dead March in SauD pealing 
and reverberating through the forest, and listened to the tramp 
of the long array of mourners. 

But these terrible muster-rolls liad long ceaRe(}j find save in 
exceptional cases like the present, when th€}^ Destroyer afte»^ 
being battled with tiirough long months had fSiially triumidied, 
were beginning to be forgottcui. 

Another remarkable figure in the ta-bleaii was that of a 
handsome girl, whose wliole form and face were plunged in 
deepest despairing gi’ief — heartbroken, apparently, wdth the 
traces of iindried tears on her cheeks. She was leaning over 
the IxkI, dressed in such finery, including a costly white silk 
dress, as would have excited the envy of most women on the 
field. Slie was dressed in bridal army evidently, a veil cover- 
ing partly her long fair hair. She also wore heavy gold 
earrings, a broach of the same material, and a necklace of 
brilliants. A large boucpiet of white rose.* and camellias, 
supplied by no provincial horticulturist, lay on the table near 
to her. 

We at onc<J took in the situation. Both of us know the sick 
man by sight, as also by ni})iitation. 11 o had come here witli 
his mate by way of California, where he had worked for some 
years, but had originally come from Australia, to which land 
he had at first emigrateil from his pative country. 

He rose with the utmost difliculty, iiolding by a bar sus- 
pended alxive the bed, as we came in, and fixecl his glassy eyes 
upon us. 

‘Glad to see you, gentlemen ! ’ he said, in a thin reedy treble, 
which struck painfully on our ears wIhui we recalled tlio strong 
man who now lay so feeble and childishly weak. ‘1 w^asivt 
sure as Mr. Ikigstock ’ud come, the weatlier bein’ that bad. I 
was afeared I shouldn’t be able to make an lionest woman of 
poor Bessy there. I couldn’t ha\'e rested in my grave if I 
hadn’t done it — nohow I couldn’t. Doibt take on, girl It 
wasn’t altogether your fault or altogether mine eitlier, as things 
arn’t square.’ 

‘ Oh, Jim ! ’ cried out the girl passionately, fastening her eyes 
upon him witli ilie intense devouring gaze of love mingled with 
daspair, ‘don’t talk in that way. I’m glad and proud enough 
to be made your wife ; but I always knew tl»at it would m ' 
so some time, and I trusted you, didn’t I ? Hadn’t we better 
wait till you get well D 

‘I’m not goin’ to get well, Bess, and what ain’t done this 
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night ’ll never be done/ said the sick man grimly. * So lot’s 
Jose no more time. Bill’s here, as ’ll be best man; and they 
pan’t say as you haven’t a wedding dress and all complete, 
even to the bo-kay.’ 

Here the sick man tried to smile, but the extreme weakness 
of tlie facial muscles prevented the attempt from becoming 
anything but a ghastly contortion. 
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fr was ))ut too ('vidotit th;d, the strc^ti^^th of tlie princi|V9,l 
|H*rfornHM’ in this straii.u<^ travesty of the fest*U inarria-i^e. rite 
wonlfi lo't last out loui’li iM-yniuI tlje time iu.^vV«oary for the 
rep'islration, so Pai^stoek took down the. na.tm st»'l(Xes, nation- 
ality, and religion of the |)arties with methodical aceiiracy. Tlie 
while the sick man watehe.l and listofenl witli p;iinfnl eagei’ie^ss 
lest anyt hing ■‘^honld he omit ted whieii ntight he material to 
validity of the ronli'aet. 

'’the girl ma(l(‘ a fliekering (dlhrt to apjiear c?dm and collected 
and tlam reia,p^(^fl into lu'r pre\ious expis^^t.^ion (jf di*e})(»st 
gK.H»m ; whilt* - how piteous to look upon the siek man lri(‘d 
to rouse her, and actmiily forced her wilii tnanulous lingers to 
take th(i houquet into hers, (day-cold a.nd unresisting as they 
were. 

‘ What’s tin' jneaning of all this?’ said j to our guide, who 
■sat carelessly watching tlui pro<‘eedings with rather a Hatisded 
(wpression. 

‘Well, you see, poor ol^l dim lunaa Ids wife that’s his first 
one-and lie didn't Int it over and a.bovo well, and many ft 
year ago in Vietoria she made a Ixdt of it. All tlie boys tell 
me that it wa.s lier fault and not Jim sd 

‘And so I suppose he takes up with this ])retty young woman 
when he <Yime on to the rush Imre, and they wore not able to 
get maTried liefore.’ 

‘That’s almut the size of it, Mr. Pole. This gal, she was the 
daughter of om^ of t h(^ s(d(‘(U-ors at, lllmi (Jum fdats, and al>out 
two yf'ars ago sh(‘ and Jim rmide it ur> to man and wife, 
like. You rermunber what an upstajuiing good-looking chap 
he were/ 

‘Yes, indeed, he, was. ft’s a sad cliange to se^ him like 

thiiid 

* Well, his t ime/s up. A man must go when Ids time comes , 
he ain’t had a liad inning.s, hut he used to fretdawful at titnes 
when he thought as Bessy wasn’t iiiswif'e. Nowit’s all right, 
and lie’ll die ha|>py.’ t 

‘ ihit how can he legally marry lu'r if his wife — — ^ 
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'Bless your heart, wliy ho only got the nows of his wife’s 
(leatlt last w'^eelc, and the moment he heard of it ho orders tlu* 
“wedding dress, and the earrings, the, lirooch, and tlie bo Imy all 
regular, and scmds me for tlio Ihgdstrator dirtictly they come by 
“ eoMoli -parcel/' ’ 

The strajigely envirom^d marriage ocTomony conoludcd, th(; 
mnv-made bride, hid lun* fa(*(‘. ii) hrr hands and landiaal into tl)e 
itrner room. The. dying man lay l>a<;k for a b*w monumts, the 
strain upon Ids faculties having a]>j)areutly utttu'ly exhausted 
his failing stnmglh. Bill lit his pi})e, and sealing himself by 
the lire seen^i^.d lost in meditation. 

* We prejxxnK^or our homew'ard ride, oui' horses Ix^lng only 
hung up to the nearest fen(X', a in'a.ctiee to whicli th(‘y w(‘re 
well a(‘('ustomeiL 

Huddenly the sick inan raised Idnis^df. 

‘ Ibll/ he said, in a husky wt^ak voi«a‘, S'ome Imut-.’ 

‘ Ail right, Jim, old man,” said the f>thcr, kfiocking tlie ashes 
out of his ])ipe, ‘what is it V 

‘ Vott don't want anoliier ride info ca!ii|> tomorrow, do 
vou ? ' 

‘Well, not jxarlicnlar. I’m on the day shift, too, and it's 
raJh(U‘ tidy work ])utting in t.hom .'^(•tts. J’he ground's ncuu‘ 
too goctd ajid Won't, bear playin' with/ 

‘ M r* Bagst ork’s hrre, roid this job’s o\cr, he. ndght 

as well do tJfe othej' one, and linish this ’'cgisUu’ business right 
a, way.’ 

‘What other business, Jim?' said his mate in a low voice, 
wddle Bagstock looked from one to the otht'ras if the mysteries 
of the night wan*e, mna-r to ceas(‘. 

‘ Why, you’ll have to registei* my death, w’on't you ? ’ pttr.siiod 
the sick man, tixing his unuaturally larin3 bn (n'd)right eyes 
upon us, ‘and wliy not do it now 'i I sludl ])C as dixid a man by 
this tinic to nion-ow as ever was stretched, and wot s the use of 
dragging poor Ibll in and losing another shift in ilic claim 'I 
He told ijos ett yesterday to have the cotlin rea.»ly, so tliere’s no 
call to waste a, clay ovtu* that.’ 

‘Good God!' sai*l Mr. Bagstock, ‘who ever heard of 
s-s such a thing, r-r-registering a man’s d-d eath when he’s 
alive/ 

‘ What’s tlio odds ? ’ queried t he pcr.sisfont moribund wearily. 
‘It’s tw'enty mile tliere and back to th<'. camp. As for dying, 
IVe seen too many chaps go nmh'r with this blamed colonial 
fever or typho not to know tin? stages. W hen a man’s Hkn? Bve 
V)een all to-day he never s(a‘s another sunset. So just fix it up, 
Mr. Bagstock, and oblig<‘- all partie.s, will ye?’ 

Mr. Bagstock, during his .short resid(met‘ in the colonies, and 
moreover at life diggings, had rublx'd off many of his British 
prejudices ; but this re(|ue.st so transcended in its ghastly 
sigivihcance all his previous ei^ieriences, so contravened all 
his notions of the fitness of things, that he was on the point 
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of flatly refusintr he caught tlie warning eye of the dying 
miner s inate\ lie whispered — 

‘Don’t cross him, sir, he was allays the most ohstiuate 
cove out. It miglit do him a mischief to Ix) disappointed, 
like.’ 

Tlio sick man liad again rela.]^sed into a de.'itli-like stupor, 
but the strong calm spirit again rallied the faintini^ llesli — 
trembling as it seemed on the dre^-nl margin of eternity. He 
read in the olhciars eyes his re(|uest was granted, and then 
repeated for Hagstock's information, wlio took down the items 
in a largo oflieiaMooking pa])er rultKl and marked in spaces, 
the required details. It was soon over. '*< 

‘It'S the biggest day’s work I’ve done tin's weelvs/ said tlie 
sick man. ‘I'm thankful to you, Mr. liag.stock, and to you, 
Harry Pole, for coming with Jiim this perishin’ night and 
keeping ns company, like. Poor It'ss is Mrs. Jame.s Hellinger 
now, and no man nor woman on the can throw it up to 
her as she aiikt. 1 shall di(‘ happy, though I never ciphered it 
rmt as I w<as to di(! on my weddin’ day. (lood niglit and good- 
bye 1 for it's the long good-bye Pm tbinking, and no get asvay 
this time,’ 

shof>k tlie \va<iod hnnd of the dooutf'd man, said a 
natural word of Icindly faj'(‘\ve11. departc^l for the world of 
light and life ami stnmgtli and pleasure, wherf in a liouns 
all beneath tlje snn would still be strong and Ix'auteou.s in 
hen.]>ed-up prodigality, ami Irdt. tlie lomdy bark to push olf in 
the dread and awful hush of midniglti on the dark waters of 
tlio shoreless ocean of eterrnty. 

The U'Oon had arisen, and by her silver liglit. we nslt' .slowly 
and silently forth along the lonely ro.ad that lv*(l fjt)m the little 
mining hamlet b) the gold city. 'Our thoughts were full of the 
strong brave soul which was pn.ssiiig away fearless and un- 
shiinking frotn the drea<l summons that was evtm liow rever- 
berating in his ears, careful in that su])nune hour but for others, 
loyal in the very e.vt, remit y of the wi'akness of the tkedi to 
friondsliip anti to lov'c. 

‘I wa.H t-t-told,’ sairl Mr. Pagstock musingly, after a pro- 
tracted silcJH'e, ‘tbat I should see .somc^ s s strangt^ people 
on the d-d-diggings. Tluire moer w-w was a truer word 
ss -spoken.’ 

And he ndapsed into a sikince wljich lastrsl till wo reached 
the camp. At tliat citadel all were still uj^ and nnnsual excite- 
ment prevailed. A tdegram had <amie tq) to Mr. M(M’lin at a 
late liour wliich evidently was of importance ; his matily brow 
was overclouded, and his utterances were more curt, not to say 
aggrr*ssi\’e, tlian ever. 

‘ What’s tb(', matter with you, Miudiur said ib'ight, ‘ Hiboug 
as usual, or is there any new.s about those confounded busli- 
rangers that seem to l>e always just out of reach, like crows 
when a fellow has a gun.’ 
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‘ iicacl tliat ! ’ said the inspector, throwing over the modern 
inessciige.r of fate. ‘ Isn’t it enough to make a man curse the day 
^ho was I)orn '^ There, I’ve just sent away all my l>cist men, 
besides Sir Watkyn, and now 1 havcm’t a tracker tliat could 
follow a working bullock over a ploughed held.’ 

Mr. bright read out the telegram---' 


‘ ikn 'Wiill, .su}>i>o.so(l to liavc Ktoleii <}roy Siin^'y out of Bowdlcr’s 
staUlos last eight, has boca Irac-kod through Eorbes tuwaids Jones’s sheeji 
sUtioa. Horse has a hroloui liiud slioe.’ 

► ‘ The best chance I’ve had since they’\'e turiKMlout; and to 

ihitdv that it slibuld be u}>.sct by such a casual accident. I was 
lialf a mind to k(a*.[) the nuai yestcu’day. 1 knew it was a wild- 
goose chase. AVedI, sfjrgeunb wliat is it?’ 

For that wortljy oiheer, with cluau ful visugr', n]»])eataa.l in the 
doorway, and ha\ ing <luly saluted thus spokc - 

‘The men are back, sir, and Sir Watkyn the traeker witli 
them.’ 

‘Thank (Jod for that 1’ .-.ahi Merlin with unwonted luety. ‘Is 
he sober r 

* SobiU' as a judge, sir.’ 

‘flow did lli(*y cluing(‘ route then without fresh orders?’ 
sahi he^ sttunly* ha* no deviation from the strictest discix)line 
was siillered. 

‘ddiey got a tehgram from >Serg<‘ant Kedmond about Ben 
Wall having been seen m‘ar Foi*b(\s. Tliey afterwards met a 
man in a ceu'lain jrlaec^ after which Senioi'-eonstabie Bvans 
acted on his own responsibility, ilere’s a letter, sir.’ 

‘By Jove! Ave have inm then,’ cried out Merlin, ‘unleb.s the 
devil gives him In-tter cards than usual. Jlave the horses fed 
idoek U}.) that fellow, Sir Watkyn, and liave the men ready to 
start ill a.ii hour.’ 

'Fho sergt'aiit saluted and \vitlidr<!\v. 

‘Tiie luck i.s cliaiigt^l, and tlie nal hazard is ccuning up aguin/ 
pursued Merlin, Avith a gamhler'.s j<»yoas exultation. ‘ I .se(‘, it 
all idainly. We shall have Mr. Ben as safe as a dingo in a 
dog -trap.’ 

' 1 low’s that V 1 said ; ‘ there have licen so many fatso alarms.’ 

Mi’s all right this time,’ .saitl the iiis|>ec‘tor, o]H‘ning his 
revolverca.se, ‘ 'tiie reward is a large one, and our friend has 
been given aAvay ” at last by one of his precious jjai.s. Tlie 
worst of it is that we .sliaJl ha\’<‘. to watch all the rest of this 
cursed cold nigiit around a desm-ltal hul in the ranges, and Avith 
the cold I’ve got I'm as lilo'ly to be a tlead man as Ben is next 
morning. However, vorjiie ia (jaicre.^ 

Wliile divefs i>lans in tin* council of AAuar Avere being discussed, 
Mr. Bright, after deep thought, contributed a suggestion. 

‘I can't go Avith you mysel% Merlin, though I'd like to do it 
of all things, because it happens to bo our quarterly balance 
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day to-morrow, and tlio Cioiioral stands a good deal 

from 1110, I don't ilunk ho'd stajid iliat. Ikit Til t(*ll you what 
I'li do - ril KmuI you uiy brooohloadoi*.’ 

'Sorry wch'C not to hav(? tho support of your presonee, niy 
doarfrllow/ said Merlin ^vith iinieli poUtenoss, ‘but wo' re not 
going duek'sliooting.’ 

‘Nonsens(\ I tell you I’m serious. I wish tolu^aven I could 
have a stiauly pot at Unit fellow Ikm Wall or Kraiik liardner 
after the ra,sca!ly way tiny took a sitting shot at us. Hut 

what I incsin is thts ’ hero his nianma* a,ssunied an unwonUal 

eariu\st.ness. 

‘ Well, what is it */ I nhuislen ^ onrstdf of this dark and di'cail 
ful secret.’ 

‘Now, you listmi to me, Mm’iin.’ Here Mr. Hright laid his 
hand upon the snh-ins|‘)e(‘tor\s arm, and in a deeply impressive 
voice s}>ok(' as follows: ‘ ^’ou tak'e iny adsie(5 n.<v a 
ij(>re an>( f/ov a ; it’s out and ou(. thi‘ h(‘st. business wdicn 

you moan elosi^ shooting at anyt long undt^r a. hundrod yard.s. 
Hevolvors, I know by exporicnee, are inosf uneei'ta.in, though, 
pm haps, as I should have boon a dt ‘.ad man t s\ "na' r»\ cr if thoy 
had always liemi hohl straight, I ounlifnt to com]»lain.’ 

‘ Wi'lk well, (.)l(l fellow'!’ said .Merlin, aetually smiling and 
e.xliiliiting a. rare ainiabilily, ‘I don’t know whethm' I w’on't 
take your ad\'ieo foi- om-o. Wi^’ve had snoij ba<l iuok latidy w-itli 
this gang tha.t I foe.l O'ady to il(» anything to (’h;ro,''o it,’ 

‘I must say I can’t laingratiilati* you or yianUnen on your 
success in stalkiinr or shoniiag (‘ither,’ sa.id Hlake ; ‘ llu’ civilians 
an.* ha\'ing (jiiile the hi'st of it.’ 

‘ Howl’s tha,t U* dema,nde<{ the inspiietoi' liercely, looking up 
fiaun his weapoiih.’ 

‘ Why, you know that (anipholl of (Joimbla shot DaJy, and 
Keightly ^hot ( )'Honrke. Laialnor's out of t h(‘ coloiiv a.ppar(‘ntly. 
(blbert ilaovlo'.s thtwn away too, so if you want to inalco an 
im|»erisliable name, bar yoiii‘^<*if, you must eome back with Hmi 
Wall’s seal]) at your sa-ddle bow' to morrow.’ 

‘ l> 11 Hen Wall, and you loo!’ said Merlin, rousi'd to un- 

usual fervour lay thesi*. taunts. ‘Smgeanti’ he roared, ‘are 

tlie men nevi'T going 1o mount. Hy Ml brea.k the senior 

constable if my orders an^ not b(*t ter ea.n iei I out. Thmai’.s no 
di'^cipline, no deciujt piinet.uality of a,ny kind on this infe?*na.l 
goldlii-ld. i wish the. ilevil had ilown away with tlie first man 
that washed a disfi of dirt on the Turon. Hrigiit, wdients that 
gun r 

‘ Here it is ; and lialf a dozen eart ridges.’ 

‘Two will luMUiough,’ rrrowled Merlin, grinding his teeth ; ‘if 
I mi-ss that infernal seoundnd after liaving to waitidi hi.s dairi- 
naVile hiding ])!aee in such wivuher as t.liis, I wish my arm may 
rot to the shoulder bhi<hx (iood night !’ 

‘Take me with you,’ said 1 , if tJwe Master Hen a turn, and 
this is as good a chanci* a.s / sJiall get. May^ I go V 
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‘You may go to tho devil— that fe, wiih ph^asiuve, my dojir 
boy/ with (liilieulty re(!Ov<irii)g his ailabiiity. ‘ Look alivo and 
have your horse? brought out. i>ut you’re lialf knocked up 
already/ 

‘ 1 shall be all right, wlien tiic sleooting begins/ I said. 

The nigfit was now inbmsedy dark - M.lu? inooi!b<\ains broke 
and dee]H?st nigdit came down u[s)ii the li(;a,th ’ bitterly C(?ld, 
wet under foot, wet ovta liead, as w(‘ hd’t the cani[) without beat 
of di'urii, 

\V(*il elotlied ajid waj-inly wrapped uj) as we wtu’e, rd’ter the 
lirst inih? (he frost, seemed to strike? Ihrcaigh all to the very 
inarrow\ sound wa-is h(*ard but the oecaNionaJ jingde of 

stirrup-iron or i*rldle i>it, ;is the hoises slipju-d and stufiibied : 
iTHhs?(h more, than one b'll in the ]>ei'ilous, rough er(^ss-{‘ount?‘y 
tr.ieks we weri? comp(‘lled to follow. Moi‘t? than one of the 
troopers was well o-d wdh t.‘ loeaJjfy, and e(,)uld liave. 

rid<h‘n it like VVi lha n; of I i,| . f whom t.lu* bast Minstn^l^s 

Lay ctvi'fs 

‘ Ah'ki,' b» liiia was time di' (ihf, 

],)( ddniher’s .•^ndw, or .lul v's jtrifU* ; 

Alike to him was tihe or tiaio, 

Mi/oidrsH liiiuihglit, or matin priim-.’ 

Still, betwf't'ii ro/u’ing t.oi'rcmts, abamhmed shafts, black for(?st- 
arches* wleu'e ifo ray of starliglit ] ion* 1 1 ai ed, and di.-nia! wa,ttM'- 
logged Hats, where only (he marsli- frog., noide ehorus, .and the 
night owl hoot.t'd, \v(? shoidd, it app^aml io nas h.a,\a* m.’iu?' but 
indillerent progress but for the .aid and le.adiU'ship of the black 
traA'ker, Sir Watkyn, nn hosi* s<.»briety had betai so an.siously 
impiired into. 

Idas (list inguishe(l lusathen wa.s e(?rt;iinly on t hi.s oeeasi(sn 
‘ the I’ig'bt iea.n in tin' right ]'lae(‘.’ Ikang (.■onini,a.nd(>d to takt' 
the h?ad a.t staj ting by .Mr. Merlin, and to look ali\('and ket‘[> 
a st f.aight t!-a,(,‘k, ,as if it were tin? (sasiisst thing in tla' woild, 
Sir Watkyn ramni<?d tin* spui's irito his eli.argi'r, and lode as 
sti’.aight ‘ o (?r moor and ft'll, through w'ood and wold’ as if he 
had a [)riv;ite understanding with the north star. Wotiderfuk 
iiuleed, is it tluit la? and his kindred still ])ossoss this p<»\v('r, S(.> 
often tle.ru(?d to th(? oV(?!--civilistHi iiidis idu-ais of llu? impt'ri.ad 
race, of passing with uiu'.rring aecuiaiey from poiid to }}oint of 
the traekhsss wildenu'ss, h>y night too t?\a‘u as by day, 

IMiiidiy and persisU'nlly we followed him, since l»etter might 
not 1 h?. We rode in Indian til<\ the 1roo])('rs and I in the rear, 
sl(?(?py and ov(u’-fatigU(?d, ta.king it for granted that we should 
rea«?li some ])l.ae(? or otlu'r (wamt ually. It was, )HM’haps, h.aidi'st 
Upon Merlin, wdiuse cougii, im})ossil(lo of rt'pia'ssion, sounded 
ever and anoy in tin? most liollow eliuj'ehya.rddike nianiu?r as 
tin.* icy dainpin'ss of the air irritat(?d his lu‘oneliia.1 passages. 
Jhtt no (?onsideia,tion eouhl be exteinhal to the pt?rson.*il (hreuin- 
Ktances of indi\ [duals, until tl^ rubber gang was stamped out. 
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To their extenuiimtion the Govcnimeiit of New South Wales 
was pledged, and no detail or exertion was omitted wiiicli gave 
hope of successful capture. Many a trooper, and not a few of 
the subalterns of the force, dated the couimenceinent of fatal 
chest ailments to the ceaseless watches and night marches 
rendered necessary by the prevalence of robbery under arms 
in the terrible winttn* of 

It was long past inidiiiglit, and for all i knew to the contrary 
we iniglit have been heading straight for Sydney, when our 
sable guide reined up short on the top of a llint-bestrewn 
range, whore the corrugateil steins ot the great ironbark 
trees stood black and eoJumnar agair.st the ashen sky, som- 
brely regular, as though they had betm fasldoned from the ' 
metal itself. 

Merlin and the senior-constable rode at once to his side. He 
pointed to a small oi>en spa(‘e he‘low, dimly visible, as the heaviuis 
had cleared since midnight, and the stars commenced to make 
the contrasts of earth and sky faintly visible. 

^ You vsee urn tSheep-statiou I'lat,’ he said, pointing downwards, 
while his tc^oth chattered like castanets with the. cold. 

‘D d if 1 do,’ said iMerlin, ‘ but what then T 

‘Sam Tow'n(‘.y’s liut long o’ that Hat, that old lambing 
station. That fellow, Hen AVall, sit down long a that one iiiit, 
then Bam bring him tucker to-morrow morning.’ 

‘We’ll bring him suiiHHliing for brc'.akfast too, eli?’ replied 
Merlin with grim liumour. ‘Hut you’re a sharp boy, Bir 
Watkyn, to bring us so straigiit ; sober to a fault 1 see, too. 
AVell, virtiKj must be rewarded, (live me that “ tot ” that I 
see tied to your saddh^.’ 

Even in tiie dim light 1 couhl see the swarth face lighten 
up, witli Hasli of eyes and teeth, as ]\lr. Merlin jiroduced a 
capacious ilask of sj)irits, froju vvhicli he administered to the 
guide a carefully gi'aduated dram, liaiidiiig the flask also to 
tlie senior-constable and me, jiartakiiig niodmately himself, and 
tlicri sharing the n^niainder among tlui men. 

‘Nows our plan is, l\)l(i, to lie (iui(.‘t and surround the place 
till daylight. Master Hen’s horse must be ti(‘d up or hobbled 
near the hut He can’t have liiin in the lious(‘. with him. When 
he comes out we droj) him, unless the devil, who cer*- 

taiiily has befriended Jiim hitherto, counts to his assistance in 
person,’ 

Idle necessary order’s w'ore br’i<‘l]y given. Merlin, myself, Sir 
Watkyn, and one troojrer witre to spread around the front of 
the hut, taking such cover as the place afforded. The senior- 
constable and two other troopci's were to take up their position 
at the rear. The horses witre to be left wher’e we stood, all tied 
up by their cavalry headstalls, with a couple of |uen wdiO mtto 
voce cursed thedr luck to take charge of them. 

Led onwards again by the swarth scout, who cre]it along 
sbiuously adovvn the spur of the I'ange, we sih-nt ly and cautiously 
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took up our positions within about fifty yards of a dismal 
deserted -looking slab hut with four sheets of bar k oil’ the 
and a chinincy which was all awi-y, lininediately at tire rear 
^f the building was a thick scrub, one of those timber covers irr 
• whicli a desperate active man on a good horse might- foil 
even a band of Comanche i.ndians let alone ordinary police 
ti*oo})crs. 

‘ 8 1,’ sibilated our guide, ‘ rrie see um two horse, one fc^llovv 

gray horse, one fellow bay, like it short hobbles.’ 

‘That’ll do, very good hoy, but hold your row and lie down,’ 
sa-id Merlin. ‘That’s Mr. ilowdler’s Surrey ; the game's netted. 
All we have lie) do is to wait till he runs into tluj decoy.’ 

The black d»6pj)t.‘d on the earth, and straigljtway became 
invisilile afUu* thc‘ manner* of Iris kind, while we waited more or 
less impatiently for tire tai’dy dawn which was to rise for the 
last time on the outlaw’s carcHU*, or to a<ld aiedhcr to the list of 
mortify i n g f ail u res. 

For myself, 1 had no gr'<'at natiii’al inclination to the trade of 
robber-hunting, 1 could not Irdp f(*eling some qualms of pity 
for the human quarry, who in the ])nme of early manhood was 
presently to be shot down like a beast of pi’ey, or if captured 
reserved only for an ignominious death. It needed all iny recol- 
lection of tile cold-blooded attempt upon the lives as well as on 
the gold of oth(i]’s, in Ixith of which departments 1 had siifiered 
loss and injury almost unto death, to harden my spirit to the 
proper pitch of pitiless resolut ion. 

Wearily the Iiours ])a.ssed. 8tiil‘aiul sore, cold and well-nigh 
frozen was I, werij w(‘ all. We could hear every faint sound of 
the forest ; the cry of the night-bird, the rustle of the ]>halangers 
and the smaller marsupials as they glided through the Aviry 
frozen grass or climbcid the chsar stems of the eucalypti. 

Wii could h(^ai' the rijijile of the tiny briioklet., its existence 
mainly due to the lale e.xtiaoi'dinary rainfall. Gradually in 
spite of my watchfulness a kind of drowsiness came stealing 
over me, just as the first dim gray streaks of dawn weie 
visible in the east — the east that wa,s so long of lu^coming 
illumined with the day-god's fateful ray. 

Near me, howevm’, at t hat moment an opossum conmienced to 
make his curious half -chattering, half- mouniful sound. This 
unseasonable outcry became so ].>ersistent that both !^lei’lin and 
1', who were near each other in the night watch, were ('tlectually 
aroused, indeed, the creature bee-ame so riotously and aggres- 
sively noisy that I kept lo(>king up first one and then another 
of tiie white stemmed gums t-hat were thinly s(‘atteied (*ver the 
flat, Jiaving completely banished the drowsy heeling which had 
commenced to steal over me. 

Merlin also^was apparently disturVjed, for he moved nearer 
to me and })eevishly tlevoied the obtrusive performer to the 
infernal deities. As if the creature com])re]ieiided the uncoin- 
piimentarv terms in which he Imd been referred to, the noise 
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suddenly ceased. And as the sound died a way I saw l)y MerluVs 
sudden alteration of attitude that something had attra-cted his 
attention. 

I looked towards the hut. Midway between it and the trees 
behind which we stood earne a man walkirjg slowly and heed' 
fully, as if seeking for something near and well known which 
had not yet come within his sphere of vision. His dresss, which 
was certainly of a dull grayish materini, with a ]H)nch(vover all, 
was so thoroughly in harmony with the neutral tints of the aky, 
lierbage, and the struggling light, that he had actually quitted 
the hut and a])proaclied our ])osition unnoticed. 

But for our living accidmitally arousinl by the epossnm, it is 
far from iinproliablo that he would have jiassed our section of 
the cordon unchallenged. 
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Hk was evi<leiitly sciarc^hing fur the gray horse wliich we had 
Been hohhled, and to sceure whit-h in? carricMl a hi ldle in his ]<'ft 
liand. lie eaiiie iinsiispieiously l\)r\vard till within ahont. thii iy 
yards of our post. Then Merlin, stalking forward from heliind 
his ti’e(\ erif'd \Siand ! in tJa^ (^)(ieen's iiaino !’ in a voice which 
sound(Ml sl.rangt'ly lend ajid iin-ongruous ainifi tlje Inished soli' 
tudes in tdm <*hill, grayy ghostly dawn. At the. saints instant, 
from hi^side th(‘trce that, had a]>|)aiontly slieliert‘d thf* hilarious 
opossum, .sjuaiiig tint black tracluM’, uttm'iiiga yell w'hich made 
tiu' fortvst ring ft.) its far thest extent. 

]ien Wall, lor it. wa.s he, sho\Ned no surju'ise. ; he had {'ariied 
his life in his hand too long, doubt le.NS had l'orese(‘?i preeisely 
this deseri}ition of retu ilin far loo ofti.ui, to laUj‘ay astoni-'liment 
wdieu the fated hour arri\(‘d. 

Jlropping the Ijridie, he fa(‘ed round ii])ori ^Merlin witii 
wonderfully in^tinet.ive (]iiiekn(‘s.s, iir'ing one barrel of ids 
revolver witli appar(‘ntiy the sane; movement of his arm, and 
giving Sii’ Watkyn tlH‘ benoht of a second shot, with tlie 
slightest ehangfj of aim, Tha.t agile, son of the forest leaped 
high fit the report, but wheth(U‘ from the result of the shot, 
or from iia.tural olastieity of sjurits, eould not then be ase.er- 
laiiHsl. 

J\lr. M<‘i'liii stood unmoved, but simultaneously with Wall's 
lirst shot he brought tin* breeeh loader to his sliouider and lir(*d 
wdth deliluirate a.im. The robber threw up his a.rms with a 
eonvulsive Jnotion, stood statin; ~ likc^ for an instant, during 
which every ritle and revolver in tlie ])arty was em])tiial, ajul 
fell heavily ui)on his face— (hsad, and, Imt for con\u]sive grasp- 
iiigs of tlu‘ tufted grass and autumn leaves tiiat strewed the 
soil, motionless. 

We wa.lk(‘d over to tlie i)ody, Inxaded by the tracker, wljo 
rublied his fore-arm with a vi^ngeful e\[)ressioii of countenance. 
It had bi'cn imtre than gra/.ed liy the secojid bullet, and the red 
drops fell fast across the .sa,ble skin. 

* Turn him over/ said ^\v. MeMin. ‘ I thought 1 should hold 
straiglit tins time. There’s the track of my green cartridge. 
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Brigilt was nob far wrong. It’s too colei for the pistol at tlds 
hour of the morning when there’s no eolfee to steady one’s 
nerves.’ 

Merlin’s aim had Been true. The cartridge of heavy shot, 
hardly scattering at tlie short distance, had torn through the 
robber's breast like a grapesliot. Death must have been in- 
stantaneous. But every Snider and (Jolt in the party had left 
a mark. Tlie corpse was riddled witli bullet wounds. 

* Ha ! ’ soliloquised xMerlin, ‘ there lies Ikui, stark and stiff, 
and not the wor.st of the gang either. I know a man and so do 
you, Pole, that better desei-\'cs to bo there. Howf^ver, wishing 
won’t hang ])eople, more’s the pity sometimes, qq let us get back 
to our horses and return to the. c^amp. I w'islj to heaven these 
fellows w'ould choose decent weatlun* to be shot in. I feel a 
precious sight more like a dead man my.self than a live one.’ 

Wo betook ourselvesto where the horses had been ieft, having 
previously liad tlie cor|)se of the bushrangfu* carried into the 
deserted hut whence la; had issued, th(‘re to abide until a veliicle 
could be sent for it. We caught tlie noble gray horse willi his 
companion, and led him back to camp with us whence he was 
restored to his owner, mucli to tiiat gentleman's satisfaction. 
And ofttimes a merry girl, as in after days she felt his free 
elastic stride bemnitb lier, as lie stretched tireless over the 
forest turf, grenv pale when told that lids was the ho^so that 
carried the boldest bushi’anger of J.ardncr s gang on his death 
ride. 

Of tlie tinal destiny of tlie gang mention may lie made here. 
Nemesis, pah claudo^ was in their case sulliciently eli’ective in 
the long run. 

Gilbert Hawke, like Paai Wall, w’.-is surrounded and shot 
dead. O’Koui’ke and Daly had perishiM before by the hands of 
gentlemen whose houses they h:ul attacked. Gunn W’a.s cap» 
tured and hanged ; while h'rank Larduer, the Pobin Hood of 
the Australian outlaws, the planner and conlriv(*r of an evil 
which far outran the original conception, escapcal to a neigh- 
bouT’ing colony, and th<u*e, as a .stoi'idvcepcir (m a distant gold- 
field, lived unsuspe.cted a lif<i of (piasi -respectability. 

Discovered, lio\vever, at length, he was apiaisliended with 
singular dexterity and liokluess by a meml>er of the detective 
force, and safely lodged in the gaol in >Sy(lney, thiTe to abide 
his trial 

Striinge as it may soern — and this is no liction, but sober 
historic fact, wliich can be authenticated by otiicial records — 
there were technical legal dillieulties in the, way of full prciof 
of his identity and complicity in the wdlful munlers and attempts 
thereat whicli had been committed by his band. 

vSo, in vindication of the unsullied ermine of a British court 
of justice, the highway robber and homiidde w'as spared the 
last pemxltyand adjudged but*'.o undergo a lengthened sentem?6 
of imprisonment. E\en this, at the expiration of a term of 
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years, during which he had earned a good gaol character for 
propriety and subordination, was coinnuited. And in answer 
to a mistakenly merciful popular request, he who had attempted 
.deliberate murder, liad compassed robbery under arms, and had 
indirectly been the cause of tlie loss of tlie lives of scores of V>etter 
men, was permitted to go free. He now breathes the fi‘ee air 
of heaven, and walks unchallenged in another land ; while the 
victims of his lawless gre(id, his recklessness, and his evil ex- 
ample, lie rotting in premature or dislionoured graves. 

The year IBd — was evi(l(‘ntly the commencement of a cycle 

rainy seasf?ns. -If promised to be a year of llood and tempest. 
But the more widely the windows of heaven were opened, the 
wefither keener, the l)lastsof the spring-time winch, with storm 
and inundation, seemed never willing to itpen into summer, 
the more l.'ulen the alluvial levels of the Oxley appean‘d to be 
with gold. 

The yield continued to be enoi’mous. The escorts were f/duil- 
ous ; and save that the continuously s(‘,vere weather necessitated 
heavier payments for carriage, and through this increased rates 
of prices for all things that the miner consumed, no other un- 
toward result took })Iaee. 

No one particularly cared. It was a land wliere all wore 
rich ; aqd non had lost the memory of the nilative values of 
commodities da-ting from a period wIkui m(»ney was scarce. 

Olivera was perhaps tlie only man on the goldfield who had 
not at one time or another enjoyed his share of luck. He did, 
indeed, get sullicient of the root of all evil to li\ e comfortably 
and pay all expenses. But he lujver seemed, sornehosv or other, 
to drop upon a ‘golden liole,’ tliougli such might be above, below, 
even within a few inches of his claim, wherever he might chance 
to select it. 

To him, however, a scholar, a traveler, abo\x’i all a philoso- 
pher, tliis persistent run of ill luck made little or no apparent 
aiiference. He was always ready to ex])hiiri the apparently in- 
consistent behaviour of rrovidenco in his particular case. 

‘No doubt,' he warn Id observe, ‘this total absence of what 
ordinary peonle call success, would be dangerous to natures 
unaccustomea to take a widely comprehensive group of occur- 
rences. For instance tliere’s Ne<i Wriglit, ex-pugilisb I’owdy, 
blackleg, what not ; he is pursued by the police, and finally so 
much harassed that in despair lui att acks honest W'Ork ; ho sinks 
with Tommy the C.-lock and two mates liardly better than him- 
self No. 2 .shaft on the Pink Lead; and what is the result? 
Wliy, that after getting down without rock or water, they 
bottom in the best claim on the wliole lead, and make hve 
thousand pounfls a man in less th.an three months ! ' 

‘It’s dreadfully aggravating/ says the Major. ‘How you 
stand it, old fellow, I can’t thinW 

‘Stand itr said Olivera, carefully filling las pipe, ‘ wdiatelso is 
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to be done ? One can’t bring an action against Providence. 
My idea is that I’m being reserved for something better tlian 
the Ned Wrights and Tommy the Clocks.’ 

‘Harry Poles, Majors, Jack Biiklers, and so on/ said I, 
laughing. 

‘ Well, of course, there are several ways of looking at it. P>ut 
after all (one’s powers of initid and bodj^ remaining unimpaired 
of course) pei’hapa the longer the day ot full fruition is deferred 
the better, pursued Mr. Oiivera musingly. ‘Still 1 shall never 
give up mining until I die; and I'll take the long odds I land a 
big thing before I drop.’ 

Not so calmly philosophical by any meams was our latest 
acc|uaintance and partner, Jack Bulder. Whether it was the 
wet weather and the unfrumdly sky, or tlie absence of his 
brother, before wliorn he always preserved a comparatively 
dignitted demeanour, or both tiuise things, joined to the monoton- 
ous regularity of our washings-up and the swelling of our credit 
balance, which acted unfavourabl}^ upon his nerves, but so it 
fell out that John I’uhhu' b(‘eanie careli^ss and unpunctual in 
returning to the claim from the hotel where h(3 had now per- 
manently taken up his (piarters. 

Jt< b(\gan to be whisjiered about that Bidder of Greenstone 
])yk(^ was going crooked, queer in his talk at limes, not so 
steady as he had been whmi he lirst ‘come on il.e rush.’ , Oraclu- 
ally — for gossip, so rif(‘ in ol(U‘r communities where events <ire 
rru’G and of modest magnitude, is singularly slow and accu- 
rate on goldfields — the rumour became conlirmod that John 
Hu Ider ‘drank.’ 

And one unlucky morning, afliT a lengthy absince of our 
defaulting mate, a in<‘ssenger came up from tlie Ballarat Hotel 
witli a note from tlu^ landlord— a very d(‘cent fellow wlio had 
known him in that gold city— that Air. lUdder had iKicn ‘on 
tlie burst ’ for seviu-al days, and that some one from the claim, 
he thougiit, ought to conui dow-n and look after him. 

This was not good news. Hut neither w^as it unexpected. 
The .Major had ))roph(^si«*d as mmdi. We did not morali.se on 
it. AVe knew exactly how miu*h it meant ; how much and no 
more. 

A ceilain pma'cntage of men on eviiry goldfield, on every 
large cattle or sheep station, in ev(;ry country U)wn in all the 
Australian colonies, is subj(a-t to this morbid phase of alcohol- 
ism Not liy any means the weakest or tiie worst moml>ers of 
soci(*ty either. 

The attitude of tlie public to the individual who may thus 
transgress is much like that of the gaoler in the Old Curdosity 
SMp on the occasion of Kit’s incarceration. He did not reason 
much on tlie causes which lexl to parties being cottunitti^d to his 
keeping. Crime, as he noticed it, was a varialile and epidemic 
occurrence. Some had it, some hadn’t, others mildly — much 
like measles, smallpox, or scarlet fever. 
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Many men in all the localities and societies referred to 
drink more tliau is good for them, perliaps become intoxicated 
frequently. But a man wlio has a regular bursty or ‘goes on 
.the spree* habitually and periodically, is classed in a didbrent 
category. He is known both to friends and foes to be one who, 
while having the power to refrain wholly from intoxicating 
liquor for a given and definite, often a protracteil period, must 
have his full swing, must yield in an uncontrolled state of utter 
abandonment to tiio craving for a debauch wiien the tempta- 
tion suthces, or when his hour lias come. 

For weeks, for days, for montlis, years even it may be, the 
•restraining |towe^ is Known to last. Then chance or continuous 
pressure breaks* the lx)nd of self-denial, and over the broken 
embankment the pemt-up passion scujks its lowest level, sweep- 
ing away tumultuously in its How all good intent and manly 
resolution. 

For a space, days and nights are recklessly devoted to the 
delirium of drunkenness. Them, wmnderful to rehit(^, the pos- 
sessed one is suddenly discovered clothed and in his right mind, 
though grievously shaken by the ‘unchian .s]>irit wliich liad 
come out of liim.* A new era of perfect sobriety, energy, and 
propriety tlitm sets in. 

''11 le Major and I, therefore, much as if we had heard 
that Jack liui(l4ir liad .sustaiiuKl s(*vere acrideutal injury, or 
otluirwise come to grief, coucludccl to s(d out and see about 
him. 

‘I’m sorry he’s brok«‘n out,’ said the Major, ‘the fellow’s such 
a strong miinva, for good or evil, that there’s no saying what 
he may not say or do,^ 

‘It doesn’t matter what he says, that 1 know of,’ quoth I, 
‘and 1 don’t see what he can do. llowevei’, we shall soon know 
all about it.’ 

When we arrived at the Ikallarat Hotel, ^Ir. Herinessy the 
landlord met us with a very solcmu face. He motioagd us into 
tlie little i‘oom beside tlie bar which did duty as a snuggery and 
gemu’al ofIi(‘c. 

‘ Morning, llenncssy !’ said tlie ^lajor, ‘wliat’s up with Biilder; 
anything out of the common ? All the same, I’ole and I are 
ob]ige<l to you for sending us word.’ 

AVell, \lajo!‘,’ said our bonifa<Hj, an cxbmsivel^?' travelled 
man, who krunv Sa,n Francisco, NJmv York, and I’anaina lietter 
tlian the Australian c'apitals, ‘ I shouldn't ha\e troubled about 
a little t(mi()Vy kick-up, but I knew Jack at Ballarat, and it’s 
worse than that.’ 

'How worse?’ I inquired. 

‘ In this way. He hasn’t been sober for a fortnight, as one 
might say, till* last Monday ; since then he hasn’t touched a 
drop l)ut soft stuff and tea. The curus i)art of it is that he 
seems worse and worse. I’m af^iaid lie’s got the jumps coming 
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‘ The jumps ? ’ said J. 

‘ Yes, the jim-jams, or whatever you make of *em ; the doctors 
call it D.T., or something of that kind/ 

* Delirium tremens,’ I returned, ‘ very likely, indeed. Is he , 
noisy ? ’ 

* He ’asn’t slep’ for three nights, or stopped talking ; keeps on 
gassin’ about Ballarat, and the soldiers, that’s why I sent for 
you. Borne of the pleece might tumble, you know.’ 

Here Mr. Heimessy looked extremely knowing. 

‘Well, suppose he does talk about Ballarat, who cares I’ I 
said ratlier hotly, irritated with the sliow of concealment for 
which I saw no necessity, ‘ Suppose all the world Knew he was 
there.’ 

‘But not in Eureka stockade; not as Ballarat Jack, one of 
the principal leaders, for whom there is five hundred pounds 
reward onered, and who was strongly suspected of killing 
Captain Wayse.’ 

‘ Good God ! ’ I said, ‘ you don’t say so 1 I knew poor Wayse 
well, and used to dine at the mess with him in Melbourne. Do 
you think he was the man that stablK^l liim 

‘He’s in there,’ said the host in a low tone, pointing to a 
room upstairs. ‘ You can hear him talking and going on as 
soon as you get to the head of tlu^ stairs, flere’s the key. I’ve 
locked the door at the other end of the passage ; you take it 
witli you and go up.’ 

We went quickly up ihe staircase, knowing tlia,t it led to a 
large room on the first vslory, which was used for masonic 
dinners, quadrille parties, political meetings, and other pu rooms 
for which more tlian ordinary accommodation is requirecl. A 
dozen or more bedrooms were situated on the other side of the 
corridor. Of one of these Jack Bidder had permanently 
possessed himself. Aiifl the other occupants being ab.sent on 
work or business, he had at this time the suite pretty much to 
himself. 

We coidd hardly imagine that he was alone, for as we 
approached the door of the passage at th(5 head of the stairs we 
could hear a voice denouncing, beseeching, defying, by turns, as 
if in earnest conversation with some one. 

As we turned the lock in the door we heard him cell out, 

‘ Stand ! not one foot farther ! I’ll shoot the first man that lofives 
the stockade.’ We paused for one moment, doubtful whether 
he had amis, and tlien, smiling at our faint-heartedness, pushed 
open the door and entered tlu^ room. 

It was a strange uncanny siglit. Near the centre of the room, 
to which he had withdrawn himself, stood John Bulder, Imre- 
footed, in his shirt and trousers, mucli in the same state of 
apparel generally as ho must liave used wlien uiipeiintending 
the washing of his ship’s decks in tropical seas. 

His eyes, widely opened, we/re fixed with dreadful intensity 
upon a corner of the room, ’j’ho expression of his face 
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utterly changed, so thoroughly that ordinary acquaintances 
luiglit well have looked on him without recognition. 

■ Then his eyes, dilated witli horror, rested upon us. His 
Jiead moved unwillingly and slowly away from the spot at 
’which he had been gazing as he cried aloud, in tones of un- 
utterable anguish— 

* Good Goa ! tliey are almost touching him, the blood from 
liis breast drips over them ! Will they carry his blood about 
to follow me through the world and torment me before my 
time ? ’ 

‘What’s the matter, old fellow 7’ said the Major. ‘You’re 
•rather higli-ftnl ti) day. It dot^sn’t do to play with J).T.’ 

‘ Who are yoh, and wliat authority have you to question 
mor said the possessed, for such beyond doubt he seemed to 
\)G for the time, still turning back Ids head as if fascinated 
to the first point of his regard. 

‘ Oh ! you know us,’ I said ; ‘it’s only the Major and Harry 
Pole, your mates. You had better come home and have a 
good sleep.’ 

‘How can I sleep 1’ he said in a quiet conversational tone, 
‘when he is tliere, night ami day, by my bedside in the dark- 
ness, and here when 1 am awake and would leave him if I 
could.’ ^ . 

‘ WliQ is tlieiKJ?’ I said, thinking to humour him, and know- 
ing it to be an opt ical illusion, such as are common to those 
suifering from a disordered nervous system. 

‘ Who is thoreV he wailed forth, in tones that made me 
almost doubt his identity, so stj-angely awful %vore they with 
shuddering dread and despair. ‘ Wlio is there ? who should 
it be but the man I killed at Ballarat stockade, while he was 
smiling in my face, Captain Wayse of the 80th. Don’t you see 
the wound in his breiist where my sword went tlirough him, 
and the blood — the blood running still 1 ’ 

Here tlie unhajipy man threw himself down on his face as 
one who grovels in the dust, and drew his hands over his fore- 
head as if to shut out the terrible sight. 

‘This looks s(u*ious,’ said the Major. ‘He may Jjave been in 
the Ballarat riot, as a few men we botli know liere liave been, l^ut 
as to poor Wayse, who died of his wounds the next day, after 

E luckily leading his company wlieii they stormed the stockade, 
e may have dre^imt all about it.’ 

‘ I don’t know that,’ I said ; ‘it seems to liave burned itself 
in on his brain in a way that anotlier man's guilt could scarcely 
have readied. I met poor Wayse once. lie knew the Leys 
well, and told me he had been shooting at a house close by tlie 
year before I went there.’ 

Here John Mulder raised liiraself on his knees cautiously, 
and then turning away his head, sat down. 

‘ Who spoke about the Leys he said in a Iioarse whisper. 
‘ He was there, too. I was a boy ; he was little better — but a 

s 
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gcmtleman, Just got his commission, and he seamed a little fpi 
to a country lout like me. How handsome he wa^ and jolly,, 
kind to all and free with liis money like a prince. Many a half-, 
crown he gave me in the old days, for he used to take me out . 
with him to carry the bag. Perhaps he’ll forgive me yet before 
I die. Wiy can’t I die ? I couldnft be worse in helL* 

Here the wretched man sobbed and bewailed himself as if he 
had l)een the soft untravelled rustic his wanderings descril>ed. 

After another interval he went on more collectedly, while 
we, seeing that unless he was placed in charge of the police for 
protection nothing could be done with ^ liim, and, doubtful of 
now great a proportion of truth was mixed up with tliese re-* 
velations. listened without remark. 

‘ One day I had snared a hare ; I used to poach a little — most 
of us boys did, as much for the sport as anything, and I was just 
taking her out when the keei>er collared me. I was being taken 
off to gaol — Lord, lord I how frightened I was— when Ae came by, 
and never stopped till he begged me off. I could have follow^ 
him over the world when he loft the country. He gave me a 
sovereign, and told me either to ’list or go to sea, that I was too 
mettlesome a lad to make a ploughboy of. I went to sea, he 
went to his regiment, and now here am I, and he is— there. 
My God, my God ! ’ 

Here he leaped to his feet and commenced tValking -up and 
down the room like a sailor on a deck, always turning back at 
the same place and markedly avoiding the corner wliere, accord- 
ing to his delusion, the appearance still abode. 

‘Why did I join the rioters at Pallarat? why did heaps of 
good men ? because the diggers were badly trc^iited, hunted for 
their licenses, chained up like dogs, knocked down by bullies 
like Strongljow, and tyrannised over by raw lads fresh from 
England. I fought Btrongbow fair once, and boat him too. 
He was as strong as a bullock, but I was too active. He was a 
man, too ; he wouldn’t let the troopers touch me. There was a 
lot of foreigners in it, too ; some good, some bad, and Americans.’ 

‘Wasn’t Yankee Jake there, too?’ said I, by way of a dis- 
traction. 

‘ He ! Curse him, wherever he is ! He was not an American 
at all, only a white- washed one. He was an Englishman, of a 
good family, too, turned out for villainy of some kind. He was 
a traitor, too. He sold us at Ballarat or we should have had 
time to strengthen the stockade before the military came upon 
us. But that’s not all he did.’ 

‘ Why, what else could he do ?’ 

* What does a man like him do ? work harm and misery all 
his days. I had a mate, a sailor-man, a real Ipnest chap as 
ever pulled a rope or carried a tar bucket. He’d come over in 
a West Indian ship after one of his voyages, married a Spanish- 
American girl, the prettiest yoking tHing you ever saw. Poor 
Dick used fairly to worship her, and 'she seemed that fond of 
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him she was never happy out of his sight. Dolores and he was 
like two children.’ 

‘ Dolores Lusada 1 ’ I said ; * did you know her in those days ? ’ 

‘ Know her, yes, and respected her, too, and every man at the 
White Hills where we worked. A neater, cheerier, better wife no 
man had, till this Jake, with his wheealing ways and lies and 
fine airs, flattered her out of her true and safe-sailing course, 
and persuaded her to dowse her flag and scud under bare poles 
before the wind with him.’ 

‘ And what did her husband do ? ’ 

‘Followed them everywhere to kill him. Then came back 

• and drank-^dr?jnk till ne forgot all about his troubles. But 
when ho did, he was mad like me.’ Here he laughed in an 
unnatural ghastly manner. ‘ So they had to lock him up for a 
few months. Then he came out quite quiet, poor Diet, and 
went away, find I never saw him again. But wliy should he 
have gone mad ; he never killed any one.’ 

‘ Nor you, either ’ said the Mfijor. ‘ Somebody has told you 
all this. YouVe only fancying these stories. Come along home 
with us and tell Mrs. Yorke about it. Shell make you some 
tea and you’ll get a good sleep after it all, and that will set you 
right.’ 

‘I would come, for I am sure you’re kind,’ he answered 
humbly, but an if lie had never seen us before ; ‘ l)ut he would 
come too, and in a small place it would be too dreadful His 
blocxi would run on the floor, too. You could not help standing 
in it. Ah -a — h ! ’ 

Here he again assumed an attitude find expression of fear 
and shuddering horror beyond all control 



CHAPTER XXrx 

After a while? lie coiuinenced io pace n\stlessly up and down 
the room, studiously avoiding th(‘ conim’ where the awful spectre 
(as t/O his disoi'dered mind it iipp(^art;d) sat crouched with bleed- 
ing bre^-ist ami sad rcmroachful visage. 

‘ Why did 1 join with th<‘ rioters C lu? recommenced. ‘ Well 
— some had good cause wlio had .sutlered cursci! injustice most 
of them, like myself, just followed on partly for the sport and 
partly because in a general way things wainted mending. 1 
wa.s young and foolish, proud of my strength and pluck, I 
suppose.’ ^ 4 

‘What sort of leaders had you?’ said the Major, thinidng it 
best to have his narrative concludiKl now so that reli«?f might 
com(^ to his overladen .soul. ‘ W('re they Americans or what? ’ 

‘Some of all sorts. There was Ratl(dsky™a lino fellow too— ■ 
they put a price on liis head, though he fought f<.»r liberty. 
Tluni lA^ter (Jawior, tlie Irishmap, who lost his arm in the tight, 
went in for devilment. A couple of Americans, backwocKlsmca, 
and that .scoundrel who calls himself Jake. He? deserUxi the 
night before the attack ; they say ho sold us, and brought on 
the miiit<iry two liours before wm were ready for them.’ 

‘But what madmen you all w(in?. How could you hope,’ s;ud 
I, ‘ t-o have any lasting success ? 

‘ Madmen tlien and now,’ he groaned, ‘ but times wore queer 
then. Therti was nearly a general rising. Jf we had beaten 
back the soldiers we sliould have been joined l,)y the whole of 
the crowd, and tlien, if we iiad marched on Alellxmrne with ari 
army swelling as it vv(*.nt, who was thf?re then to oppose us?’ 

‘ Who indeed?’ iK^iid. 

‘A great Mxdbourne merchant told me,’ said the Major, 
‘tli ifc they were prepared for the worst, ^^flny of the young 
squatters and their fricruls armed tliernselvivs and formed the 
nucleus of an aiany corp.s at the Central Folico Barracks at 
Joliraorit.’ 

‘The soldiers fought well,’ said the dipsomaniac with his 
eyes fixed on vacancy. ‘A Tne.s;^mate b(*fore a shipmate, a ship- 
mate before a stranger, but a clog before a soldier, ha 1 I imte 
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all sailors do. But they fought like men. They came on 
at the run, and m.any of them dropped as we fired, but they 
charged with the bayonet in style, and our lot began to iiinch. 
I could see the captain at their head, an active, fair- haired, 
young -looking man, his sword in his hand and a smile on his 
race. 1 had a sort of feeling as if I had seen him before, but 1 
was too busy to look long. 1 saw the soldier that hit Gawlor, 
and I took steady aim and dropped him. He fell on his face.’ 

‘ Well, that was all fair fighting,’ .said the Major, ‘though you 
were on the wrong sidi^. Is that the worst of it ? Your men 
didn’t ke(^j^)^steady, and the r(‘gulars marched over them. They 
always do,’ • 

‘That was not all, (icxl send it was, oh ! how happy I should 
1 m^. a few of us made a .stand, and the ca])tAin ran up close to 
me waving his sword and cheering on his men, I felt a sharp 
I)ain in iny left arm as a bayonet went through it. At the same 
time one of our men hit the captain a heavy blow with the Vjutt 
e,n<l of a gun. His sword <lroj)pcd from his hand, and — God 
forgive me- 1 snatcluxl it up and ran him through with it. As 
the liandle jarred against his chest he looked in(‘. full in the face. 
“ Why, it’s keeper Xick ” (that's what they used to call me about 
tlie poacliing) “ all the way from Kent,” he said luilf wonderingly, 
“who’d hav(i thought of meeting you here, old hdlow. You’ve 
hurt iu(% I'm afraid,” and li(5 fell backwards, I was the only man 
who came alive out of the lot around him, his men saw to that. 
J. was wounded in seven plac<‘s and laid up in hiding for three 
nKHiths with 1*500 on rny he.ad. 1 don’t know that it’s olT no\v. 
But if he di(xl why does he go with me every wheni-- wliy is he 
sitting there now V ’ 

‘ It’s a l,)ad ease and a thousand ])ities,’ the INfajor said. ‘I’oor 
Wayso, he was the eldest son, lioir to a baronetcy and a good 
estate). 1 knew him well, and n(‘ver thought we should have for 
a mate the man that killcxl him. But it s no use fretting ; he 
wouldn’t have thought twd<;e about cutting you down, Jack, I 
can as.sure you.’ 

‘ But wTiy should 1 have be<‘n ])icked out to kill him ? ’ groaned 
the homicide. ‘ Jle that was so kind — kind’s no name for it. I 
could have followed him round tlu* world. He was never liard 
to the rough cx)untry lad, as I was then, but as gentle as a 
woman, tliough he was as brave as steel. It is no use. I shall 
see him as he is tlicre till I go to my own ifiace. And then, then 
he may forgive me. God liav(‘ mei’cy uixm us.’ 

I'hero was now nothing moio to be said or done. Wo de- 
scended, locking the dooi*, and still could he^u- tiio unfortunate 
victim of strong drink and remoi’se continuiiig his harrowing 
entre«aties to be pardoned and sd- free from torment. 

We told l ilossy tliat wo had tried all mcMiis in our power, 
but that nothing save medical aid would be likely to benefit 
him. So we weauled our way Iloinewards, and sent our doctor, 
wliQ had had considerable experience in erases of that nature. 
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That gentleman administered to him a very powerful sleeping 
draught to begin with, and followed it up with other remedies 
of such a nature that when, a week later, John Bulder presented 
himself at the claim he looked, though calm and composed, at 
least five years older, and moved as a man who is making a slow 
recovery after a fever. 

‘ Had a heavy bout of it this time, mates,’ was the only 
apology he thought it necessary to make. ‘ Gave a lot of trouble, 

and talked a lot of d d nonsense most likely. You had a 

man on all the time, I suppose. Charge me with his wages in 
the next settlement, and any other expenses the claim’s been 
put to through me.’ 

How marvellous is it that reason should so completely resume 
her sway after being so rudely deposed ; that the reactionary 
feelings of energy and apjjlication are so powerfully experienced 
when the opposite tendencies liave been so completmy in the 
ascendant. But such is human nature, on the infinite variations 
of which mysterious creation ’twere vain to dilate in this brief 
chronicle. 

When such a recovery takes place the mind and body after a 
while are so completely restored to their normal tone, that the 
sympathising observer might conclude not only that no criminal 
excess had been committed, but that such never could again 
intervene in the strong and well-regulated character. 

‘Until the next time,’ quoth 

‘ The Fiend to whom bclong.s 
The vengeance duo to all our wrongs.’ 

This alarming outbreak did not, however, affect any one but 
the chief actor. Like my combat with Malgrade, it was no 
one’s affair but Ids own. Otlier highly respectable people 
suffered periodically from the same kind of attacks. lie had 
abundantly the means of delegating the work he used to per- 
form personally ; so that, if ho had .spent his whole time at 
llennessy’s, ho was quite able to afford it. However, after a 
few days more he paid ofi* his represen tativ(% and commenced 
to work his shift of eight hours with much the .same patience 
and persevering energy winch he had displfiyed on entering the 
claim. His spirits rose gradually, his appetite returned, and, 
as I said before, no one could have recognised in the cheery, 
hard-working miner the raving lunatic or the despairing hypo- 
chondriac we had so lately been compelled to succour. 

His presence as a chief actor at the Eureka stockade, and 
his confession of liav ing been the actual slayer of poor Captain 
Wayse, whom every one regretted, was much the more serious 
phase of the affair. 

We knew, of course, that the Victorian juries had refused to 
convict the rioters when committed for trial for the same class 
of offence, and we doubted not l*iit that they would pursue the 
same course in his case. 
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But actual homicide was different, and if arrested on suspicion 
of being one of the leading rioters at Ballarat, it would involve 
his being sent in irons to Victoria ; for, of course, bail would 
not be t^en in such a case, and that course we did not at all 
desire to see carried out. 

Doubtless among the miners there were many who had re- 
cognised and could swear to him if they chose to give willing 
testimony ' but the general feeling of the community was with 
the insurgents, and against the Government of the day in 
Victoria. And even if it were not so, no miner would volun- 
tarily assume the hateful character of informer. The only fear 
was that tlA mjin known as Yankee Jake, who had reasons for 
personal enmity, might lay an information before a magistrate, 
and so compel the arrest of John Bulder on suspicion of having 
committed this high crime and misdemeanour. 

However, at the present time, the said Jake, or ‘The Count,’ 
as he was indifferently called, had located himself in a quartz- 
reefing district, known as Mason’s, about twenty miles distant, 
where he was understood to have made several lucky hits, to 
have been appointed a director in mining companies which had 
been successfully floated, and generally to be rising into a state 
of undeserved social splendour and distinction. 

For the present, then, it was possible that this Cerberus had 
his jaws conflaod with a golden muzzle, on account of which 
his growling and tearing were temporarily suspended. 

Aj9 for John Bulder liimself, ‘Damocles, his sword,’ if thus 
above him suspended, did not produce apparent uneasiness. 
He worked and jested with the same careless ease as of old, 
and for a few short weeks care and strife seemed banished 
entirely from tin's our antipodean section of tlie universe. 

As suddenly as it had commenced, tlie wot, cold, inclement 
weather cea.seci. The sun slione daily witli might and eflulgonce. 
The water-courses returned to their usual channels, the marshes 
commenced to dry up. The birds mated. The pasture grasses, 
hitherto liindered by the harsh winds and frosts of the late 
winter, made haste to shoot and burgeon with tropical rapidity 
of growth. All nature revelled in the rich bloom and wondrous 
luxuriance of the glorious Au.stralian spring. 

How different were the roads and tracks from those which 
we had lately plodded through and stumbled along. Every 
day added to the pleasure of living. Every change was in the 
direction of improvement and enjoyable existence. The days 
became insensibly w^armer w’ithout being oppressively hot. The 
billowy prairies waved in tlie faint breeze which heralded tlie 
summer. The foliage of the slender-leaved eucalypti showed a 
tinge of softer green. And ever, in line weather as in foul, the 
reputation of the Oxley goldliehi, based upon the monthly un- 
earthing of more than half a^on of gold, remained high and 
unwavering. 
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The weeks passed blithely alonij, and still so iricrtmsin^lv 
brilliant were our prospects, so satisfactory the dividends whicn 
we received at the Oxley, as well as tliose of which we had 
monthly advice from Yatala, that I at length fully made up my\ 
mind to settle my affairs temporarily the week before Christmas, 
and to take this longdooked-for holiday in {Sydney, where I 
could ixrrange at the same time for poor Jane’s voyage to her 
native land, whither, I doubted not, 1 should follow her before 
many months were past. 

At our present rate our full shareholders would divide be- 
tween forty and fifty thousand pounds a man— John Bulder’s 
proportion being, of course, much less than this, he had no< 
original interest in No. 4 Liberator, of which we'iiow held undis- 
puted possession, • 

I was loath to leave off su(;h engrossing exciting toil, but it 
came at last, the last week before Christmas, the second of the 
weary, hot, dry, dusty December, which had succeeded our 
matchless but too brief spring months. 

I quitted my work that long- remembered day thoroughly 
exhausted, and, throwing ofl' niy working clothes witii a deep 
sigh of relief, reflected that 1 should not need to don them 
again for a month. In the interim I should stand once more — 
oil, enchanting thought ! — on the breeze-swept ocean beach, 
inhaling the briny odours of the half-forgotten^nain. At mid- 
night, at sunrise, I should be free to watch the ebb, the tlow^ of 
tlie mystic whalers. In all my mining life 1 liad not once hap- 
pened to have revisited the coast since we returned from New 
Zealand. And now% excited by ilie near prospect of compara- 
tive rest and freedom, I exulted in the iclivi or exchanging the 
red-lined roads and yellow mullock heaps, the iron or wooden 
shanties, the sombre shadeless forest, amid whicli I had sojourned 
so long, for the cool sti'eets, the lofty freestone walls, the massed 
flower thickets, and the unfamiliar luxuries of the (^ity of the 
Sea, 

Poor Jane, too, how innocently she would revel in the novel- 
ties and wonders of the Paris of the South, before commencing 
her voyage to the old land. I looked forward, like a boy, to the 
brief holiday-time we sliould have before we ])arted, perhaps for 
ever. My heart glowed at the thought that I had the means 
and opportunity of rescuing lier from a liateful tyranny, from a 
life unspeakably wreU'hed and degrading. Tlie faded rose, once 
so fresh of petal, so delicate of hue, might, replanted in the 
ancestral soil, again bloom modestly, again put forth green 
leaflets, shrinking delicate flowerets. 

In happy peaceful years to come we might yet see her, my 
bride and I, Iiuinbled and chastened of aspect, yet peaceful and 
respected in her village home, gathering with ev6ty added year 
a fuller measure of repose, of that divine peace that is i)romised 
to the heart’s deep, sincerest reg^entance. 

In all this sanguine, it may be in some respects imprudent 
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anti<Ml)ation, I can swear it before the Lord of Heaven and 
Kaidli, iny heart was towards her as that of a brother~~of a 
brother only. 

On the morrow early we were to start by the coach at day- 
light. When the sun set we should be a hundred miles on our 
way; ere the following midnight at our destination; once 
more in a land of civilisation, where art refines repose, and 
enjoyment rewards industry— -fitting prelude to the life of 
unclouded happiness ui)Oii wiiich 1 trusted to enter early in the 
coming year. 

The sun had long since set. The night was sultry at the 
same time, but -moonless, sbirless, rayless utterly. Some im- 
pending chaTigo in the elemental programme had covered the 
heavens* with a robe of vapour so cfense that when I rather irm 
patiently essayed to make my way from our tent to the town 
proper, I more than once got oil the narrow traede through the 
network of shafts, being compelled to grope back my way with 
extreme circu luspection. 

1 attributed my restless and excited mood to the great 
change in my temjjorary surroundings. But 1 felt uneasy to an 
unusual degree. I had resolved to call at Jane’s lodgings and 
warn her to liave her luggage ready to the minute in the 
morning, as the coach-driver was of a ruthless and inexorable 
pimctuiility. And the disa}>poiutment of being left behind in 
my overwrought state of heeling would go nigh to break one’s 
lieart, I tlioughtlcssly said. 

She appeared, poor girl, when 1 saw her, almost as childishly 
elated as myself at the prospect of tire spcnxly deliverance from 
hei* prison houses, and the transhition to a liigher sphere, a purer 
air. 

We talked it over at greater Icngtli tlian was perhaps actually 
necessary, l)ut oui* hea,rts were full, genuinely atliirst for 
sympathy. As old fiionds, cognisant as were none others of a 
thousand circumstances of our bygone life that the loosened 
spring of a comiiig departure seemed to release from memory’s 
cotier, wo found a multiform and unexpected fund of mutual 
interest. 

‘1 shall be a good woman to the end of my days, and, as far 
as my conscience will let me, a happy one,’ sJie said, ‘if 1 ever 
1 ‘oach the Leys again and see the old man’s face. And it will be 
to you, Hereward, and to you alone that I shall owe it — owe my 
salvation. God for ever bless you for it, and help you in your 
need as you have me.’ 

I had said farewell to her and had come out into the passage of 
the liotel, into whicli she followed me, being moved, as it seemed, 
to say these parting words. This thorouglifare — a kind of 
corriefor between two sets of rooms — was unlighted. A gust 
from tlie rising wind suddenly blew to the door of the apart- 
ment we had just quitteil. I h*cl reached the outer door when 
some one brusliod hurriedly past me. I thought it was one of 
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the many inmates of the house, and walked on^ when I heard a 
sudden sharp ejaculation, as in fear or anger, in Jane’s voice, then 
a horrible, choking, gurgling, unnatural sound, which sent a thrill 
through every nerve of iny body. I turned hastily to the doorway, 
and as I did so a man again rushed by me and was swallowed up 
in the pitchy darkness which now enveloped all things. Breath- 
less with excitement I rushed to the spot near where I had left 
Jane. I felt along the wall and stopped, almost petrified, as 
something human clasped my feet, and again the hoarse un- 
earthly sound struck upon my ear, though fainter than at 
first. Stooping, I raised Jane’s fainting form, as I believed. Her 
face fell hmpless forward against mine, and her aims clutched 
convulsively around my neck. At the samtt moment I felt 
something like liquid trickling down my breast and dripping 
with terrible distinctness on the floor. The hideous reality 
suddenly flashed across my mind, and 1 cried aloud for help. 

Doors were quickly opened, lights appeared, trampling feet 
were heard. I was surrounded by the inmates and kabitti^s of 
the house, a quickly increasing crowd. All gazed with widely 
opened eyes of surprise and horror. Full well might they gaze 
—for there stood 1, Hereward Pole, in a pool of blood, with a 
dying w'oman in my arms, her throat cut with a dreadful gash 
which had nearly severed the head from the body. 

For some seconds all stnod silent. None Mseemed to have 
sufficient presence of mind to speak, much less to move for 
help, or in other act. Suddenly a voice from the outer edge of 
the crowd called out in husky strained accents, — 

‘Send for the police — let no one leave the place till they 
come. I accuse that man of the murder of ray wife.’ 

1 looked over the heads of the crowd. There was the grim 
form of Ned Morsley, while at his side, in ominous proxiraitv, 1 
marked the cold features and evil sneer of Algernon Malgrade. 

At that moment the crowd parted, and the sergeant, accom- 
panied by a trooper, strode up the passage. 

‘What is the meaning of all this? lia!’ he said promptly, 
‘some one call the women to take Mrs. Morsley and place her 
on a bed. Send for Dr. Bolton at once. Constable Grant, 
examine the spot closely, search the x)a.ssago and room, try if 
you can find the weapon with which the wound wa.s inflicted. 
Is the husband of the decea.sed here ? 

‘Yes, I’m hero. I wi.sh to give this man Pole in charge for 
the murder of my wife.’ 

I stood as one bereft of reason when I had seen the drea^lful, 
lifeless, unreal shape borne away by the women, all that was 
left of poor Jane, but a few moments since (or was it davs, 
months, years since?) so happjr and hopeful. And I with this 
miscreant’s false charge ringing in my oars. I, 'll lereward Pole, 
her best friend on earth, accused of slaying her. 

‘ Mr. Pole,’ said the Sergean('>', without betraying one atom of 
surprise, ‘disagreeable duty, painful of course, only a matter of 
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form, but I must trouble you to come along with me. Constable 
Grant, Mr. Pole won’t think of escaping I know, but for fear of 
accidents, dark nifrht, and so on, allow me, sir—thanks,’ and 1 
,felt cold iron, for tne first time, ^rate upon ray wrists, and was 
on my way to the cells where all cUtenus of whatever kind or 
caste were primarily incarcerated. The clock struck ten. So 
early in the night too, to strike the knell of hope, life, liberty, 
gooa fame. Alas ! poor human creature, thou that callest thy- 
self man, made in thy Maker’s image, and boastest thyself of 
will and energy, and election of the better path, how darkly 
ironic is Fate in its dealings with thee. 

* One momfint happy, healthful, bright with the light of love 
and life, hope and joy in days to come. In the next, all thy 
vision red, gloomy the savour of blood, thy liberty ex- 
changed for the felon’s cell, thy fame the sport of falsehood and 
evil hap, thy life blotted and future marred. Wherefore dost 
thou not follow the counsel of the patriarch’s wife- -curse God, 
and die. 



CHAPTER XXX 

Through the long liours of tluit hatcjfiil night, wliieh made a 
true inferno of the close- walled, low-rooftni cell, 1 paced its 
narrow limits. My brain lay quiescent in dull stupor, or with 
feverish rapidity ceaselessly revolved the scenery and action of 
the terrible tragedy, in whicli 1 could scarcely realise iny 
part as leading actor, accused criminal. Heaven, surely, 
without abrogating all functions of justice and mercy, coulcl 
not suffer my conviction upon so false, so hellish an accusa- 
tion ! Could it be believed for one moment that I, witli 
no conceivable reason for anger, liad hurt onoliair of her poor 
head ? 

No. But it might he. proved, 

I sprang upwards, as the iiondish suggestion passed througli 
my brain aacl passed into the darkness as if to look for some 
subtle imp that had personally whispered the damning thought. 
The links of circumstantial evidence, were not so far apart, out 
that malice and persistent ingenuity might forge the faUd 
cliain. Men as innocent had ere now ascended the scaflbld pro- 
clairning their innocence. 

What are the facts 

I am discovered in darkness, in solitude, with the dying 
woman in my arms. I am naturally covered with biood. 
Angry voices, one of thciin a man's, had been lieard sounding 
exactly where she was last seen alive. Then tlie passionate 
refusal to *go home a j)hrase of double meaning. Inen cessa- 
tion of speech and the awful unliumau deatli tones wliieh so 
strangely thrilled me, 

I sickened with fear. I thought liow such evidence would 
have tended in the case of another so arraigned before me. 

At an early hour of the day, now dawning, I knew that I 
should necessarily be brought before the beium of magistrates, 
charged in due form * that 1 did on such a day unlawfully kill 
and murder one Jane Morsley, etc.' There was ho escape from 
that. 1 saw myself standing in the dock, compulsorily exhibited 
for the xdeasure of the curiou."} and idle crowd, a spectacle of 
guilt or shame, as opinion migiit incline. What had I done in 
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my sliorfc life that such misery, such undeserved torments should 
be heai)ed upon me ? 

' Worn out at length by racking alternating paroxysms, my 
aching eyelids are sealed by kindly nature ; a blessed sleep 
enfolds me mother-like, strikes dumb and motionless the crowd 
of evil shapes that Hit through the unguarded portals of the 
brain. 

But anon the busy, babbling, and remorseless day is not to 
1)6 cheated. The sun, that sun which I fondly hoped to have 
watched arise as Jane and 1 were home swiftly towards the 
sea, towards hope and happiness, and renewed life for both of 
us, soon stie^tnuxl through the aj^ertures of my cell upon me, 
half a felon, halra maniac, as in my excited imagination I then 
deemed myself. His beams illumined the silent chamber where 
she lay a corpse. What a mockery was it that there should be 
aught but clouds and tempests in this melanclmly star, mis- 
named a world ? Was it not rather a hateful prison-house, 
where souls ruined and doomed in a former state of existence 
roamed endlessly, cheating themselves witli the hope of happi- 
ness, amused by tlio malice of friends, with dreams ot impossible 
bliss 1 

One of tbo constaldes fully aroused me by bringing in the 
wherewithal for a rude lavation. He respectfully advised me 
to dress, and liaw3 a cup of tea, which would help, as he said, to 
straighten me a bit betore court time. 

He meant well and kindly, as did all the men of the police 
force stationed there, knowing me well by sight and reputation. 
Whether guilty or innocent in this matter he possibly did not 
consider himself bound even approximately to decide. It was 
not his ‘case.' The sergeant would have the getting up of the 
evidence, and so on. Rut it was hard, he thought, to see a man 
like me, wlio had seen better days, as tlio common phrase runs, 
locked up on such a charge. AVas I guilty? Who could say? 
Wonderful things in the history of crime had happened, even 
in his experience on goldtields, and he was a young man ; and 
where there was a woman in the case, who was to say with 
certainty what might or might not take place ? 

So Police -constable Grant calmly arranged my basin and 
towel, with a small looking-glass and comb, placed a tin 
measure of tea witli a plate or the same material, containing 
bread and meat, at the farther end of the cell, mentioned that 
court would be open at ten o'clock sharp, and departed. 

It was later than I tlioiight. I had scarcely more than time 
to lave my burning brow and breast plentifully with the ice- 
cold water, which indeed wonderfully refreshed and relieved 
me, drink teccly, and partake of the smallest morsel of bread, 
when the iron"lt)und door again clanged and Sergeant MacMahon 
entered with another trooper to escort mo to the court-house. 

‘Brushed yourself up a bit, IVtf. Pole ?' he said, with a kindly 
gravity. ‘It's a dreadful business, but there’s no use taking 
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tilings too much to heart before the real time comes on* Have 
you any^ legal gentleman engaged to defend you 1 ’ 

‘ Defend me ! ’ I said, ‘ v^hat necessity is there for that ? 
who could think for one moment that I was guilty of such a 
crime ? ^ 

‘Never mind the crime, Mr. Pole,’ said the sergeant, hk 
keen gray eye resting upon me meanwliile, as if there was a 
printed page on my heart which he was deciphering slowly but 
accurately ; ‘ take my advice and have Mr. Markham. You’re 
not fit to conduct your own case. Hut I daresay your mates 
have sent for him long before this. Please to follow me into 
court.’ ^ 

I walked out of the cell dreamily and did as I was told, 
constable Grant following within arms length, as was de 
rigueur in case of attempts at escape. I was tlien taken through 
the crowd which filled the court, and permitted to sit down in 
the vicinity of tlie table usually devoted to professional gentle- 
men, strangers of degree, and parties to civil suits. 1 siiw tlie 
sergeant look over at Hlake, who nodded his head affirmatively. 

The court is crammed. p]ven the approaches are so thronged 
that those afar oil* desist from endeavouring to gain nearer 
‘coigns of vantage/ and content thcms(dves with sitting on 
the fence of the camp reserve. There is a sickening feeling 
at my heart, which still keeps throbbing with the thought 
that Jane lies de^d, foully murdered, and that 1 stand hero 
this day in the siglit of all men charged with being her slayer. 
Truly my enemies had triumphed— so far I was beneath tnoir 
heels. 

Of course, my friends muster strong on the occasion. I see 
the Major, Olivera, and Jack Bulder, also Mrs. Yorke, the latter 
weeping profusely, with a larger solemn baby in her arms, Mrs. 
Mangrove and other female sympathisers, all with their best 
bonnets on as if they were going to churcli. Tlie Commissioner 
is seated on the bencli with two other magistrates. They look 
at me with an air of not seeing me, which long practice has 
enabled them to assume. It is not for them to take for granted 
guilt or innocence on the part of the accused until the eridenca 
be concluded. There is a man charged with being drunk in a 
public street. ^ He having been locked up all night, and not 
being an habitual offender, is dischargea with a caution. 1 
watched him passing into the body of the court, and metamor- 
phosing himself into a spectator, with features quite relaxed 
and free of care. Anotlier indiscreet has l>een drunk and 
disorderly. He is adjudged to pay a pound or to undergo 
seven days’ gaol. He pays, and lightly changes front. 

‘ Here ward Pole, stana up I You stand charged with wilful 
murder ; how do you plearif' 

I start as though I had been struck. 

‘ Not guilty,’ of course I exdaim. 

‘ Bwear Sergeant MacMahon,’ says the Commissioner And 
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the sergeant enters the witness box. On liis oath he thus 
deposes — 

am a senior - sergeant of police stationed at the Oxley 
/goldfield. About half-past ten or a quarter to eleven o’clock, 
P.M., yesterday^ while on duty, I was attracted by seeing a 
crowd at the licensed house or Mrs. Simpson. I immediately 
proceeded thither, and on entering the house perceived the 
prisoner standing at the top of the passage with a woman in 
his arms. She was y:)parently in a helpless or dying state 
when I approached. There was a pool of blood at the feet of 

f risoner. Examined the appearance of the woman, whom 
recognised %o be Mrs. Morsley, whom T had known at Gren- 
ville and Warniluen diggings as the wife of a man named 
Edward Morsley. Her throat w^as cut almost from ear to ciir. 
(Sensation. The women cry piteously.) She could not speak. 
1 heard one sound, a kind of unintelligible moan. I caused her 
to be placed upon a bod and sent for Dr. Bolton. When I saw 
her she appeared to be quite dead. Edward Morsley called out 
from the crowd and said, “I charge this man with the murder 
of my wife.” I .said “Very well.^’ 1 arrested the prisoner and 
confined him in the lock-up. I then charged him with the 
wilful murder of Jane Morsley. He said, in answer to the 
charge, ^ “ I could not have hurt her for all the gold in 
Australia, ’ • 

Cross-examined by Dr. Bcllair, retaiiuid for the }>rosecution : 
‘ Prisoner looked pale and horror-struck, as any one would have 
looked under the circumstances.’ 

Dr. Bellair ; ‘ What, even a polic(‘nian ? ’ 

The sergcfint, with dignity : ‘Yes, anybody but a doctor.’ 

Dr. Bellair: ‘1 appeal to the Court for protection. It is 
most improper of the witness to address the counsel for the 
Crown in this way.’ 

The Bench is of opinion that no disrespect was intended. 
The witness is merely desirous of eulogising the professional 
nerve of surgeons. 

Sarah Simpson, sworn, states : ‘ I am the landlady of the 
hotel where aeceased lodged. She had been with me several 
months, and was most quiet and well-behaved in every way. 
Understood she was going home to England. Mr. Pole, whom 
she told witness know her in England, used to come and see 
her now and then, but not often, ilemembered his coming last 
night. He said to me, “ Mrs. Simpson, please tell Mrs. Morsley 
I want to see her about being ready in time for the coach 
to-morrow. If she’s gone to bed it doesn’t matter. Be sure 
and have her called early.” I told her and she went into the 
front parlour where Harry Pole was. When Mr. Pole was gone, 
or say a coupl^ of minutes afterwards, I heard the parlour door 
slam. I heard her say. “I won’t go home, I’ll die first.” Han 
out with others directly after •when Mr. Pole cried “ Help.” 
Saw him holding her all bleeding in his arms. Oh, my God 1 ’ 
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(Here the witness fainted, and the proceedings had to be 
stayed till her recovery.) 

By Dr. Bellair : ‘ Can’t think who did it. Will never think 
it was Mr. Pole ; he always acted the gontlenian, and was a good 
friend to her.’ 

‘ Too good a friend, perhaps ? ’ 

‘ No, sir, he were not — not as I ever see or thought on, and 
won’t believe till my dying day/ 

‘ Perhaps I ran in and killed her, then ? ’ 

‘ Perhaps you did, sir ; little men is that vicious when they 
takes the turn, as they might do hanything. But some one 
come from somewheres and did it, and not Harry Pole, and tliat 
I’ll live and die on, poor dear ! ’ 

John Henderson sworn : ‘ Is a coinnnu’cial traveller, and had 
been several days in the house. Was just going to bed when 
he heard some one cry out for help. Ban out into the passage, 
other people having come with lights. He saw prisoner stand- 
ing near the end of the passage supporting M rs. Morsley in his 
arms. Had seen her in the hotel sev(‘ral times. Tliere was 
blood on the floor, on his clothing, everywhere. Deceased was 
bleeding frorn a large wound in the throat, which had been cut, 
as the plirase is, from ear to oar.’ 

Cross-examined : * Did not Ii<iar any one speak before the cry 
for help. Might have been .some talking without his l^earing. 
Had been going ov^er liis accounts before going to bed.’ 

‘Was that his way of saying his prayers 'I ' 

‘Not exactly — it was minding ids busines.s, however, and he 
would recommend other peo])le to mind theivs,’ 

‘ Was tlie prisoner very ])ale and unnerved ?’ 

‘ Not more so than any gentleman— him.self for certain would 
have been — on suddenly encountering such a dreadful task. 
Could not form any o])iidon as to who ha<i committed the 
crime; would as soon accuse his Worship on the Bench as 
prisoner of having done it.’ 

At this stage of the jirocecdings a note was placed in the 
hands of the Commissioner who, after reading it, gave it to his 
brother magistrates for in.spcction. After a short consultation, 
he spoke as follows — 

‘A letter addressed to the B(mch has just been placed in my 
liands. In it Mr. Markham, who is employed on behalf of the 
prisoner, states that he has Ixion prevented attending to-day on 
account of other professional engagements, and requests that 
the Bench will remand the prisoner until Monday next in order 
that he may have the opportunity of .securing professional aid. 
Have you any objection, Dr. Bellair, to the course indicated T 

‘ Under the circumstances of the case, none whatever, your 
worship,’ said the little man, with stupendous dignity. 

* Call up the witnesses, Sergeant MacMahon, and let them be 
bound over to appear on the* day named — Edward Morsley 
Algernon Malgrade, Sarah Simpson, John Henderson, are you 
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content to be bound in the sum of forty pounds each to appear 
on Monday next at the court-house on the Oxley at ten o’clock, 
there to give evidence in the case of TIereward Pole chargeil 
/with wilful murder \ are you content to be bound ? ’ 

^ Yes, your worship.’ 

‘This Court stands adjourned till to-morrow morning at ten 
o’clock.’ 

The crowd passed out and separated into groups to talk over 
the all-absorbing topic, with the interesting uncertainty, doubt- 
les.^ of my innocence or otherwise in the au'air. 

in a few minutes the whole enclosure was cleared, the court- 
house lockecf un. I was again sitting on my bed in the cell 
upon which I hacl thrown myself in dull despair as I re-entered. 

Was this, indeed, my life? or had I cl langed souls and des- 
tinies as old writers dreamed 1 

It seems the first thing the Major did after quitting me at 
the lock-up when I first entered it, was to send off a messenger 
post-haste to Mr. Markham, with a note briefly detailing the 
circumstances, and enclosing a substantial check as retaining fee 
on iny behalf in the preliminary inquiry which was imminent. 

On the Sunday afternoon, therefore, that gentleman was 
ushered into my cell, and, shaking me by the hand with his 
accustomed warmth and heartiness, appeared only to perceive, 
like a skilful and courtly physician, a slight social indisposition 
which regular treatment would be sure to remove. 

‘Unpleasant aflair, Harry, my boy,’ he said ; ‘dreadfully un- 
pleasant ; temporarv inconvenience, eh ? and all the rest of it. 
No bail allowed either, or of course you m^edn’t ]}ave been ten 
minutes in the logs. Not but what there are worse places — 
delightfully cool this broiling weather. Got a crib all to your- 
self, eh? I say, sergeant. ’ 

‘ Well, Mr. Markham,’ said my chief custodian, ‘ what can I 
do for you ? ’ 

‘Why, send me a chair, of course. You don’t expect me to 
stand for a couple of liours while I am having a good con- 
fidential yarn about this business with my frieiul, Harry, here. 
When it comers you can lock us in ; only don’t forget to let me 
out about tea-time.’ 

‘ All right, Mr. Markham,’ said the sergeant. ‘ Is there any- 
thing else I can do for you ? ' 

‘ Nothing, except you were to let me have some brandy and 
soda. But as that’s against the regulations, we must wait for 
happier times, I suppose. Thanks, that is a good substantia] 
chair — good aiternoon for the present.’ 

And Tie sat himself down with the greatest ease and delibera- 
tion, while the bolt was shot to, the door clanged, and we were 
alone in the celt 

Mr. Markham’s face underwent a sudden and complete 
change. The expression of rollicking good humour faded away 
as the door swung on its hinges. AVhen the key had turned and 

T 
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the l>olt shot to, nothing was to be se(^n but- a k(ien concentrated 
gaze, wh(U]ce all levity had tied for ever. 

i returned his gjize with eyes as unfalbiring as his own. 

‘ You never did it, I can see that,’ lie said, as if in answer to 
an unspoken question. ‘I ha<l iny doubts before I saw you. 
Doirt speak now ; if you kiu^w as nnuth of human nat ure as I 
do, you d believe anything or nothing in any ca,se wluu'e a, wonuui 
was concerned. You didn't do it, as I said before. Now, the 
question is, who did, and how is he to Ix'. lixtul V 

‘leant tell,’ I answ(u*(id wearily. M did not, as you truly 
say and believe. Why should 1 have liarnuH] a liair of hei' 
head? Poor Jane. 1 would have done anything in tlie workl 
for her that a man might do.' 

‘So I have heard,’ lie .said drily. ‘It’s a pity that thi.s 
l)rother-and sister business .should .so often be misconst rued. 1 
don’t blame you, my d('.ar boy ; young nnm wall be im- 
prudent. l)Ut it would have been betb'r for both of you if 
you had let Ihu’ go Inn* own way, and you had stuck to your 
work.’ 

‘ It may be so,’ I said. ‘It is too late to talk of that now.’ 

‘ Well, yes ; and I didn’t come here to moral is(‘. 'J’he ])oint 
i.s, who do you think kilhd h(‘r, and why V 

‘The man who brushed past m(‘ in tluMudi'y was the only 
person wliohad time or oj)portunit y. It was U-o dark to recog- 
nise him.’ 

‘ And you ha ve no idea, wlio or what lie w/is like ? ’ 

‘Something, fVir a inoimuit, put nw in mind of Ned Monsley. 
I can liardly say why. Hut it couki not ha\'C l.xjen him.’ 

‘ Why not ? ’ 

‘Becau.se he was among the crowd witli Malgrade handy two 
minutes aft(‘rwa,rds, wlnm L hail ]xx)r flame's luxly in my arms, 
lie could m*v(*r have stop]xxl and joined the crowd after such 
a deixl.’ 

‘Jium])h!’ .said iny adviser, ‘th(^ night was dark, you 
said ? ’ 

‘The very darkest that I have scum for years. Theni was a 
t]mnder.storni at midnight. 1 heard it coming as I jiaced up 
and down this dogliole for an liour liefore.’ 

‘Poor Harry r he .said compas.sionabiy. ‘You expected to 
be in Sydney, somewhere about Batty’s hot<‘l, by this iim<'. 
Jdfe’s another word for di.sa]>point,ment, isn’t it ? You have a 
sheath knife, J .see.’ 

1 knew what ho meant. I handed it to him. 1 had picked 
up the habit of carrying such a knife attached to iny belt 
from the .sailoi'S on the outward bound voyage, and had 
found it come in too handily in a rude wandering life to 
relinquish it. 

‘llurnph ! point ground down, edge like an old meat ax(% 
very fine knife to cut butter. •■What liave you Ijeen doing with 
it lately ? ’ 
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‘ The fact was that wo came to a quartz vein at 1 20 foot level, 
?uh 1 I picked out some very good coarse gold with the point 
till 1 [>roke it oil' and had to grind it lound. Tlie edge was 
.gapped by young Dawson the oUkt day. 1 lent it to him to go 
kangarooing. 1 didn’t think it wortli while sharpening it, and 
in(h*ed was going to give it to Mrs. Yorke for a kitchen knife 
touuori’ow.’ 

‘Humph!’ said Mr. Markluim again. After this lie sat in 
silence for a inw minutes. Tlien he aroused in'mself and 
changed the (‘onversation, encouraging me to talk of old 
Jhiglisli days, of my Iif('. at the Leys, of Jack aiid ,Ioe Hulder, of 
♦ny hxful (Icn-ermi nation to liave cle.anal out in six months, 
wiialever may Inive been the ebb or flow of the treasure-tide, 
[jastly he commeiuaM to ask in a gmiei'al way whom I had seen 
that day, with whom conversed, what well-known miners, 
loafers, or quasi criminals 1 had s(uui about tlie town. Finally, 
he exhorted me to lo^ep up my spirits, and to go over and over 
tlie few miniites before and immediately after the tragedy, 
lest, haply so]jh^ in)])ortant f/utt may have escapiM my obser- 
vation. 

Then he took leave of me, and knocked at the door, first 
moderately, then ini]KitieT\tJy. There was no answer. The 
sergeant liad been called away, ami ih(U'e was no one to 
release .the (%M]4tiv(‘ until he returned Mr. Markhaiii lit a 
cigar and a])]>eai*e<l to tak<‘ th(i forced ineare(u;ation easily 
enough. 

While aee(q)ting the }>rofuse a])ologies of the sergeant, when 
he arrived in high gha‘, havii^g captured a hors(‘-stealer — the 
show criminal of the division — Mr. Markham s(‘emed by no 
means fully satiated with ])rison experience for the time. He 
lingen'd in the vicinity, putting cai'cless }ialf-(pK‘.stions that 
wore half assei’tiohs to the sej-geant a, mi (Jrant. Finally, lie 
thanked that ollieial most warmly for the pleasure of his visit 
and the confidtuice with which he had honoured him, and 
strolhul oil' with a last inju^i^dion to me to kee]) up my spirits 
and try to 'remember up’ any facts and details even up to 
the most minute slired of speech or action during the few 
minutes ))receding and following th<^ trag<‘dy, or otherwise 1 
slioiild do liim no ei’ialii as a client, and the ♦ununy-- even Dr. 
Rellair, who was retained for tJui Ihow n - wamld have cause 
to trimuph. 



CHAPTER XXXT 

The door was shut beliitul my kindly, gooddiumoup^d advo- 
cate. He had succeeded in raising my spirits, albeit imper- 
ceptibly. A vision of future safety and peace rose, faintly 
tremulous, amid the dread shadow-land of the dim liorizom 
Of happiness I did not dream ; it could noV'Cr mor(‘ bo mine. 
The insatiable Fate, which ]ia,d so mercilessly doggerl my foot- 
steps in this .southland, was still relentless, ^ly reputation stood 
shamefully linked with the ill-starred dead. Iier very name, 
was all-powerful still to injure me witli those wliose good 
opinion I valued most in the world. Strangely impalpable 
Slander 1 How subtle, how dire a poison art thou ! C'onveyed 
in the touch of a hand, in t he whispered bnvith, in i\w motion 
of the body, the glance of tlie eye. As by those wondrous, 
deadly medijcval ag(uici(‘s, the life, nay more, the imuaory, the 
.souFs weal is blasted, shrivelled, .strlcloui <lea(], and dislionoiired 
before the magical missile, viewless as tlie wind, secret as the 
sea, cruel as tlie j^rave. Rrihvilliers and the Rorgias have 
gone to tlieir appointed place ; but mod(u n sociedy still holds 
those who smile and betray to doom, who stab with words and 
slay witli medicated tongue. ])ea<i or alive, }>oor Jane had 
worked me woe. Was 1 now to be overwiielim^d, crushed, ol> 
literated ; and was there no ho]ie of succour ? 

As these and kindred thouglits passed through rny mind, 
already crowded with morlud and gloomy images, my dull eai' 
became increasingly sensible of a deep y(‘.t distant murmur, 
which gradually swelled in volume and nearness to rny cell. 
Half instinctively, as I listened, the sound waves resolved them 
selves into a familiar rhythmical noise. It was the tread of a 
large body of men marching in rank. 

What was the occasion t Scarcely another &meute f What 
then could* it be ? In another moment the band of one of the 
great associated guilds struck the fii'st notes of that grand 
composition long associated witli the dead, with tno last pageant 
in which they hold formal association with the living. With 
stupefied unawakened intelligoxce, as to an overture, 1 listened 
indifferently. The solemn awe-inspiring movement was familiar 
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to the ear, yet bearing no message to the heart. Then Hashed 
with electrical suddenness across me the terrible truth — it is 
J ane’s funeral. How had I not earlier realised the possibility 
of such a ceremony, natural and inevitable as it was? 

How inexplicable are the movements of the mind. But a 
moment since I had schooled myself to a stoical mood of en- 
<lurance of the ills that might henceforth come upon me. 1 
felt even a fcjeble kind of reactionary resentment against the 
course of events which had stricken me down so suddenly, had 
laid me so low. Mr. Markham’s condolences had not been with- 
out their eflect. After all I was not wliolly to blame. I had 
•done everythin for Ja.ncs best interests that a man could have 
done for his own sister. 1 had been actuated by the best and 
purest motives if such there be within this strangely concocted 
entity, this jumble of ‘ made go’ound ’ (to use the miner’s phrase), 
that we call humanity. Aiul what had been the result? 

She lay dead, a disfigured corpse, flenied even a seomlj^ 
appearance in death, slie that w'as so fair. I was in a felons 
cell, justly so prisoned in the opinion of a section of the society 
in which 1 lived, irrevocably humbled and injured in my own 
eyes, and in those of my fellow-men. One thought of the sea- 
washed pier w o had both so longed to tread again came through 
my brain at the same instant. 

One. breath of the ocean brctv.e fanned my face in visionary 
freshness. The contrast, even in glamour and delusion, un- 
manned me. I cast myself down on my pallet and wept like a 
child. Long and passionately 1 wept as I lay tliere, while the 
sunsliinc stj*eaujed through in golden flakes telling of the bright 
blue cloudless skies without, and of the dry dusty street which 
our feet had so often paced. Adown this she was now passing 
for the last time — tlie last time, ah me ! to the pine-crested 
cemetery. There dw'elt many guests that liad never dreamed 
of being bidden so early to take their part in life’s last pro- 
menade, to taste ‘ Death’s coal-black wdne.' 

Kad(d.sky had gone there. How^ .strange and unnatural that 
his restless hc.irt wars stilled. Cyrus, of the mighty arm, was 
never more to rais(‘ so much as tlie w^eiglit of the dry grass 
stems tlvat fluttered in the summer wliirhvinds. And now, 
Jane Mangold, fn'.sh-tinted, bright-hued, innocent wdld rose, as 
L first remembered lier in her country home; the sad-ey<‘d, 
haggard woman of these last sorrowdul months, she was gone to 
be alone wdth Death — when the train of kindly moui-ners should 
return, who paid tlie last tok(Mi of respect to a foully murdered 
sister, a repentant fellow-sinner. 

Should 1 be tiie next ? 

In my wei^icned and excited state the idea assumed a 
horrible distinctness ; it p-adually increased to Hie dimensions 
nf a fear, almost of a form, until, with throbbing burning 
temples, like to burst wdth pSin, witli beating overcharge(i 
heart, of which the pulsations seemed to clang intolerably and 
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loudly, I pictured myself carried past iriy prison, along the self- 
same well-known road, and saw the familiar faces of friends 
and acquaintances, di^corously downcast, at the same distance 
from the bier at which 1 had a score of times walked myself. 

Tt seemed to be a fitting end for tins accursed, feverish, 
treasure-seeking life, in whicii the gold was so rapidly turning 
to ashes and bitterness, to dead leaves, as in the folk-lore of 
childhood’s days. 

‘ Why,’ I once more moaned out, ‘ did I not die by the rol)ber’s 
bullet? A quick shrift, a chan deatli, worthy of a man, if pre 
mature and sudden? Then I should have left In^.jn'nd but fond 
regrets, but passionate loving tears and manly sorrow for a lost 
comrade ’ 

While now 


I must have l>e('n wcjukom^d a-s by a wound, becoim*. moi'bidly 
nervous and sensitive, for this womanly passion and hysterical 
weakness to have come over me. l»ut I had hardly tasted food 
since fii'st the prison bolts closed behind me. Sl(;e}) had been 
either entirely absent or broktui and disturbed with frightful 
images. 1 had heard of men going mad under such circum- 
stances, and 1 at times i))‘obe(i and tested iny meutal powtu’s 
as if to discover whether or not reason was shaken. 

Tiie tramp of fet.‘t passed and c(‘ased ; tlu^ dhep toruj?;? of tlie 
funeral imu’ch die(l away in tlu' distanc(‘. ; tlie shadows darkened, 
and finally the cell, which in hot summm’ evenings felt intoler- 
ably stilling, becanu*, tilhai with darkness. I slept or lay in 
unconscious stujior, 1 liardly knew wliich. Hut 1 started up 
from time to time. In my ear sounded the awful words, ‘dust 
to dust, ashes to ashes,’ as if s})okcn within my cell, and still, 
over and anon upon tli(‘. night hieoze came tl.e dirge like echoes 
of the Dead March in Saul, still the wailing wind voices of the 
night cried aloud of death and of doom'. 

l^ile, unstrung, tremulous should I have fount! myst'.lf bciore 
the crowded court on the appointed morning, but Mr. Mai'kluim, 
wIjo has cailctl in l)efore breakfast, will not liave it so. ilis 
cheering voice breaks the spell. 

‘1 say, Harry my boy, tins .sort of thing won’t do at all. 1 
can’t have you grizzling and doing the }iandk(;rchief busines.s 
like a peculiar Christian or some, of those repentant sinner- 
parties that intend to sin again wlien they get anotlier chance. 
You must pull yourself together a bit or you’ll do me no credit, 
and aiiy goldfield’s jury will bring you in guilty for not liaving 
pluck enough to bluff it off like a man.’ 

‘ I say, governor,’ this to tlie sergeant, ‘I’ll send him in a cup 
of coffee from Jones’s of my own ijarf.icular brewing, and you’ll 
see that he takes it, won’t you ? ’ 

‘All right, Mr. Markham, y\*)u may depend on me,’ said the 
sergeant good-naturedly, ‘and it’s w)iat I’d advise him myself, 
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to hold up his head a liifle hlglier in the court. There’s no 
saying wliat evidence may be brought forward,’ 

M\?rfect]y coirect, sergeant, as usual/ said my professional 
adviser, with a meaning look. 

‘Now, I wonder what that old fox has got in liis head,’ said 
lie to int^ as the worthy ofheial departed. ‘ He’s the closest old 
file 1 ever met, and I know the police have been hunting up 
every scrap of evid(ince they can lay their liands on. 1 shouldn’t 
wonder that Hellair gets a slight surprise himself to-day. But 
don’t expect too much, Harry, old fellow. You never can tell 
till tlie nuiniiers arc up.’ 

Mr. Mark hare’s collide was, probably, flavoui ed with some- 
thing more potent than milk and sugar, or 1 should hardly 
liave felt so much relit*ved in mind as 1 did when ray cell door 
ojKMied, and 1 saw the Major, Jack Bulder, Olivera, and Mrs. 
Yorke, all waiting to give me a reas.^uring word and smile as I 
came out. 

Theii* strong undoubting faith acted as a cordial to my 
worn senses. IUti', at any rate, were kindly, honest, and 
withal shrewd pco]d(‘, who beli(?ved undoubtedly and uncom- 
])romisinply in my absolute inno(‘ence. 

* He kill her,’ said Mrs. Yorke to a largi^ female with a dull 
distrustful countenance, showing a souproji of tlie asperity 
which diad occTisionally liavoured her discussions with Cyrus. 
‘ [ wonder if there’s people alive with so little sense as to think 
of siu’.h a piece of rot. Not hut wliat there’s ])lenty of women 
on tlie held as wants killing, .Mrs, Miiggiiis. I don't say there 
ain’t, but every one knows as lie was tliat softhearted about 
females, yonug or old, good-looking or homely, it was all one to 
poor Harry— he had a pleasant word and a smile for all of ’em. 
More tlian that, there was nothing lie wouldn’t do for the 
humblest of ’em in the way of kindness and rale downright 
}K)liteness, as 1 call it. "Didn’t I see him pick up a big bag of 
chaff as old motherdShea, the milkwoman, was a-carrying to the 
COW.S one dry time, find humi> it the best x^art of a mile for her 
through the town, too. He kill anybody witli a xietticoat on, 
not he ! Only he was too dashed soft, and so was run into 
things as artf idler cards kej)’ out of, that’s what lie was, and I'd 
like to have stuck Merlin and the old sergeant into the logs 
themselves for i)Otting the wu\mg man, and see how they’d 
like it.’ 

Here Mrs. Yorke’s frightfully revolntionaiy sentiments were 
brought forcibly to an end by tlie onward movement of the 
crowd, which separated tluj disputants and surged into the 
building directly the large door of tJie court was ofiened by tlie 
sergeant. the favour of Mr. Merlin, to whom she had 

alluded so disresiicctfully, slu; was, however, accommodated with 
fi seat on the form set axiart for witnesses, and otherwise treated 
with distinction. JTie known Tact of her being ‘a golden hole 
woman,’ as the miners called her, doubtless ox^erated to her 
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advantage. Wealth has its privileges all over the world, even 
at the headquarters of the chief of metals. 

The court was now formally opened. Mr. Markham, cool 
and confident, advanctM with a cheerful mien. The Commis- 
sioner and liis brother magistrates sat with unmoved counten- 
ances, like llhadamanthus and his peers. Dr. Bellair rose with 
tragic brow and a mien of awful dignity. 

‘Wour worships, 1 demand that all witnesses leave the 
court.’ 

The Commissioner nodded to the sergeant, who, in stentorian 
tones, repeats the fornnila— ^ 

‘All witnesses are ordered to lca^’c this courtj^. until called on' 
to give evidence.’ 

With this several i>ersons, .some not previously known to me, 
or indeed apparently to one another, prepare to h^ave the 
court, with some ditliculty, indeed, on account of the crusli and 
crowding. 

‘Call Algernon Malgrade,’ says tlu! Doctor, with additional 
majesty, and that gentleman lounges forward and goes into the 
witness-box, with an air of calm indiileremje to the hundreds of 
eye.s that are at once directed u[)on him. 

Mr. Markham looks him all over in a keen, yet leisurely, 
manner, witli tlie air of a surgeon regarding a subject upon 
whom he proposes to undertake a serious and ciitical operation. 
Malgrade places one hand on the witness-box and stares back 
in return with his habitual insolence of manner. Mr. Markham 
softly rubs his hands and smiles severely, with an air of peculiar 
benevolence. 

Being sworn, the witness thus deposes : ‘ My name is Alger- 
non Malgrade, formerly in the army. Am at present a miner, 
residing at the Oxley, where 1 hold interests in mining pro]X)r- 
ties. Have known tlie prisoner for many years. Knew him 
slightly in England before either had sailed for Australia. 
Have also known deceased and Morsley for so\’cral years since 
they were married, when they lived in Ballarat; knew them 
well as acquaintances ; always thouglit they lived on the usual 
matrimonial terms. They quaiTclled, as a matter of course, 
occasionally. Deceased was a high-spirited woman. Like all 
handsome women, and some plain ones, she had a violent 
temper; would not swear to that pliysiological fact, but such 
had been his experience. Had heard, cursoidly, that Morsley 
was jealous of prisoner. Thought it likely enougli, prisoner’s 
conduct had been most imprudent. Haw Morsley when he 
came to the Oxley a few days since. He did say lie should 
prevent his wife going to Sydney with prisoner. Thought he 
intended to let matters slide - -that is the course ho himself 
should liave taken under the circumstances, llecollected the 
night of the murder ? ~Y-e~e8 ! He was walking up Mayne 
Street, and came up while smbking to the door of Simpson’s 
hotel. Was leaning against the outer door, wlien Morsley came 
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up. Tliey heard voices inside tlie passage ; deceased, as he 
thought, called out, “ 1 will not go home, I will die hrst.’^ Mor- 
sley said, “ That’s my wife’s voice,” and rushed in. In a moinent 
or two he came out gasping for breath and greatly excited. J 
asked him what was tlie matter ? J ust tlien we lieard prisoner 
call for help, and we all went in. I saw prisoner standing sup- 
l>orting deceased, who was bleeding from a wound in the neck 
and apparently dying. The police came soon after, and Morsley 
charged prisoner with tlie murder of Ins wife.’ 

‘Call Edward Hill Morsley,’ continues Dr. Bellair, with 
solemnity unspeakable. 

The spectators drew back. There was an audible murmur as 
the liusband whose wife liad been foully murdered answered to 
his name, and walked slowly and lirmly towards the witness- 
box. I gazed at his face. Save one, he vvas the man I hated and 
despised most on the earth. His dark face had a stern, almost 
savage, ex})ression, which gained intensity as his deeply-set 
black eyes met mine ; alianie with the lurid light of all the baser 
])assions, they seemed to glow with demoniac lustre If there 
was any tremor of body or quailing of the spirit as he lifted 
the sacred book and bound himself, as God should help him, to 
‘speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth,’ 
he did not show it by quiver of muscle or outward sign. 

Dr. .Bellair commences the examination, and extracts with 
pnmtised ease his sworn statement, the more readilv, perh<ij)s, 
that every word of it is prejudicial to me, and accoras with the 
most favourable hypothesis of the witness’s own conduct. 

‘ My name is Edward Hill Morsh^y. 1 am a lioiel -keeper, and 
reside at the Miners’ Home, Warraluen. I was the husband of 
the deceased Jane Morsley. We w^ere married at Wendourec 
Street, Ballarat, and have followed the diggings since then, 
about four years. AVe have had quai rels now and then. Last 
year prisoner came to AVarraluen . He formed some acqu ai n tan ce 
with me and deceased, whom 1 afterwards found he had known 
in England. Deceased did not tell me so at the time, nor did 
prisoner. 1 assisted him in the purchase of shares in the 
Holman Company, and others, and was very friendly towai’ds 
him. After he left, deceased kept up a corn^spondence with him, 
and seemed restless and dissatisfied — talking of going back to 
England. I gave her no cause of complaint. At the time of 
the escort robbery, when prisoner was wounded, deceased 
insisted on going over to Eugowra to nurse him, and did so 
against my will. She refused .subsequently to coine back ; she 
stayed at the Oxley where pri.soner lived, and said she would 
go to England. I came over to the Oxley to see her, and if 
possible to prevail on lier to return to me. I went to Simpson’s 
Hotel where 1 heard she was staying. As 1 came up to the 
door about twelve o’clock, or perhaps nearer half-past eleven 
o’clock, I heard deceastjd and s^ic one talking in the passage of 
the hotel. Deceased said in an excited tone of voice, “ 1 will never 
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1^0 liome with you, I will die first. ’’ 1 j'au into the jiassage and 
found prisoner holding deceased in his arms; she appt^ared to 
have been wounded. I ran out to give tiu' alarm, but was so 
taken by surprise that I could not speak. In the meantime 
prisoner called out, and other peo]de, ca,me in. I followed them 
into the passage, and when tlie polic(‘. came gave ])rison<ir in 
charge for murder. Have had quarrels with (l(‘(!(‘asod like other 
married people, I suppose, but liad no ill f(‘(‘ling towards lier. 
She was very fond of admiration, and had a violent temper 
wlien roused. This led to altercation of course. She was 
much worse after prisoner came to Wa.rraluim. vSaw Alg«‘rnon 
Malgrade at the hotel on the night of the imirdtu*. Did not 
remark him before until the crowd eana^ up. May have spoken 
to him in tlu' forenoon of tliat day. Did not have a long con- 
versation with him on that day - to tlx*, Ixist of my knowlixlge, 
that is; if so have forgotten it, Js not a ])ailii*ular friend oi 
mine, not more than a diggings atapiaintance. May have seen 
him the day after the escort roblxM-y. Did not see Wall or 
(xilbert Hawkt^, the day after the robbery ; saw ])lenty of other 
{jersons that day. Do not carry a knife on ordinary 0(rcasi(ms ; 
have not got one now^ May have Imrrewed a knife since I 
came to the Oxhy to do some ti’itling act. If so, do not rememl)er. 
Do not know a man named Luk(‘. Weston. Did not borrow his 
knife the day IxTore tlxi mu!’d(‘r ; may havie ])orrowe,d on(^ 
from some orui. May have said that deceased should not go to 
Sydney with prisoner, but never to my knowledge tha,t I would 
cut her thi’oat lirstu Have said sucli things in tluj heat (d 
passion }>eople oftim do ; nevtu’ intended her any hann/ 



CHAPTEli XXXIl 


Thus far the exaniination-iii cliief. It was now Mr. Markham’s 
p^ivil(^go to cr()S8-(‘xa?niiie. Kisiiig quickly aud facing tlie 
witness one nioment, las features changed visibly as he gazed 
at him until tlu^y wore an exj)ression of rigid determination 
well-nigh akin in sternness to tliose of his op})onent. Morshiy, 
on his part, took an attitude, half of weai'y expectation, half of 
dogged deliaiHje, like a swordsman wlio watches his antagonist’s 
eye and hand. 

‘You liav{'- stated to the Pencil that you were married in 
PallaKat about! th(‘ year I vSa — . Is that so 1 ’ 

‘ Y(!S.’ 

‘Within a month of that time were you bound over to keep 
the p(‘-ace towards your wife under heavy penalties, having 
committed a brutal assault u])on lierT 

‘1 was bound over ; we had a quarrel, but 1 did not assault 
her as she stated.’ 

‘Oh, you liad not assaulted lim* ; she imagined it?— imagined 
that her face was cut and bruised also?’ 

‘ She fell down and bruisi'd her face.’ 

‘ Mow did slu^ fall down ? was she running in fear of you V 

‘Slie was leaving the room liastily when she fell’ 

‘No doubt .she was— very hastily. She was piobably afraid 
of lier life, as she had good reason to be. Did you then leave 
Ballarat and proceed to (h*anville llusli?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Did the last witness, Algernon l^Ialgrade, accompany you, 
and was he a partn(!r with you in tlie Ura.nville iVriiis Hotel?’ 

‘ He came witli us, and had an interest in the hotel’ 

‘ Did he suddenly leave the hotel a few weeks afterwards in 
coiKsoquence of a disagreement Avith deceased ?’ 

‘ They had some words, and he left,’ 

‘ Did not JLhe deceased say that she Avould not live in tlie 
same house with liim ; that he was a villain and a traitor? ’ 

‘ She did abuse him, if 1 remember— but she was in the 
habit of using strong langflage. Her temper was always 
violent’ 
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‘Just so; and yours was particularly lamblike. You wish 
the Bench to believe that. 'Fliis made no difVerence in your 
friendship witli MalgradeT 

‘None at all. I bought his sliaro of the house, and he went 
to Yatala diggings when it broke out.’ 

‘ Did you say in your exainination-in'chief that Malgrade 
was no particular friend of yours T 

‘ I may have said so.’ 

‘ Mfiy have said so ? You did say so, sir, most distinctly. 
How do you reconcile that with the fact of your haying been a 
partner with him, and having taken his side in a dispute with 
your wife ? Answer my question.’ 

*A man may have ])usine.ss transaotion.s witli another man 
without being his intimate friend.’ 

‘Of course, of course; may ])ni*c]iase a proj)erty togetlu^r, 
after hav ing come away from another diggings together, live 
in the same hoiist?, and be so bound up together that you 
take liis part against your own wife. Vou don’t call that 
fricndshii) 'I ’ 

‘Not particularly. I’m not iKtund to tain* uj) all a woman’s 
quarrels. A man on a goldtield would have nothing else to 

CIO.’ 

‘Certainly. I .s(ieyour poiid, Mr. Mor.sley—you have proved 
yourself to be a very prudent, self-controlled, aijiiable jrerson. 
But liow did you come, at Granville, to iiave knocked dowm a 
man named Albert Hotlineyer, and broken three of his ril)s, in 
a quari’el arising out of jealousy V 

* That is another atiair. 1 had good reason for what I gave 
him.’ 

‘Was your wife tre^ated in the lios])ita] immediately after- 
wards for a broken arm, of the cause of which she could give 
no iiccount ’ 

‘ Yes, I believe so.’ 

‘Another aceident, I su]>])ose : fell down, ])robably.’ 

‘I submit your worships,’ here broke in Dr. ikillair, who liad 
been re-straining himself with friglitful exertion of self-command 
ail tlie time, ‘that this line of cross-examination cannot by any 
possibility bear on the case. Tiie witness may or may not liave 
}>cen a model husband, that, peculiarly British institution, but 
I assert that his patience or amia-bility is not here called in 
question. Your worships liave only to deal witli the point as 
to whether there is a prima facie case against the prisoner 
upon the charge for wliich he stands in custody, when it will 
be the plain unavoidable duty of the Bencli to commit iiim to 
the. next Assize Court.’ 

‘Your worships are doubtless aware,’ quoth ]\fr. Mark ham, 
with studied impressiveness, ‘of the great and peculiar impor- 
tance that this witness should bo subj(H;te(i to a searching 
cross-examination. The issues ol life and death are involved, 
and though thi.s can be but a preliminary examination, it is 
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iudispensablo, if 1 ain to do full justices k) mjr unfortiiiiato, and 
I fearlessly assert, innocent client, that no Inn it he set to my 
privileges as an advocate/ 

‘Innocent!’ shrieked the inflarnmahle doctor. ‘Innocent! 
when the very stones in the street cry out for vengeance for 
the blood of a murdered woman.’ 

‘Murdered, ay —but by whoinr said Mr. Markham in a 
low deep voice of concentrated feeling, bending forward and 
fixing his eyes with mesmei ic force and earnestness upon the 
witness. 

It may have be(^n fancy, but 1 thought I saw the criud eyes 
quail befoift the sudden challenge ; the form lose something of 
its rugged boldness of defiance. 

A vivid motion of surprise then possessed me. Could Morsley 
himself have been the murderer? J had hithodo dismissed the 
id(^a from my mind. It seemed utterly impossible, in the short 
space that elapsed between the tim(‘ in which the dark figure 
in th<i poncho brush('d past me in the passage, and Morsley 
standing on the outskirts of the crowd dem/inding my ap- 
prehension a.s his wifes murderer— dressed also in a liglitisli 
graj^ tweed suit of clotlu^s, that he should liave presented .so 
entirely difVeriMit ;iri appearance to tliat of the unknown in the 
poncho. 

Mr.,.Mark]i;yu evidently was following u}) some clin^. I held 
my breath and controlled tin*. Ix'ating of my lieart. 

‘The Bench is of opinion,’ here interjected the Commissioner, 
‘that Mr. Markham is justified, in cross-examination, in testing 
the credibility of the witne.ss in any manner which he may (‘on- 
sider suitable.’ 

‘I shan’t trouble you any further as to your domestic habits, 
Mr. Morsley,’ said my advocate. ‘AVill you ]>lease to answer me 
a question of quite a dilh'rent sort? \h)u remember the escort 
robbery ? ’ • 

’Pile witness nodded. 

‘ it was on Friday, tlui Mth April 180 was it not?’ 

‘ 1 think so.’ 

‘You think so ; don’t you know it was, sir?’ thundered tbo 
terrilde interloeutor. ‘And ^a^ry good reason you had for 
knowing it. Now, did you or did you not meet the last witnes.s 
at a pla.c(‘ called the Rocky >Springs, in company with twoothei- 
men, whose names 1 needn't mention, wlum you and ho received 
a ])arcel from tho.se men?’ 

‘ I did not.’ 

‘ You did not? now be careful, you ai'c on your o.'itb. AY as 
one. of the men Harry Jeiikinson — commonly known as Big 
Harry?’ 

‘ No. 1 nefer saw the last witness or him either.’ 

‘You swear that? You did not mtajt cither of them on the 
clay mentioned ? ’ 

‘ I may have met tluun in the course of a week or two.’ 
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‘ But not on that day— the day after the escort robber y V 

‘ No, certainly not.’ 

‘ Do you know a man named George Hoper ? ' 

‘ Not tliat I know of. I can’t swear,’ 

‘Call George Hoper, sergeant.’ 

’.riie name is called outside of the court, and a quird, sloepy- 
looking agriculturist ajrpears. 

‘ Do you see that man ; do you know liiin 1 ' The man grinned 
sheepishly. 

‘I tliink I have seen him. He sold me some corn once. I 
see so many ])eo])le that 1 can’t boexpt'cted to recollect every- 
body.’ 

‘ Of course not, of course not, Mr*. Morsh^y ; wc must try and 
txd’resh your memory. "J’liat will do, h‘oper. Wm can leave the 
court. And you didn't sc'c that man th<.‘ day aft<‘r llu'. roblx'ry 
at Hocky vSi)rings ’ 

‘I can’t swear one way or the other. 1 may have doire so.’ 

‘ At Hocky Springs ? ’ 

‘ No, not that I rmnember. Atanothcu’ pla(‘(\’ 

‘Very good. Now, Mor.sh‘y, attend to me; be very care 
ful in your answer as the question is important. How 
were you dressed on the night when deeeasi^d eam(; by lu^r 
death T 

Here more tlian one spectator hsatjed forwa?*d,.a-s if anxiously 
awaiting the result of his (juestion. 

‘ In the stime dress i. w'ear now,’ he answen'd with pia'fect 
composure. 

‘Just so, a gray tweed suit. 1 think coat and waistcoat of the 
.same colour, trou.^ers slightly <lark(a' ; allow nu^ to lor^k at them 
— a very servieoahio suit, (pact,, and so on. ’i'he s(vcond button 
seems ditlerent in colour from the others, and just permit. im‘ 
for one moment ra.ther clumsily .sew(‘d on ; no woman’s hand 
did that, Morsley ; comes of quariellirg with yi>ur wife, eh'? 
You don’t recollect how it came oik, I suppoMdl ’ 

‘My barkeeper noticed that it hatl eoine oik b(‘fore 1 hift 
Warralueri,’ said th<*. witness, scowling darkly at liis (piestioiuu*. 
‘ He oliered to sew it on for me. Would you like to have the 
tailor’s address that made tlie. clotln^s ? ’ 

‘ Wliy, yes,’ said Markham, as if he had expected the ques- 
tion, ‘ he might be able to tell im'. iff/iishuffon (here la; took one 
fr-orn liis jxjcket) exaHly the othf^rs in sha|)e, size 

-and also in the shachi of silk twist w itii winch th(i otlier.s an; 
sewed on. He might be able to sw(‘.ar to t hat Morsh^y, or the 
reverse, but periiaps you can do .so.’ 

‘ How can I swear I how do I kiH)W wher(5 it comes from V 

‘ It wafi found clench eji in the dead hand of your murdered ?cifef 
as T shall be enabled to prove,’ said Mr. Afarkhain with slow 
pitiless sevei’ity ^)f tone, ‘ doe.s that help you to recollect how 
you lost it 1 ’ 

The swarthy hue of the man’s facf*, which had gained him 
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the sobriquet of Black Ned, visibly fialed, and liis st rong frame 
sliook bcfon*. ho aii.swcre<l sullenly — 

‘ If you wish to aocuse mo of killing her, you liad better say 
it out fit once, Vmt I thought I was a witness and that m;in in 
th(^ dock the prisoner.’ 

‘ You will 1)0 quite clear about your respective positions in 
a short tiiiK^, 1 daresfiy,’ sftid Mr. Markham, with cheerful con- 
Ikhujce. 

‘ 1 must ag^'iin protest,’ broke in Dr. Ikdlair fiercely, ‘against 
the (extraordinary latitude t.aken by ih(3 counsel for tiie(h‘fence 
in tills case. Are tlie hidings of the witn(‘.ss to be lacerated by 
]*(‘feren(‘('s it) the uiifoi’tun;it<‘ (h'lH.'.fiscd at every tui-n. Surely 
your worships Will not tolerate this sensational style of exami- 
nation.’ 

‘ My learn(‘d friemds clifuitwill have to submit to more sensa- 
tional trefituHOit before^ In*, Ica^’es the coui’t, I fe('l confident,’ 
said Mr. Markham : ‘in the m<;antimc 1 must nupuist that no 
Histriction be pl;ic(‘d iqion my undoubted h'gjil right to the 
sc V e res t c i*oss- e x a m i n a t i o n . ’ 

’J1ie (.Commissioner nodchvl atlirmatively, ami tlie intensely 
intere.st(‘d audii'iice gave a kind of ludf-murmur, fis of strained 
finxiety, as Mr. Markham proceeded. 

‘ You laid on no otlun- coa,t but tlui one you now wear, on the 
niglit refcrrc(No '( ’ 

‘ No ; it was a. w.arm night.' 

‘ ^'ou did not wear a poncho, for instamaA ’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ lbiv(; you got such an artich^ of dress?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Where is it ? ' 

‘ I h‘fl it btdiind at \V.arnduen.’ 

‘ Oil ! you left it Ixdiind.’ 

‘ Y(as. The weatheu’^vas dry and hot.’ 

‘And you have not^ worn one here?’ 

‘ No, certainly not.’ 

‘ Youai*e- in lh(’. liabitof wefO'ing ;i .shc.alh knife, 1 btdieve?’ 

‘ No, I am not. 1 li.'ive <a. ])oek('t knife.’ 

‘i’haise to show it to tla^ eourt.’ 

The knife is ])roduc('d. An ordimiry knibg with two blades, 
om; mueb bluntcHl cutting tobacco. It- is hamUal u]) to the 
Bench. 

‘ Thfit is the knib^ you had in your pocket on the night of the 
inurtler ? ’ 

‘ ^'es.'’ 

‘ And you had no other knife in your possession ? ’ 

‘No.’ ‘ 

‘Not at an^" time during tbe wt'ok ?’ 

‘ Of that you are certain ; didn't boi'row a knife from any 
one?’ 
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‘ Not that I rei)iorn)>or. Jt is possil)le tliat I niay )iavo dooo 
so during the week, but J ha\ e no recollection of it accurately.’ 

‘Quite right, Mr. Morsley, to be careful— co/?V A/’ too care- 
ful in your ]>rcscnt pt)sition, I assure you. You can go now ; 
sign yo\ir depositions lirst, though.’ 

Morsley liad turned as if to leave tlie box, glaring at his per- 
secutor with ill-concealed hatred and malice. An evil look of 
triumph half gleamed in his eyes, as he took the pen in his hand 
to write his name with studied coolness. Yet his hand shook in 
spite of all his efforts. Others, doubtless, noticed this. But many 
a strong man in that court had been similarly affected, concerning 
whom there was no question of guilt or in nocence. 1 iie symptom 
was but too common. And the only efl'ect on the bystanders was 
to confirm the notion that Black Ned had been ‘on the drink ’ 
lately, perha])s on account of his trouble. And that was quite 
sufficient in their eyes to account for tremulous penmanship. 

He raised his lioad mena,cingly as he stepped from tlie 
witness-box, and swaggered down the body or the court witlr 
his usual insolence of demeanour palpably exaggerated, probably 
for the benefit of myself and Mr. .Markham. i)r. Bellair cleared 
his throat and prejvared to adtiress the court with a highly 
confident air when the sergeant strode foi‘W'ard with one or his 
(diaraetenstic seven -leagued movements, and laid his heavy hand 
upon the shoulder of the nUiring wdfness. 

Morsley turned hastily with n face of surpr-ise, almost of fear, 
which he vainly tried t-o control, while the ser'geant thus spoke 
in tones wdiich filled tlie court— 

‘ r arrest you, Kdward Morsley, in tlm Queon’.s name ; and I 
Tjow charge you with the wilful murdiu’ of your wife, .lane 
Mru’sley, on tlie night of tlie lOtli instant.’ 

1’he astonishment of (‘V(‘ry living soul in the court, Mr. 
Markham alone excepted, was extreme and patent. The crowul 
positively gasped in amaz(mient, as tlie; sergeant, exerting his 
great strength, pushed th(». prisoner into th(^ dock, tlio door of 
wliicdi was opened by one, of the constables and closed upon him, 
lie appearing like a man in a dream, dazed and incapable of 
offering ro'sistnnce. 

As for me, 1 sat staring before m(», almost in eajiable of collect- 
ing my ideas upon the subject. All that 1 could gather from 
fhe action of Sei geant Mac Mahon was that he, for some reason, 
1 >elie,vod Morsley to be the murderer of floor Jane. M r, Markham, 
from his questioning as to the ponclio, evidently leaiKMi towards 
the hypothesis that he and the man in the ponclio w^ere one. 
But w'here was the ])roof ? where the connection wdth any act 
of his, and the blood so pitilessly, so cruelly shed ? 

Dr. Bellair w\as tlie first to awake to tlie need for action. 

‘ Your worshijis, I beg, T demand redress against thi.s pro- 
ceeding, this most unjireccdented, most iinparalleh^d outrage 
ufion the person of a witness, t*iis insult to your authority by 
this autocr atic polic(‘man, after all a subordinate officer of the 
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force. He seems to think that he can arrest any one he pleases. 
1 suppose’ (here the little man stood up to his fullest lieiglit, 
firul pulled out Ids chest hercdcally) ‘J suppose he will arrest 
’ me next ! ’ 

‘ Dr. Bel lair,’ said Blake, ‘Senior-sergeant MacMahon is fully 
empowered to act in this matter at Ids discretion. He is 
responsible to the head of his departnumt. He, no doubt, has 
Ids own reasons for the action ho has taken. It is not witldn 
the province of tlio Bench to direct any alteration of the mode 
in which he has chosen to eflect this arrest.’ 

‘Of course,’ returned the doctor, foaming with rage, ‘if the 
•police are pdVmitted to arre.st witnesses in court during a trial, 
and indecently *10 interrupt the course of law in any way they 
]jlease in order to trump up a case, I have notliing more to say, 
further than that 1 shall lay a special complaint before the 
Minister for Justice, the h(‘a(l of tlie Crown Law I)(^.partment.’ 

‘Take what steps you think ht, Dr. Bellair,’ said the Com- 
missionf^r, ‘but 1 must ask you, however, to refrain from enter- 
ing into a detailed description of your probable action. You 
wish to make an ap])lication to the ilcnch, sergeant C 

‘ I pray for a remand of the prisoner, Edward Hill Morsley, 
fur eight days, your worsiiips, at the end of which time 1 shall 
be in a position to bring most maicula) evidence against him. 
In the jneant inx*, I dcsir<‘. to apply to your worships todiscliarge 
Mr. Here, ward I ‘ole from custody, as J have decided not to ]>ro- 
ceed further with tlie ciiarge again.st him.’ 

A murmur of approbation lillcd the court, which fell on my 
ears like tlie sound of a far-otl torrent, so confused was my 
brain, and dulled my every sense, at this unexi^ected course of 
events. 

Th(?re was a pause of perfect silence wldle the Bench de- 
liberated. Then Blake looked boldly and cheerily across the 
crowd. • 

‘The accused, IMr. H (‘reward Pole, was discliarged,’ he said. 
‘The Bench was unanimous in their opinion as to the extreme 
Jiardship of his having been j)]a(*ed in his ])r(‘sent })ainful j)osi- 
lion at all. Ibihappily circumstanccis appeanM to be against 
him at the time of tlie dt'atli of the unfortunate deceased. 
Sergeant MacMahon, whatever might have been that ollicer’s 
private suspicions as to the real criminal, was therefore justified 
in arresting Mr. I’ole. But he, the Police Magistrate, liad now 
much pleasure in stating, on tlie ]>art of the Beneli, that affei* 
hearing the evidmice brought forward that day before t he ( 'curt 
not the sliglite.st suspicion attaclu'd to Mr. Pole, and lie left the 
court, most emphatically, without a stain on his character.’ 

I'his announcement was received witli a general burst of 
cheering, proinptly .siippress(*(l by tlie sergeant. 





CHAPTEJl XXXm 

The Court was iniinediately luljournctl. 

Biirrouiideil by my friends, 1 was iiiarclied olT in triinnydi, 
(‘scoited by a great crowd that insisted ui)on following us dow'u 
the principal street in triumphal pi'ocession, A small band of 
musicians even, on the watch for o])portunities of prolitabk^ 
}>atronage, seized the occasion, and lieaded the cortege, playing 
‘ See tlie conquering hero comes,’ ‘ When Jolinny comes mai’ch- 
ing home,’ with other airs appro})riate, in their ojanion, to my 
circumstances. 

For me, like the victims of tlioso di^ath cer:‘moni(‘S (»f the 
olden Asiatic communities when stu])etied by narcotics, I hdt 
confused with a blare of trum]>ets and beating of gongs and 
cymbals. One glanci^ as I left the coui't had shown me my 
enemy being conv(‘y(‘<l to the cell I had just (|uitt<*d. 11 is fac'i^ 
w’as a study for all (jvil pa.ssion.s, baflled malice, blind rage, and 
hate unspeakable. As Nlalgrade departed lie was liusllt'd ;uhI 
hooted by the crowd. The wmmen had come to gradually hut 
distinctly conne(^t him wdtli tlie trag<Hly in some shape, and he 
iiad become .scarcely less unpo])uIar tha>. the principal criminal. 

The crowd left us at the cross street whicii led down to our 
dwelling, pi’cviously calling for three cheers for Ih'trry 
wliich wen? given with great heartines.s and enthusiasm lx.'fore 
they separated. 

f. walked listlessly into our humhle dwelling. It looked like 
a palace afU?r the liateful bare walls of the cc‘ll. Throwing 
myself down on my bed I felt incliTUMl to sh^e}) for ev(?rmore. 
And, indited, so utterly wearied w^as 1, so worn out with stress 
of mind and body, witli sleeplessness, aTixi(?ty, and pain, that I 
f(dl at onc(; into a deep slumber which lasted unbrokenly until 
sunrise on the following day. 

How world rously com])licated, how tremulously, delicately 
fim; ai’ethe first mental movements as our lieing, truly unwill- 
ingly, extricates con.sciousnes.sfrom the trance which so strangely 
simulatfis death ! How cl(?ar yoz; imjialpahly minute is the semi- 
tone of thought which indicate.s misfortune alre/tdy realised, or 
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looming dim and powerless In the future. Magically sudden 
also is the thrill of relief when the soul, signalRng the dread 
incubus with electrical flash, simultaneously registers the facts 
of safety and frcjedom. 

So wakes the pensioned soldier, with the well-remembered 
sounds of parade and drill in his ears, to contrast only more 
e fleet i y el y with the blessed independence of rural life in his 
long-lost village-home. So wakes the newly-enriched heir, half 
encompassed by the shifts and straitened ways of his un gilded 
manhood, to rejoice even more vividly in his lofty halls ami 
the tokens of unfettered expenditure. 8o comes the blissful 
• morn to the^freed caxhive, whose first movements seem guarded 
by his prison w^lls, upon whom the quick joy of realised freedom 
instantly breaks with the beam of heaven’s light. 

As the sun streamed unimpeded through the window of our 
cabin, my soul seemed to be irradiated, my whole being per- 
vafh‘d with a gratitude so deep that for a moment 1 slirunk 
from it as disloyalty to her who lay so cold and still in a blood- 
stained grave. 

‘Well, Harry !’ said the crisi), unsentimental voice of Mrs. 
Yorke, ‘you’d better come and have your breakfast if you’re 
ever going to get up again. You’ve had enough sleep by this 
time. Don’t take on overmuch— it’s no use doing that. Poor 
Jami’s^one, ami there’s an end of her. We’re all sorrv enough 
for it, but fretting won’t bring her to life, and there^s no u.se 
your grizzling all the health and strength out of yourself if she 
i.s dead. IVl clear, if I was you, and cut digging for a .spell. 
The claims’ll go on all the same as long as they’re worth stick- 
ing to.’ 

'I am going away, Mrs. Yorke,’ I said wearily. ‘I shall 
leave my interest.s in the Major’s liands. I know I can trust 
all the mates, ^ly loathing of this place, and all things con- 
nected with it, 1 can’t* describe. I nope 1 shall never see a 
diggings again.’ 

‘1 feel pretty full uj) about the field myself at times,’ .slie 
answert'd, ‘and good reason I luid.’ Here her face softened, 
and the tear.s sti'camed down her cheeks, suddenly as an April 
shower. ‘ Hut I don’t know as I could better myself living in a 
strange town among a lot of people as couldn’t tell washdirt 
from mullock, and never saw a tin dish used except to set milk 
in. 1 was quite a girl wlien Cyrus and 1 came on the diggings 
drst, and Fve followed them so long that 1 can hardly content 
myself anywhere else. Hut it’s different with a man ; and I 
should up stick and bo off to England by the first mail steamer 
if I was you.’ 

‘ I daresay 1 shall do something of the sort directly, but just 
now 1 feel as*if I were some one else. The change tliat has 
come over me has taken all my old feelings away. 1 can hardly 
describe it.’ • 

‘lliere’s one thing would keep me for a bit if I was you,’ she 
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said in a lower tone, * and Td wait 4 year to see it if I was dying 
to get away/ A hard bitter look came over her face as she spoke. 

* Why, what could that heV 

‘ To see that villain, Ned Morsley, hanged/ she said below 
her breath. 

* Ha ! ’ I returned, ^ I had forgotten the bmte. Still I donT 
see how the guilt is to be brought home to him, though I have 
a conviction now that his hand alone could have struck the 
blow/ 

‘Of course he did,’ she said, ‘every child on the diggings 
knows that, and me blackguarding the poor old sergeant and 
Merlin for running you in when they only did it tb tlirow that 
wretch off his guard while they hunted up the evidence.’ 

‘Is that the reason why they did itV 1 stammered out. 

‘ How little my feelings seem to have counted in the matter/ 

‘Well, you see,’ said Mrs. Yorke sagely, ‘the police can’t 
afford to consider people’s feelings, it’s the “ case ” they have to 
give their minds to, as Mr. Merlin told me. He’s away at the 
Fish River on the track of Gilbert Hawke ; but I’ll go bail the 
sergeant’s got a few bits of evidence that Mr. Black Ned don’t 
reckon upon. They’ve got Mr. Markham for the Crown now, 
and Horsley’s got the little doctor to defend him. The case 
will be on next Monday, and I’ll be there if I’m spared.’ 

‘ I suppose I shall not be away eitlxer,’ I said. ‘ 1 may as well 
see the thing out. It is only the next shifting of the scene in 
my life’s drama.’ 

There were yet several days which must elapse before Morsley 
could be put upon the preliminary examination, the prelude to 
a final trial before judge and jury. 

This interval was more difficult to dispose of than any period 
which I could recall since my arrival in Australia. I had 
entirely lost the spring of action which had formerly incited me 
to labour. The hope of success then lured me on. Now that 
success had come, the bitter blight of sorrow, the settled night 
of adversity had destroyed all hope. The future was filled with 
impenetrable gloom. I had had no letter from home either 
since the last one from my darling lluth, in which she had 
avowed her unfaltering belief in my innocence, and her resolu- 
tion to abide by me at all hazards. 

What might have happened in the int(^rval ? I trembled to 
think. Had she been induced by her parents, justly, as they 
would argue from their point of view, incensed against me, to 
marry one among the well-born, perfectly unexceptionable 
suitors, who doubtless were but too eager to ofier themselves to 
the heiress of Allerton Court. 

"ITie hours, the days, the long bright days of an Australian 
midsummer, seemed as if they would never come to an end. 
Yet the weariest work was over. My prison doors were opened. 
My trial, in the face of the curious crowd, with all its racking 
torment and corroding anxiety, had been concluded. I was 



XXXIII THE miner’s RIGHT 293 

triumphantly cleared in the face of the society in which I lived 
of the frightful accusation under which 1 had lain prostrate. 

Once more I stood a free man under the broad blue sky of 
heaven, without trammel or fetter. How strange it was to feel 
thankful for such a boon. I that had hitherto been as free as 
the bird that cleaves the sky, without thought of cage or know- 
ledge of captivity ! 

For the first day or two levees of sympathising friends and 
acquaintances gave me no time wherein to think over plans for 
future action. People to whom I had never spoken came from 
comparatively distant diggings to shake me by the hand, and 
congratulate me on my acquittal. I found that a widespread 
belief had existed throughout the goldfield, that my being 
arrested at all was an outrage and an injustice. They had not 
dreamed of interfering with the administration of the law 
(there bein^ no ‘shallow ground^ in the case), but were not 
the less united on the score of my having sufiered wrong and 
injustice. 

1 had not, indeed, slept the second night in our joint abode 
when an influential deputation, consisting of some of the lead- 
ing miners and business peojde of the golafield, waited upon me 
for the purpose of ascertaining if a certain day would be con- 
venient for me to be entertained at a public dinner specially 
arranged in lay lionour, and designed therein to exhibit the 
unanimous public sentiment in my behalf. 

I was not, as may be believed, in the humour for festal 
assemblages of any sort or kind. My first impulse was of un- 
qualified denial. Jiut the feelings whicJi prompted the invita- 
tion were generous and manly. 1 knew that my refusal would 
be construed by many as, if not an insult, at any rate as implied 
personal superiority to my entertainers. I had decided at no 
distant period to leave the locality, and to let drift my miner's 
life behind me for eveir. And I could not deny but that this 
would be a fitting opportunity to say farewell to those with 
whom 1 had so long worked and dwelt on terms of perfect 
social equality. 

Plow utter w\as the change, the revulsion of my feelings. 
The goldfield, witli its surroundings and associations, had all 
become hateful to me. 1 could not walk down the street, or 
take part in ordinary duty or pleasure without being reminded 
of the dear dead Jane, and of the pleasant aftertime we had 
dreamed of when she should lie restored through mj?^ insti-u- 
mentality to her old quiet home and a life of peace, m which, 
shielded from every evil, she might devote her days to good 
deeds and repentance. Ah me! All such pleasant pure 
imaginings had been blasted, shattered into more than oblivion 
— into a bittef’ and bloodstained memory ; into a horror and a 
crime wliich must suffice to render ban'en of joy years of my 
future life. • 

I had announced my intention without delay to the Major 
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and ray other raates in the claim. I should take away the cash 
which stood to my credit in the bank, and leaving the Major as 
ray authorised agents by power of attorney, ti’ust to hira to' 
guard my interest and remit whatever further monies might 
accrue to me up to the time when Greenstone Dyke and No. 4 
were worked out, and either abandoned, or made a present of 
to the wages men, as the case might be. 

I should have more than suHicient for all my needs, and foi 
w hatever life I should elect to lead in England or on the Con- 
tinent. I could travel. I could le^id a society life, if it so 
pleased me, among the haute voice of the great cities of the 
world, to which a man of good family, if duly gilhed and not 
disqualified by manners or morals to wliich exception can be 
taken^ can always procure the entrh. I could live quietly and 
luxuriously in the land of my birth, in town or country, whi('h- 
ever might best suit my humour. Jn a word, I was free to 
choose the perfectly untrammelled heartless life which so 
many people consider to be the most precious result of realised 
wealth. 

Such had not been the goal to which my thoughts had 
turned when I placed the warm quick pulses of youth, the 
settled purpose of manhood, in the scale — trusting to the 
hazard of brave adventure, and the goodness of a merciful 
Providence for success, after a few years more or less of lionour- 
able foil, of manly endeavour. 

No ! far otherwise was the pinnacle to which 1 had essayed 
to climb. A height which should bo irradiated by love and 
honour, as well as by personal happiness, by the gratitude of 
the poor, the respect of the rich, the encircling belief which 
alone finds life worthy and leaves it ennobled. 

And to what kind of stagnant existence was I now doomed 'I 
To the selfish withdrawal from all of the honourable cares of 
humanity, to the well-clothed, w^ell-fed, well-amused passage 
through barren hours, which, as by the subtle action of a 
mineral fountain, turns the heart and every moral tissue to 
stone. 

During the period which elapsed between my liberation and 
the examination of Morsley by the bench, the probability or 
otherwise of his* being the murderer of his wife was the chief 
centre of thought, the leading topic of conversation among all 
classes at the Oxley. Curious half - forgotten scandals were 
exhumed, giving colour to the most extravagantly improbable 
theories as to the actual slayer and his presumed motives. 

‘It was a former admirer, driven to madness by her 
coquetries, who had offered to elope with her by the next 
American mail steamer, and to settle ten thousand pounds 
upon her.’ 

‘ It was no man at all but sTjealous woman-rival, who had 
sworn years since to be avenged on her, and included in that 
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evil prayer the promise that she never should (luit the goldfield 
alive ! ’ 

‘ It was a mistake from beginning to end. Fitzpatrick, just 
returned from Granville Bar, had heard tliat his wife was stay- 
ing at Simpson’s and carrying on ‘‘ top ropes ” as the phrase for 
“ light life and conversation ” then obtained, had rushed over 
maniacally and seeing the unfortunate deceased parting with 
a stranger on terms of friendship never stopped to reason, but, 
the likeness being curiously close as to ngure and height, 
rushed in and committed the fatal deed. He and his wife were 
ofl‘ to California within fortv-eight hours.’ 

These arg^l other mournful or ludicrous versions were (as I 
heard afterwayds) freely bandied about and accepted as true or 
probable statements. 

A strong general feeling of belief in the guilt or complicity 
of Morsley pervaded the minds of the more closely -reasoning 
poi'tion of the population, from the man’s known savage and 
pitiless nature — from the bad terms on which he and poor Jane 
liad notoriously lived—most of all from a general instinctive 
habit to think ill of him and Malgrade, whicn showed the deep 
unpojmlarify which now encompassed him. 

But if in reality guilty how had he so suddenly appeared 
among the crowd, ready and willing to charge me with the 
crime ? Was it in the nature of things, was it credible that any 
man .^lould commit so diabolical a deed, and appear within five 
minutes apparently on a level with other spectators, and suffi- 
ciently free from all trace of crime to fear the searching scrutiny 
of the police ? 

Thus reasoned by far the greater number of the miners 
and residents on the goldfield, and thus in good sooth did 
1 myself incline, strong as was my distrust of every word and 
deed of the ruffian to whom poor Jane had been so fatally 
bound. ^ 

Could there be any other human creature so strongly in- 
terested in the death of the unhappy woman 1 It coulcf not 
be so. 

Morsley, and he alone, must have filled up the measure of 
his iniquities by dyeing his hands in the blood of the helpless 
creature whose life he had ruined, sending her into the presence 
of her Maker, as she had foreboded, poor soul 1 without one 
moment’s preparation for the dread ordeal. 

The frank vengeance of the middle ages, when rulers had 
the power to enforce personal expiation of unusual crime, would 
have torn to pieces such a man by wild horses ; the populace, 
greedily curious and critical, would have gloated over the 
ghastly spectacle, watched the rending of the living rnuscle, 
the dislocation of the tortured limbs. And could not I, too, 
have shared the fierce pleasure with calmness if not with 
exultation 'I And there was ^ild justice in the custom. Why 
should the arch -criminal, t\ie cool contriver, the remorseless 
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a^^ent in a plot of devilisli bloody deed, bear bub the same 
l^enalty as the frenzied foolish rustic, the half - besotted 
maniac, who slays in fury and weeps over the deed lie has* 
committed ? 

However T might suffer personally, I determined not to quit 
the Oxicy until 1 had witnessed the trial of my enemy", and 
heard the nature of tlie evidence to be brought against him. 

I knew that the serge;.int would not have taken the decisive 
step of arresting Morsley in court and applying for a remand, 
unless he had something more than ordinary circumstfintial 
evidence in petto. Whatever it was, the outside public, my- 
self included, were left in total ignorance of the nature of it. 
Mr. Markham was now retained on the part of the Crown, a 
recognised practice which obtains in important jiohce cases. 
Dr. Bellair was special private counsel for the accused, and I 
knew could comport himself with his usual intensity and 
aggressiveness. 

As regarded my partners, nothing could have Vieen more 
considerate, more (lelicate than their every word and act. 'i’ho 
same miglit have been said of every chance acquaintance of 
the goldfield generally. The minens, better than most men in 
more conventionally apportioned communities, understood the 
difficult position in which I had been jdaced — appreciated the 
loyalty in which I had striven to carry out my tr]nst. 

‘Why didnT the darned skunk put a head on his devilry 
wliile the pronunciamiento was out?’ cjueri(Kl Sonora Joe 
wrathfully, ‘then we could have lynched him quite hiph-toned 
and respectable like. Now, I bet the niggiu* will be indulged 
with a judge and jury foolin’ round. Couldn’t do no more if 
he’d been a full-sized Chow destroyer in the Flat troubles.’ 

‘Were not quite so quick as- you are, Joe, and we like to 
hang the right man, you see. But I’ll back British institutions 
against Yankee ones any day in the long run. You’ll see an 
infernal scoundrel get his deserts, or I’m mucli mistaken, and 
everything done shipj- shape and Bristol fasltion.’ »So spoke 
Captain Blogg, late of tlie Maid of Avon, merchantman, wfiich, 
having been deserted by her crew, from the boatswain to the 
cook’s mate, was long a sheer hulk in Hobson’s Bay. Finally, 
the captain and mates hml to go, unless they elected to l>ecoino 
a band of Flying Dutchmen without the ability to fly out of 
the great land-locked Bay of Hobson, where the navies of the 
world might ride. 

‘Wal — 1 don’t reckon to dispute John Bull’s ways, not so 
much as 1 did when first I came on these diggings. I surmise 
that he’s a critter as knows what he wants and mostly hez it. 
But you mind me, Joseph L. Jefferson, that if there’s no rope 
twisted for that woman-murdering hound, there’s a rifle or two 
will crack, as mostly ciijrries true wlieii the bead’s drawn on a 
man,’ 

The Major, to do him justice, never recalled any of our 
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conversations in which he had warned me against imprudent 
entanglement, and the dangerous companionship of any one of 
•Eve’s daughters, young or old, marriecf or single— they were all 
alike to be avoided and distrusted by the wise man. 

‘ You’re weak and low now, Pole, old fellow,’ he said ; 
‘nothing but change — change from this confounded New 
World, wliich has become old to us — will set you up. You’ve 
liad the fever, so have I, so have most men, the wise and the 
unwise— Edgar i^orlase among the number, who was left among 
the dead on one of life’s battlefields many a year ago. But he 
arose and staggered off, finally was cured and became strong, 
outwardly fJt least. So will you. But you must change tlie 
landscape, from tliese endless forests, these monotoned mullock 
1 leaps, to gr(>en England’s glades and meadows. Ha 1 the 
thouglit is entrancing. Wliat do you say, Olivera ? ’ 

‘ I quite agree with you,’ said that calm enthusiast, who now 
strolled up, meerschaum in mouth. ‘We should be ju.stified in 
getting the Commissioner to send Pole down in charge of the 
police, only to be released on shipboard. He has so unhinged 
lus nervous system that nothing but sea air and his boyhood’s 
home will have ])ower to cure.’ 

‘Why don’t you come back 1o Europe too?’ T said rather 
thouglitle.ssly, ‘ You might as well come, for all the good you 
are doipg here V 

Olivoj’a’s eyes flashed, and ho stood for a space without 
s|,veaking. I tliought 1 saw a slight flush pass over his dark- 
hued countenance. 

‘You are right, perliaps,’ he said, ‘though you cannot know 
the reasons whicli 1 have for longing once more to s6)t foot on 
English soil ; but it is my destiny to remain here till the hour 
of success and triumph arrive. Tt may be that a generation 
shall pass before that result. Till then I shall continue to 
be a miner wlierever oti this broad continent the gold lure 
beckons.’ 

‘ You are not to be discouraged, then,’ T said, ‘no matter how 
unfortunate you may continue to be,’ charmexl momentarily out 
of my own sorrrows by this man’s imperturbable fatalism. 

‘fortunate and unfortunate are relative terms,’ he I’eplied 
calmly. ‘I ])elieve firmly that before my destiny is accom- 
idished in tliis land I shall amass wealth by means of mineral 
discoveries, wlietlier by means of gold, silver, copper, or tin, 1 
cannot say. But that my fate is connected with one of these 
metals I am as certain as that we stand here. Good-night.’ 

‘I shall leave directly after this trial, Major,’ said I, as we 
prepared for rest. ‘ You need have no fear further of indecision 
on my part. But I cannot go away till I have heard the fresh 
evidence whiclf lias evidently been procured by the police. I 
feel as if it was a sacred duty which I owe, not only to myself, 
but to her.' • 





CHAPTER XXKIV 


On the (lay to whicli Morslc^y stood remanded, I once more 
entered the court-house, under very dillerent auspices from 
those of my last appearance there. 

Accompanied by the Major and Olivera, I was warmly received 
by Captain Blake, and we were accommodated with seats by 
special permission of the Bencli, whence we could observe the 
proceedings at our leisure. 

The time of opening the Court had been purposedy anticipated 
by us, as we wislied to be freed from the inconvenience to which 
tlie inevitable crush of the crowded building w(^ld havp given 
rise. 

The hour, however, arrived, and the man. 

Had I been of a persistently revengeful nature, every feeling 
of that kind must have been gratihed when 1 saw my enemy 
brought in, carefully guarded by the police, and placed in the 
dock. The sergeant s expression, it is true, betrayed no other 
feeling but that which might have actuated a zealous naturalist 
in possession of a very rare living specimen liable to take flight 
at any moment. On his calm browj in liis watchful gray 
eyes, was no faintest sign of moral reprobation or even partial 
disapproval. Nothing but unsleeping vigilance, nothing but 
inflexible determination, nothing but the most careful remin- 
iscent accuracy, as of a dux in a mental arithmetic class 
continually examining himself lest he might have forgotten 
his calculation. 

As for Edward Morsley, his fierce features were cloudcul, as 
of old, with the look of sullen defiance which was natural to 
them. I looked at him from time to time, wondering in my 
own mind whetlu^r prejudice caused me to see guilt in every 
line of his face, or wuether I did him wrong and translated the 
shadow of past crime into a reflection of the deed still untracked 
and unavenged. Who could say ? Was it real, true, actual fact, 
that Jane had been foully done to death, was bu'ried, lost to all 
things beneath the sun for evermore? Why could not the dead 
for one short sj>ace n^turii and avouch the truth, confound 
the guilty, and absolve the innocent ? Mystery of mysteries ! 
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Portals inscrutable of the silent eternities ! what secrets do they 
not enfold ? 

Again the court is filled. The Bench is seated. The witnesses 
are in attendance. Mr. Markham and Dr. Bellair, like heralds 
in the mediaeval tournaments, are busy with preliminary 
arrangements, on which hang the issues of life and death. 

Before progress can be made with the new trial, all pro- 
ceedings are read through which have been initiated on the 
former occasion. 

Then the Bench inquired of Sergeant MacMahon if he had 
procured additional material evidence in the case on account of 
•which tiie pifisoner had been remanded. 

‘On most Insufficient grounds, your worships,’ said Dr. 
Bellair. 

Mr. Markham smiled in a gratified manner. The sergeant 
stroked his immense beard, which concealed the third button of 
his uniform coat, and merely remarking — 

‘ The Bench may be of a different opinion shortly, Doctor,’ 
said, ‘ Call George Corbett.’ 

A respectably - dressed, open - countenanced miner stepped 
forward and went into the witness-box. When sworn, this 
was his statement — 

‘ I am a miner, and reside at the Oxley, where I am a share- 
holder* in the Crinoline claim. Red Hill. On the 20th instant, 
on the night of the murder, I was coming up the town, when 1 
saw a man covered up with a poncho come out of Simpson’s 
Hotel and run down Mayne Street. He stopped just opposite 
to me and turned into a side alley near a butcher’s shop. There 
is a deep shaft close to the edge of the lane. He stopped for a 
.second or two and walked quickly up to the hotel again. His 
clothes then looked of a lightish colour, and he had no poncho 
on. To the best of my belief the prisoner now before the Court 
is the man. I did not "fepeak to him, but followed him to the 
hotel. There was a crowd collected there, and I heard the man 
in the light clothes say, “I give that man (meaning Harry Pole) 
in charge for murdering my wife.” Then I heard that Mrs. 
Morsley was killed, and 1 saw the police take away Harry Pole. 
Showea Sergeant MacMahon the shaft afterwards, which 1 
spoke of, near the butcher’s ; it was an old shicer and pretty 
deep. It could hardly have been two minutes between tiie 
time the man in the poncho came down the street and 
returned.’ 

Cross-examined by Dr. Bellair: ‘Have no acquaintance with 
prisoner. Have seen tlie deceased, Mrs. Morsley, several times;, 
did not know her to speak to. Know Harry Pole, as a digger 
merely ; am pot a friend of his. May have passed him the 
time of day. Told the sergeant that I saw a man run down 
the street at the time of the murder. Showed him the shaft 
afterwards. It was one of the Rid block claims before the main 
lead was struck. Must be about sixty feet deep. Have no 
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interest in the case one way or the other, l)ut would do anything 
in my power to bring a murderer to justice. Any man worth 
calling a man would do the same.' 

‘That will do; you can go down,' said the doctor. ‘Your 
moral ideas are not called m question, and your evidence is 
not important one way or the other.' 

‘You will see more about that. Doctor,’ said the sergeant 
with marked respect. ‘Your worships, I desire to tender evi- 
dence personally in the case, and reauest to be sworn.’ 

‘ 1 also desire to know whether tne police are to be Crown 
prosecutors, advocates, gaolers, and witnesses all in one, and 
acting in the same case whenever they may see Ifo to try and* 
procure a conviction,' cried out Dr. Hellair. ‘T submit, your 
worships, that the fact of a police otiicer usurping all these 
powers is monstrous ; in every way most improper and un- 
authorised. In the name of ray client I demana the protection 
of the Court.’ 

‘The Court is of opinion, Dr. Bellair, that Sergeant Mac- 
mahon has a perfect riglit to tender evidence in this or any 
other case which, from circumstances, may be most material. 
Swear the wdtness.’ 

The sergeant is accordingly sworn with due solemnity. He 
deposes as follows — 

‘My name is John Fitzgerald MacMahon. d am a senior- 
sergeant of police stationed at the Oxley. On the 20th instant 
I was on duty at the lower end of Mavne Street, when I observed 
a crowd forming in the vicinity or Simpson’s Hotel. T pro- 
ceeded there as quickly a.s possible, thinking it might be a light 
or a fire, and passing through the crowd I saw Mr. Hereward 
Pole supporting in his arms the deceased Mrs. Morsley. She 
appeared to be in a fainting or dying condition. Blood was 
flowing from her throat freely, and Mr. Pole’s hands and clothes 
were covered with her blooa. I had her placed upon a bed. 
About a minute afterwards the prisoner called out to me from 
among the crowd to take Mr. Pole into custody, whom ho 
charged with the murder of his wife. I did so. 1 noticed at 
the time that prisoner was dre.ssed in a gray tweed suit, as at 
present. 1 saw that one button was missing between the upper 
or throat button and the third. I looked at his hands ; they 
were free from stain. I left Constable Grant in the house witn 
instructions to liirn to search closely around the spot where the 
deed had been done. After locking up Mr. Pole (which I did to 
throw the guilty party or parties off their guard) ' 

‘ Mr. Pole is very much obliged to you. sergeant,’ said Mr. 
Markham, ‘I feel certain. No doubt he will recognise the com- 
pliment when he has a little leisure for consider6^tion.’ 

‘We have to manage these things in our own w».y, Mr 
Markham. It was a little hard on liim. I beg to resume my 
evidence. — I returned to the hbuse, and very closely and care- 
fully examined the corpse of deceased. In the right hand, 
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which was clenched, I found this button (already produced by 
Mr, Markham) ; it corresponds with the buttons upon the coat 
at present worn by the prisoner, from which a button similar 
in size and shape has been lately torn and replaced. 1 caused 
this button to be compared with those upon prisoner’s coat when 
he was asleep, and can produce the witness who so compared 
them. There was a small piece of silk thread, known by tailors 
as “twist,” in the button. It is the same as that used in the 
sewing of the other buttons of prisoner’s coat. A few hairs, as 
from a beard, were tangled in the clenclied fingers of tlie left 
hand of deceased. I produce them wrapped in paper. They 
•are black, ctirling, and slightly tinged with gray. They cor- 
respond with tiie beard of the prisoner. The hair of deceased 
was light brown, almost flaxen.* 

The sergeant stooped down and placed before him on the 
ledge of the witness-box a formidable parcel, which he com- 
menced to open carefully. 

‘ From iniormation received, I went on the following day to a 
shaft in a narrow lane close to Simpson’s Hotel. I caused rayseilf 
to be lowered down it, taking a candle, and examined tlie 
bottom. I there found a pair of loose dogskin gloves ; they 
were on the poncho produced (sensation) ; it is or dark cloth, 
and of a size suitable to jirisoner. There are fresh stains upon 
the gloves, chiefly on the right hand one. There is a dark 
reddish stain upon the outside of the poncho on the front, as if 
a sudden gush of liquid had produced it. I also found a knife, 
which I now produce. It is a sheath knife, ground very sharp, 
and slightly curved inwards. The blade and handle are stained 
with blood — recently stained and hardly dry. In the pocket of 
the poncho was a handkerchief (which I produce) ; it is marked 
in a woman’s handwriting E. II. M. There were also a news- 
paper unopened, and two letters unopened, addressed to Mr. 
Edfward Morsley, Warmluen.’ 

Cross-examin^ by Dr. Hellair : ‘Have known prisoner for 
several years, ever since he came to Granville llusii. Am not 
prepared to say that he has committed ollences against the law, 
but he has always been an associate of bad characters. Have 
had him watched since the night of the murder ; do not con- 
sider that kind of espionage improper when men are suspected 
of crimes such as prisoner is now charged witli. Cannot swear 
that prisoner is the man whom the ’witness Corbett saw running 
towards the shaft, but consider that the evidence produced 
tendis strongly in that direction. Frisoner in his evidence in 
Pole’s case distinctly swore that he did not own a poncho. 
Have more evidence to bring forward.’ 

‘ (Jail Luke Weston.’ 

A short, b?oad-shouldered, swarthy man with earrings now 
steps forward, whose rolling gate betrays acquaintance with the 
liigh seas, and leads to the su^icion that he left his last ship 
without applying formally for leave. 
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He is sworn, and, hitcliing up his trousers, makes the follow- 
ing answers to Mr. Markham — 

* My name is Luke Weston. Am a miner. Came out in the 
Carnhysm. Have been here about three months digging. Know 
the chap in the dock ; saw him at Pegleg Gully last week. He 
was chucking his money about, but seemed down on his luck, 
like. We were talking about knives, and I threw my knife and 
made it stick in a board. It’s a trick I learnt of the Spaniards 
when I was hide-droghing in South America. He looked at it 
and said the edge was sharp, too. I said it was, and no mistake. 

I wanted a job, and he said he’d give me a line to a friend to 
put me on as wages man at a reef at Warraluet. I took it » 
very kind of him. He advanced me a pound to» pay my coach 
fare. We had a couple of drinks before we went to bed. Just 
as he was going away he looked at my knife, and I said I’d give 
it to him if he fancied it. I took off the belt and sheath and all. 
He laughed and walked away with it. I went to Warraluen 
early next morning. I look at the knife produced ; it is my 
kni^e. I will swear to it by the wood of the handle, which is a 
brazil wood. I also look at the belt and sheath produced. 
They were my belt and sheath. The sheath is not leather — it is 
raw horse-hicie dressed in Spanish fashion. I swear prisoner is 
the man I gave ray knife to.’ 

By Dr. Bellair : ‘ How did I leave my shij:)? Well, ran 
away, if you want to know particulars. Lots of other sailor 
men did the same. Had been drinking a little during tiie 
evening with prisoner. Was not drunk, nor even half seas 
over. Got work at Warraluen on prisoner’s rocomraendation. 
Do not think it mean to give evidence against him. Believe 
him to be a bloody murdering land-pirate that ought to bo 
hung at the yard-arm.’ 

‘Call Constable Grant.’ 

He is ^worn, and thus gives evidence- - 

‘ My name is Donald Glencairn Grant. I am a police 
constable stationed at the Oxley. I remember the night when 
Mrs. Morsley was murdered. I saw licr conveyed to bed. I 
remained when Sergeant ^lacMahon arrested Mr. Pole and con- 
veyed him to the lock-up. 1 remained behind, and, in accordance 
with instructions, examined carefully tlie room where the 
murder took place. I found a gold sleeve button or sleeve 
link, such as shirts are fastened wdth, which I produce : it was 
down on the floor and was stained with blood. It has the 
letters “ E. H. M. Ballarat ” engraved on the inside. It is rather 
a large stud, and is of Australian gold, I should say. I was 
present when Sergeant MacMahon found the button and the 
liair produced in the hands of the deceased. He sent me to 
call Mrs. Simpson before we touched them. We had great 
difflculty in getting them, ’as the hands were so tightly closed. 
Immediately upon prisoner being arrested last week, I went in 
accordance with previous instructions to the room which he 
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had occupied at the New Zealand Hotel. I found Mr. Mal- 
grade, who has given evidence, about to enter, but 1 prevented 
him from doing so, saving I was about to seal up the door. 1 
searched the room and found at the bottom of a trunk the belt 
and sheath which have been produced during the examination of 
the last witness. The trunk had “ E. H. Morsley ” painted on the 
outside. It was a leathern travelling trunk or portmanteau. I 
also discovered the fellow to the sleeve link produced, which I 
found on the floor at Simpson’s Hotel, stained with deceased’s 
blood. The sk^eve link which I now produce was not stained ; 
it is exactly like tlie other, and has the same letters engraved, 
.also Ballarat I then sealed up the door and came away.’ 

By Dr. Bellair : ‘ I was told to watch prisoner in a general 
way after the murder, as evidence might be forthcoming against 
him. Do not know why Senior -sergeant MacMahon did not 
arrest him on suspicion if he suspected him. It was his case ; 
1 suppose he had reasons for what he did. Do not know any- 
thing about prisoner or his wife. Have only recently arrived 
on this field. Was formerly stationed at New England. Have 
heard in a general way that prisoner was jealous of his wife. 
Did not trouble my head about that part of the aiiair, it was 
no business of mine. Believe it to be my duty, as a police 
constable, to prevent crime if legally possible, or to aid in 
apprehenc li n g aiirnin al s. ’ 

Mr. Markham suggested that if the doctor wished to examine 
the witness as to the ‘whole duty of man’ as applicable to the 
police force, he could not do better than consult that admirable 
manual of regulations lately issued by the Inspector- General, 
and save the time of the Court. 

Dr. Bellair submitted that he had a perfect right to test the 
credibility of any witness, and was not inclined to take for 
granted the good faith of the whole police foiee, believing 
that they were too foml of getting up sensational cases and 
maPufactuiing evidence which rested upon the most fragile 
foundation. 

As the details, wdiich had been so carefully collected by the 
sergeant, wu’ought themselves one by one into their ap])ointed 
places, links in the chain of circumstantial evidence wdiich 
gradually environed the prisoner, every Ciye in the Court w^as 
fixed upon him with horror and re])robation. For him, ho 
seemed wholly absorbed in his own reflections, and apparently 
failed to perceive that he w^as the centre of a thousand un- 
wavering, unfriendly regards. 

It was only towards the end of the protracted proceedings, 
as he leaned keavily upon the fi'ont of the dock, that I marked 
a gradual sinking of his muscuilar frame — a pallor approaching 
ghastliness overspreading liis features. Once only did his eve 
meet mine, when arousing himself he stared me fully in the 
face, leaning on his arms. If % look could have killed, my life 
w^ould have ended thert^. Barely do mortal men encounter so 
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dreadful a gaze. Such eyes may glare hopelessly from forms 
tormented, accursed, in the Inferno devote<l to arch-criminals. 
Wretched and degraded as are the dwellers in the dark places 
of the earth, even among them such demoniac malice is rarely 
exhibited. I shuddered instinctively, and felt relieved to think 
that this was in all human probability our last meeting. 

Mr. Markham made a short telling speech, carefully confining 
liimself to those parts of the evidence which in his mind most 
conclusively connected the prisoner with the crime. Whatever 
doubt their worships mighthave in their own minds, it was not 
for them to usurp the functions of a jury, to wliom would be 
left the duty and responsibility of deciding wlietHer or no the* 
evidence established the prisoners guilt. The plain duty of the 
Bench was to commit the prisoner tor trial at the next ensuing 
Court of Assize. 

And this view of the case the Bench unanimously took in 
spite of a tremendous ad captandwn speech from Dr. Bellair, 
who inveighed passionately against the insecurity and danger 
of circumstantial evidence, and defied the magistrates to con- 
nect his client personally with the deed wliich had been 
committed. 

‘ The Bench desire to remind you, Dr. Bellair,^ at length said 
the Commissioner, ‘that we are only acting ministerially. This 
is but a preliminary proceeding. Many of your »arg urn ents, the 
Bench think, would have great weight with a jury, but we have 
made up our minds to commit. 1 would suggest tliat you are 
only wasting your own valuable time, and perhaps that of the 
Court. ^ 

‘If the Bench have made up their minds, if they are resolved, 
no matter what arguments may ]>e brought forward, to tfike a 
particular, a prejudged course, I of course cannot prevent it,’ 
said the doctor, at a white heat. ‘ With regard to the closing 
observation of Mr. (’ommissioner Bialro, I will observe that I 
bow to the decision of the Bench as to que.stions of law ; but 
the assertion that I am wasting tlie time of the Court deals 
with a question of fact, concerning which I am as competent to 
form an opinion as any man living, be he who he may.’ 

Here the little man folded his arms and frowmed ferociously 
at tlie Bench, presenting a not inapt likeness to a frantic terrier 
confronting a kennel of staghounds. 

‘ PMward Hill Morsley,’ said the Commissioner, deigning no 
further notice of the irate advocate, and as he spoke the 
slightest sound was audible throughout the Court, ‘ you are not 
obliged to say anything, and what you say will be taken down 
in writing, and may 1^ used against you at your trial. Do you 
desire to say anything 1 ’ 

‘ Nothing whatever,’ answered Morsley, with tlie most perfect 
mnff froid, 

‘ M V client reserves his defence,’ said the doctor defiantly. 

‘Ettward Hill Morsley/ again said the Commissioner, in 
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iTfieasTired and ^jrave accents, ^you stand committed to take 
your trial for wilful murder at tlie next ensuing Assize Court, 
to be holdtiii at Russell on the 20th January next/ 

‘ Cali up the witnesses, Sergeant MacMahon, and let them be 
duly lK)und over to appear/ 

This was done. 

The prisoner was removed, amid the muttered execrations of 
the crowd, who pressed to gaze at him as he was hurried away. 

The Court was adjourned, and as I and my comrades wall^ed 
silently awny, a load seemed lifted from my mind, in that the 
innocent blood that had been shed would be avenged, and no 
•mourning giiosb, as sings the rude folk-lore of her own land, 
would tlit over the liear*thstone of poor Jane’s birthplace, wait- 
ing in the midnight hour for justice denied both of God and 
man. 





CHAPTER XXXV 


With no ]ong(u* any reasons for lingo at the (>xley, I 
accordingly niade in'cparations f(n’ iny departure at an early 
date. Before that event could take' place, however, farewell 
deiu oust ration in iny lionoiir, wliicli I ))a(] phalged nij^self to 
attend, w^'as to conu'. off. A few days stlH eiajx^ed ixdfjre the 
preparations w'ould V)c hnally conijiieled. 'riien 1 sliould take 
my farewell of goldlield lihi ; quit for ew.r the avocation so 
familiar to me, tlie associates among wdiom 1 had dw'clt for 
long years, to embark afresli upon a path in lib?, if not new^, so 
long untrodden that it wamid l>e virtually strange. ♦ 

My iieart should have bounch^d with d(‘liglit at the idea of 
once more treading the soil of my native land, of mixing wit.h 
my equals, beholding my kindred, enjoying tlu? thousand and 
one luxuries of which the faint eclio only reached us occasionally 
tliT’ough books and newspapers, or a stray denizen of those 
unknown far lands who a})peare(l without notice and departed 
as suddenly as he came. 

But though I could not give a logical denial to this chain of 
reasoning, the spring of my nature hayl beoi overstrained by 
my late misfortunes, so that no prospective pleasure of any 
kind seemed to me possible. What njight liappen when I liad 
fairly cut adrift from iny present surroundings I could only 
dimly conjecture. 1 was willing, nay, languidly eager to change 
the serene, but entirely reckless as to tlie consequences. 

To all my other griefs were added the crowning misery tliat 
1 liad not heard uric single word from Ruth since the last letter 
iiX)on which I had founded so large a superstructure of hope 
and gladness. What was I to think of this continued silence ? 
I could not believe that the whole family liad cast me off’ without 
another word. The Squire, choleric as he occasionally show^ed 
himself, was far too high-bred to have omitted to acknowledge 
the circumstantial narrative which I had so patiently compiled 
in my defence. 

But if not so, how was this persistent protracted silence to 
be accounted for; what could"' have happened? I knew, or 
thought I knew, tne unwavering loyalty of my darling's nature, 
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jQOt less firm tlmn gentle, though loyal to parental sway. Had 
long-borne anguish of mind proved too harsh a trial for that 
. delicate frame, fit casket for the ethereal spirit which it clothed 1 
» Had she passed from efirth ? And had her parents, agonised 
with hopeless grief, been too careless of forms and ceremonies 
to put uixm record the unutterable sorrow to which they dwelt 
ever a prey and a sacrifice? 

Or had absence and doubt, with parental pressure added, 
sufiiced, as in hundreds of cases which I had known or heard of, 
to sway the girlisli determination ; to in vest a newly accredited 
suitor with tjje charm and glamour which once were tiie privilege 
*of one alone ; who could say? All things wxre possible during 
al.)sence and misconstruction. I deemed that I had good cause 
to be aweary of rny lift? — to loathe the sight of the sun. 

Sadly resignerl to the approaching fete in my honour, I took 
but little heed of the great prepai-ations, which were proceeding 
at a rate whicli interested Mrs. Yorke deeply and caused quite 
a stuisaiion in the immediate neighbourhood of our claim. 
That worthy matron had just been up to town to make some 
purchases at Mrs. Mangrove’s store, and had brouglit back the 
most astounding rumour. The Commissioner was to take tlie 
chair at tlie dinner ; all the magistrates were to bo tliere : all 
the legal gent lemen, among whom Dr. Dellair and ]\Ir. Markham 
would •allegorically couch together, even as the lion and the 
lamb. Nearly all the business men and every miner of mark 
on the field luvi taken tickets. There had been nothing like it 
since the great Sunday -sciiool gathering in Verjill’s paddock 
last Michaelmas day. Every l)qdy was talking about it, a/ul 
Mrs. Mangrove said she was going to listen to the speeches, and 
she, Mrs. Yorke, would do so too. 

Kind-hearted Mrs. Yorke’s prattlings (lid not particularly 
I'aise my .s])irits, and I shrank from a festive gatliering and tlu* 
after-dinner florid eloqifen(?e, wdiich 1 did not doubt would take 
j)lace. Neverth(?less, I would go through with it. And, after all, 
was it not as well to have a })ern\anent record of the universal 
good-will and confidence of the most respectable inhabitants of 
the distnet, showing their entire belief in my innocence of the 
charge laid at my door? 

I had strolled down a mile or two towards tlie lower end of 
the ‘ lead,’ on the upper part of which we were working, and 
was calming my mind with the contemplation of the far-otl 
pearly sky-line with its crimson sliafts and quivering lancets of 
tremulous flame, wlien, as I passed along a narrow street, my 
attention was aroused by a small crowd. Angry voices, one a 
woman’s, rose in tones of altercation. 

I felt more 4han half inclined to retreat, but the old feeling 
which always impelled me forward in such cases was still strong 
within me, and 1 obeyed it. , 

To my very great surprise i saw that the disputants were 
Algernon Malgrade and Dolores. Both were excited beyond 
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all bounds of restraint which ordinarily coul<l have controlled 
such temperaments. Her nature was, 1 kfiow, passionate and 
tempestuous, uncontrollable as that of the roused tigress. He,* 
to do him justice, would not have committed himself to an* 
unseemly brawl in the open streets, but he had been drinking — 
his face was darkly Hushed, and his utterance thick. There was 
no want of steadiness in his movements, but I knew that he 
must indeed have been drinking hard, and not for one day only, 
to have brought himself to this condition. He was savage and 
reckless in consequence, and having had, as he thought, some 
occasion of complaint against Dolores, had givQn rein to his 
brutal nature and beaten her. 

She, as before, was most wildly excited, shrieking aloud, 
calling down the vengeance of heaven upon him for his cruelty 
and injustice, and upon herself for her weakness in ever attach- 
ing herself to so detestable a villain, cursing with dreadful 
intensity the hour she was born and that in which she had first 
set eyes upon him. 

All this was uttered rapidly and emphatically in a loud voice, 
with the excited gestures and vehement action which belonged 
of right to her hot southern blood. A crowd had gathered, 
evidently sympathising with her wrongs. Anything more dis- 
tasteful to all the instincts of a man like Malgrade, low as he 
had fallen, dulled and deteriorated as was even now his every 
moral sense, could not have been imagined. 

‘ Stand out of the wav, you fools, ^ he said, in a voice trembling 
with rage, and with a look which caused those nearest to him 
to draw back rapidly without further warning ; ‘ and you, you 
jade, come home if you don’t wish me to knock your brains out 
where you stand. Can’t we have a few words without your 
calling all tlie field to share it, and making as much noise as if 
you’d hired the bellman for a roll-up 1 ^ Come home, I say.’ 

His words were more or less jocular as he advanced towards 
her ; but whether the miserable woman distrusted him, or feared 
a repetition of his unmanly violence, or whether, thoroughly 
exasperated, she had become utterly reckless, no one can tell. 

‘Don’t come near me,’ she said, in a strange and lowered 
tone. ‘ I made a vow before, but this one I’ll keep. If you lay 
a hand on me, you never were in such peril of your life since — 
since — you ’ 

Seemingly anxious to stop her mouth, fearful that she might 
repeat something dangerously near the truth, Malgrade was 
apparently incapable of further restraining himself. He 
muttered something and rushed towards her as if with some 
violent intention. As he approached she drew backward, still 
facing him, until she reached the open door of tlif3 shop — that of 
a butcher — opposite to which, in the long street which traversed 
that suburb, the altercation had commenced. In retreating she 
was arrested by the large butcher’s block which stood just in- 
side the doorway. She glanced at it with lightning-like rapidity. 
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On it lay several knives. She snatched up the largest, sharply 
pointed and keen edged, and, making one desperate lunge at 
her pursuer, buried it to the hilt in his body. He threw up his 
arms ; one spasm contorted his features ; his eyes stared, widely 
opened but unconscious.^ Then he fell forward, prone and 
motionless, at the very feet of tlie angry woman. The jaw 
dropped. Algernon Malgrade was a dead man. 

Casting oil* my lethargy, I bounded to the spot. The features 
had resumed their habitual calm. Blood was flowing from a 
^deep small v^ound immediately under the right ribs. He who 
but a minute ^efore was my enemy, her oppressor, was now a 
lump of lifeless clay. 

With all tiui inconsistency of her sex, Dolores — the moment 
the deed was done, and he whom with all his faults she, ay, 
so many women, had loved, lay dead before her eyes, slain by 
her own hand — threw down the blood-stained weapon and, 
with a curdling shriek, cast herself on her knees by his side, 
imploring him to speak but one word, and calling him by every 
fond and endearing name. 

Tlui crowd which had closed around the corpse here opened 
to make a passage for Dr. Bolton, who being in the neighbour- 
hood had b(ien skilfully captured by an active young constable 
on duly and brought to the spot. 

Ho looked calmly and all unmoved upon the frantic woman, 
the curious crowd, and the calm face of the dead man. 

‘Why, Pole,’ he said, ‘you and I appear to come in for more 
than our fair share of tragedies. Deep incised wound, ex-act-ly 
above the region of the liver ; couldn’t have been more accurate 
in her anatomy if she had tried. Subject dead ; not the least use 
in remaining. Death must have been instantaneous. Constable 
Dickson, have the goojlness to inform the coroner that I shall 
be at his service at three o’clock r.M. Better lock up that poor 
Dolores, or she’ll do herself an injury. Nervous twitching of the 
muscles of the face, ineijnent dementia. Good-morning. 

This terribly tragic occurrence almost again unhinged my 
nervous system, altliough at the proceedings which necessarily 
followed t was fortunately spared personal reference. There 
was a cloud of witnesses beside me : so that at the coroner’s 
inquest, which terminated in a verdict of manslaughter as 
against the miserable woman whom Malgrade had driven by his 
ill-treatment to the rash deed, I was not called. She was of course 
committed to take her trial at the next assizes, her fate being 
in some inscrutable way destined to be again mixed up with 
my name. For she had unwittingly been the instrument of 
vengeance agninst the man who of all others had set himself 
most deliberately to work me evil. He had succeeded in part, 
as one’s enemies often do in tlj^s world. But his punishment— 
was it the lottery of fortune or retribution? — had come upon him 
swiftly and irrevocably. How strangely ordered apparently 
that Morsley should be lying in gaol charged with the murder 



810 


THE MINER'S RIGHT 


OHiP. 


of his wife, while his principal ally, coadjutor in many an evil 
deed, lay dead by the hand of a wronged and insulted woman. 
I believe now that Malgrade was in some form or other con- 
nected with the murder of poor Jane. Either that he had 
supplied the information as to the exact time of lier starting in 
the coach to Sydney, or that he had known that Morsley came 
up to the hotel that night with murder in his heart. Cautious 
as Malgrade was ordinarily, 1 believe that he would have dis- 
suaded his more savage companion from open outrage, but his 
intensely malignant feeling towards me, deopem^l since our 
conflict, held him back from interfering. , 

Yes, I had been avenged on mine enemies. Swiftly, too, had 
the wheel of destiny turned, far more so than is often given to 
wondering man to witness with awe-stricken submission. One 
lay within prison walls, whence the chance was slight that he 
should ever again see the blue vault of heaven, save on the day 
when he was brought forth to die. And Algernon Malgrade, 
whom but a few short hours since 1 had seen serene, smiling, 
scornful as of old, apj)arently defiant of all men as of the Lord 
on high, lay dead by a woman’s hand in a street br-awl. 

And this was the end of the handsome, well-born, cultured 
aristocrat, whom I well remembered meeting for the first time 
at Woolwich, when, as a military cadet, he was the pride of his 
family, the idol of doting relatives. Clever, brave, accomplished, 
popular, there lacked nothing apparently which goes to make 
one of the most successful men of the age. 

Lacked there nothing? Yes, one thing inight have been 
wanting. The key-stone of the arch, supporting the fair edifice 
which now lay prone and ruined. Algernon Malgrade had 
never possessed a heart. Callous to the claims of others, and 
habitually self-indulgent from boyhood, the moral sense, origin- 
ally feeble, had been by degrees totally obliterated. He had 
lived for long years a life utterly devoted to sensual gratifica- 
tions, stoically inditTerent to the feelings, the interests, the lives 
even, of all who might cross his path. 

And now, the victim of his own base passions had perished 
by the hand of a companion in evil, whose soul he had dragged 
down into even deeper degradation than her own reckless 
courses might have sought out. 

Dolores had spoken truly at the time of our encounter when 
she said it would be better for both of them if they never again 
met. She was his fate, though then he knew it not. And his 
death was virtually hers. For uj)on the trial her manner so 
obviously told of a mind diseased that by direction of the jury 
she was sent to a lunatic asylum, where the stub ‘remnants of 
humanity, once known in their perfection as the beautiful 
Dolores Lusada, passed from mortal ken. 

The dinner given in my lionour was indeed a very grand 
celebration in its way, perhaps excepting the Sunday-school 
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picnic alluded to, and the Chinese riot, tlie very largest and most 
popular demonstration known since the opening of the gold- 
field. 

In conjunction with a natural regret at the departure of a 
comrade, there was no doubt a widely-felt desire to convince 
me that the popular sympathy was wholly with me in the 
matter of my trial and unjust incarceration. And in this 
sentiment all classes, all orders and conditions of men, appeared 
to share, from the Commissioner' to the bellman. 

At a certain hour, late in the afternoon, I walked up to the 
long room i§t Jlennessy’s, the very apartment indeed in whicli 
JacK Bulder had transacted his delirium. That worthy and 
energetic personage now accompanied me, as also the Major, 
Olivera, and my true follower and henchman Joe, They formed 
a sort of bodyguard on the present occasion, as did the sons of 
Torquil of the Oak to the youthful and lucklessly irresolute 
chieftain of the Clan Quhele. 

In the room above referred to were about a hundred and 
fifty persons assembled, while the gallery was tilled with the 
feminine contingent, who had mustered in great force, in order 
to \vitness the ceremonial and hear the speeches. 

It would be easy jind apparently natural to say that all 
this kind of thing is a bore and an infliction that people would 
decline thankfully were the opportunity afl'orded. But few 
men are so constituted as to be totally indifferent to the nature 
of the feeling with whicli they are regarded by any community 
in which they have long resided. And when, in spontaneous 
unbought goodwill, an attempt is made to formulate the silent 
opinion of character and conduct which has gi’own up in the 
course of years, cold must be the heart, and strangely imper- 
vious to the strongest natural impulses of humanity, that is 
not stirred to sympathetic appreciation and manly grate- 
fulness. 

Calmly, well nigh indifferently, as I had schooled mystflf to 
regard tliis demonstration from a distance, when I looked 
around the room and saw the stalwart forms of the representa- 
tive miners from many a well-known locality, men of worth 
among tlieir fellows and of trans* Australian celebrity — I saw 
the oflicials, tlje lawyers, the magistrates, the tradespeople, even 
some of the lowest members of the community, brought there- 
by approval and pure good-will alone —my heart swelled and 
seemed for a moment nigh bursting when I thouglit I should 
see their faces no more. 

The Commissioner stepped forward on my entrance with his 
usual prompt initiative, and thus spoke — 

‘ Mr. Hertfward Pole, I have l>cen deputed by the gentlemen 
here assembled, representing, I am pleased to see, all classes of 
residents upon the goldfield# and its vicinity, to present you 
with an adaress, in whicli sincere regret is expressed for your 
approaching departure, approbation of your conduct as a miner. 
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a man, and a citizen, during the years of your residence among 
us, coupled with the fullest sympathy in the matter of the late 
unhappy occurrences to which I will not further allude. This 
address concludes with an earnest hope that your visit to 
Europe may be productive of lasting liappiness, and that all 
good fortune may be in store for you which your sincere friends 
on this goldfield can desire.^ 

Then the address, handsomely engrossed and illuminated 
upon vellum, and containing more than a thousand signatures, 
was handed to me by Captain Blake. 

I read my reply, in wliich I thanked all my vety good and 
true friends of the Oxley for the warm-hearted and encourag- 
ing manner in which they had supported mo in the days of my 
adversity. I could hardly express my sense of the delicacy 
which they had shown in arranging that 1 should leave the 
Oxley fresh from receiving evidence of tlieir kindness and good- 
will. This token and expression of their faith in me, I should 
treasure and value to my life’s end. On the goldfields, working 
among them, I had always, despite of adverse circumstances, 
been nappy and contented, and I assuredly should recall with 
pleasure all the days of my life the manly character of the 
miners of the Oxley and Yatala. I again thanked them for 
thus ending my sojourn among them in a manner, so honourable 
and satisfactory. 

I really had great difficulty in reading my humble composi- 
tion. In spite of all attempts at steady seli-contix)!, my voice 
would falter as 1 thought how I had been forgotten by my 
friends and kindred, renounced by my plighted love, and cast 
oflf by her parents ; how I had been apparently abandoned by 
God and man — left to the tender mercies of my enemies. Yet 
the men around me, merely comrades in toil and privation, 
many of them rude of speech, and such c.s at one time I should 
have thought sliame to have associated with, had stood by me 
staunchly, and had nobly, delicately, considerately thus assured 
me of tlieir firm faith in manhood and in my innocence. Such 
are truly periods in men’s lives far beyond the reach of ordinary 
words, ordinary emotion. One of these supreme moments 1 felt 
this to be, and my heart welled over with genuine gratitude as 
it tremulously responded to the appeal. 

Host Hennessy, according to the Beacon^ displayed his well- 
known administrative powers which, combined with an ex- 
ceptionally recherchi cuisine^ had raised his establishment to its 
well-deserved intercolonial pre-eminence. However that may 
have been, there was a very creditable display of matters edible 
and potable, particularly the latter. Wild and tamo turkeys 
were plentiful at the Oxley, and the highly respectable wild 
fowl known as the wild duck — the ‘ canvas-back ^ of Australia 
— were as the sands of the se« -sliore. Barons of beef and 
saddles of mutton preserved the British flavour of the entertain- 
ment. Kangaroo-tail and ox-tail soup disputed pre-eminence ; 
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but according to Merlin and tlie Major, were both author- 
ities, the dinner was extremely well cooked and well served. 
The claret and hock, sauteriie and champagne, with the other 
wines in ordinary use, had been specially selected by the 
committee, and were such as no reasonable gourmet, especially 
in such hot weather, could tind a word to say against. After a. 
fair amount of law had been granted for the exercise of the 
knife and fork, the cliairman, Commissioner Blake, arose and 
requested attention to tlie usual loyal and formal toasts to 
which are granted precedence in all gatherings of Britons. In 
due time he^i'cquested all glasses to be tilled, as he was about to 
propose the lioulth of the gue.st of the evening. 

‘When I mention the name of Hereward role,' he said, ‘you 
will agree with me, gentlemen, that we are met to-night to do 
honour to no unknown man. He has dwelt among us for years, 
and as a man, a miner, a citizen, and a gentleman, he has fully 
entitled himself to our genuine respect and cordial liking. He 
has shown by his consistent bcdiaviour on this goldfield that it 
is possible, wliile w’orking like a man, to live like a gentleman. 
(Loud cheers.) He has, as you know, staunchly performed his 
daily lal)our in the mine. He has never in any way declined 
association with the respectable and intelligent miners of the 
goldfield. Yet he has lived in all essentials as truly the life of 
a gentleman as if he had occupied chambers in the Albany 
and had taken his daily promenade in the parks of Hotten Row 
—ay, more so, far more so, if lionourable labour be i)laced before 
indolent s(}lf- indulgence, the soldier in the camp before the 
courtier in tlie ])a]ace. 'That there are others I am aw\are, manv 
others, equally well born, well educated, well conductea, 
among the great aruiy of industry, which I am proud after a 
fashion to rule over. Such men, as long as tliey are true to 
themselves, will always be treated with all proper respect by 
their fellow-inimu’s who have not had the same early advantages. 
They were indeed more popular for being gentlemen by birth 
than otherwise. A manly workman, no matter what his occupa- 
tion miglit be, was always proud and pleased to associate with 
a comrade lietter instructed tJiaii himself. The benefit was 
mutual and mutually recognised. Turning from these con- 
siderations, wliicli, however, had impressed themselves upon his 
mind during a lengtliencd experience, he would call upon the 
gentlemen assembled, residents of all classes upon the goldfield, 
to confirm his statement, that no miner more resjiected and 
generally popular tlian their guest had ever bade tliem farewell, 
lie remembertxl him when lie and his friends, Major Treseder 
and Mr. Joseph Bulder, and the late Mr. Cyrus Yorke, com- 
menced mining at Yatala. Their comluct had always been 
lionourable, straightforward, and manly. One and all in the 
claim had made good their titl® to lie so esteemed. And no one 
grudged them the remarkable, tlie well deserved success they 
had attained. (Loud cheers.) He would allude, and but lightly, 
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to a subject which would always have a thrilling interest for 
their guest It would be painful, but lie had a reason for 
speaking. A grave criminal charge had been brought against 
Mr. Pola Circumstances had led to his beinff arrested and 
tried on that charge. He had l>een discharged, having been 
thoroughly cleared from all suspicion, even the slightest. They 
were here to-night representing every class in the community -- 
official, commercial, and industrial — and as one man it would 
now go forth that they affirmed the perfect liJainelessiiess of 
Mr. Pole throughout the whole affair. He had acted with an 
unselfish generosity and pure friendliness which iflis not often* 
jiaralleled, and they — men of the world as most cf tliein were-- 
were proud, for the honour of human nature, to testify to their 
admiration of Mr. Pole’s manly conduct throughout the whole 
affiiir.’ 

Long and enthusiastic cheering resounded after Blake con- 
cluded his peroration, wherein he wished me all the gratification 
the Old World could furnish to the fresh powers oi enjoyment 
which I should bear from the regioms of the New. lu which 
pleasure pursuit lie heartily wished that he could accompany 
me. 

If the amount of good feeling then and there existent in my 
case was to be measured by tlie heartiness of- the applause 
which greeted the conclusion of the Captain’s speech, and the 
sincerity of the contempt with which heeltaps were avoided. 

I was that night one of the most popular and welI-belov<xl 
individuals south of the line. Jt was some considerable time 
before it all came to an end — a large numl>er of my quondam 
pick-and -shovel act|uaintances l^ing specially anxious to catch 
my eye before draining their glasses to my health and long 
life. 

Wlien matters had settled themselves somewhat I returned 
thanks as follows — 

‘Friends and fellow-miners, I sLind up with the feeling that 
it is most likely the la.st time that we shall look u{>on each 
other’s faces. Thus 1 feel impelled to speak out with perfect 
unreserve the feelings of my heart. Those among you wlio are 
miners — and it is as a miner only that 1 wish you to look upon 
me now — have had that opportunity of knowing me which 
years of association of similar labour done within each other's 
sight can give, and alone can give. In such a life no man can 
hide his nature, his character, from his fellows. They know his 
manner of speech, his acts, almost his thoughts. His life is as 
a scroll si>read out for their inspection. If they b^^lieve tlie 
record to ^ true, honest, manly — always making due allowance 
for the weaknesses of human nature — they ’will be good 
comrades to him. They will be friendly and courteous in 
prosperity, in adversity they wrd stand by him like brothers 
— ay, as a man’s own kindred often do not stand by him. It 
matters not whether his rearing or theirs may have been 
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•different, his former surroundings^ bis social position ; if he 
has come up to their standard of manliness and honourable 
dealing during his career on a goldfield, the miners of Aus- 
tralia will yield him that respect, that cordial good-will, and 
that help in his sore need which is unknown, I believe, among 
any other body of men. I have lived to experience the truth 
of what I am saying in my own person and in my own circum- 
stances, some of which have been, as you all know, painful and 
unfortunate to the last degree. But I wish you all now to 
telieve, if i4 is any satisfaction to you, that I have been sup- 
ported and encouraged more than I should liave thought 
jiossible bv tlie kindness and manly sympathy of the miners 
of the Oxley goldiiold. When I leave, as I intend to do on the 
morrow, never to return, I shall carry away in my heart the 
undying remembrance of kindness received from all classes of 
the people among whom I have lived and toiled, on the whole 
happily. T thank my friend, and your friend, the Commissioner 
for the generous way in which he has been pleased to allude to 
my mining career and character ; and I beg of you all to look 
upon FI ere ward Bole, wherever he may ]:)e, as a comrade and 'a 
friend.' 

Wl^en I concluded it seemed as if everybody was more or 
less adected with the sadness of farewell sentiments. Mrs. 
Mangrove and Mrs. Yorke, with some of their acquaintances 
in the gallery, were all sobbing audibly, while even the guests, 
hardened as they might have been supposed to be against the 
softer influences, looked rather lugubrious. This was brought 
to a close by jMr. Bagstock who, perceiving a change of pro- 
famine to be necessary, took occasion to rise and propose the 
lie^ilth of ‘ tlie unsuccessful miners —an idea which to<.)k im- 
mensely, and speedily rf-estored hilarity. It was responded to 
by Olivera, who declared his belief in the ultimate good fortune 
of the class~~say in twenty or thirty years— with such gravity 
that it produced fresh bursts of laughter. 





CHAPTER XXXVI 


Early next morning I quitted the Oxley for ever, perhaps, and 
turned my face southwards. The journey was this time truly 
uneventful, and I found myself on the third morning once 
more in that picturesque city which the sea-roving Anglo- 
Saxon has reared on the strand of the peerless Haven of the 
South. 

How divine a sensation, how blessed a relief was it to my 
worn spirit to lounge aimlessly adown the crowded streets, and 
permit the novel units of the surging crowd to imprint them- 
selves half mechanically upon iny brain. Of all rests and solaces, 
surely none is greater, more efficacious, tlian the abiding for a 
season in a city of strangers, where no man bids you greeting, 
where none disturb the mystic peopled solitude in which the 
spirit bathes and revels. 

The ordinary adjuncts of civilisation were to me an aspect 
fresli and fascinating beyond description. 

The season was that of midsummer^ often arul and desert- 
bare in Australia, but the showers which tlie sun distils from 
the clouds which flit across the broad bosom of the Pacific had 
refreshed the groves and gardens which lino the shores and 
heights. The verdurous glades were emerald green l>etween 
tlie flower thickets i the air was heavy with the perfumes of a 
thousand gardens and orange groves ; and the nights, jewelh*d 
and bedecked with the lustrous stars that shine wide glittering 
around the Southern Cross, were to me almost magically full of 
restful harmony from the measured rhythm of the surges 
which rolled their soft murmurous monotones beside my couch. 

As a matter of strict business I transferred my funds to the 
head office of the Bank of New Holland, which amounted to 
fifty-three thousand some odd hundreds oi pounds sterling. I 
also made arrangements for the periodical payments to the 
credit of my bank account of such moneys as miglit result 
from the periodical ‘ washings -<flp ^ of No. 4 and Greenstone 
Dyke. Those were to be my last mining ventures. I was too 
loyal to the sentiment of my order to relinquish my interest 
in the good claims that had done so much for my partners and 
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iiiysolf. But I did not intend to tempt fortune again, or, as 
far as 1 could control my destiny, have another hour’s work or 
anxiety about money as long as my life lasted. 

Whatever might be my future course on the ocean of fate on 
whicli, after this pleasant island sojourn to refit, my barque was 
likely to drift so aimlessly, I intended to preserve myself from 
the sordid cares which eat up the heart of man — ‘the rust 
and moth which corrupt ' but too often the best treasures of 
existence. 

After a short but satisfactory interview with my banker, who, 
studiously ^ailable and courteous, assured me that tlie whole 
civilised worM of finance was deeply interested in the pro- 
gress and prospects of the Oxley, I proceeded to attire myself 
once more in accordance with the family tradition of my order, 
and to that end placed myself unreservedly in the hands of Mr. 
Knolley, the Poole of Sydney. 

He must have justified my confidence; for a week afterwards, 
as I took ‘ my afternoon stroll down George Street after a 
morning spent in some more pronounced exercise, I could hardly 
resist the conclusion that the well-dressed, hatted, booted, 
gloved individual whom I encountered suddenly in a gigantic 
mirror of Palmer’s palace of silken sheen, and drew back respect- 
fully from, must be somebody else, certainly not Hereward Pole, 
late (5f No. 4. • 

By degrees I became accu.stomed to my long disused second 
self, the Hereward Pole who was wont to bow to and earner with 
ladies, to dine a la carte at good hotels or fashionable cafeis, to 
mingle as of right only with persons of a certain rank and 
position, to be posted up in all the petite histoire and esoteric 
gossip of society, and to boar myseli — so soon do use and wont 
otTect a change— as if I had never known any other habitudes. 

It is true tiiat my face and neck were' bronzed and tanned, 
burned deeply dark wliere exposed to the merciless sun of the 
interior wastes. And my hands were hardened and roughened 
out of all similarity to the delicate feminine extremities which 
ornament the non-manual toilers of the world. Still, I had 
always tended them after a fashion. Brown and muscular 
they might be, yet still I flattered myself that in shape and 
otlierwise they still indicated gentle blood. I adopted gloves 
witli much trouble and weariness of the flesh at first, but ad- 
hered to them religiously after I found they were working 
wonders in the complexion of my unconventional digits. 

And the sea— oh ! the sea- -glorious, unbounded, freshly 
beautiful as eacli sun arose, ligliting up the great sandstone 
battlements, the scarped ba.stions upon which ages of storm 
and the unresting surge had beaten vainly. How did I draw 
daily fresh liealth and inspiration of tangible^ joyousness from 
the ocean breath, from the ever-changing various wave beauty 
— ‘from calm or storm, from® rock or bay,’ all savoured of the 
airs of Paradise, to me so long kahitam in sicco, sojourner in the 
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monotoned wastes of the great Gold Desert. AIi ! if bnt she, 
ray ill-fated friend and companion, had been permitted by b 
tender Providence to have made this the first stage on her home- 
ward-bound path of love and duty. Rut it had been ordered 
other wisa And though at times the terrible scene in which I 
had borne a part came as freshly back to my mind as if the whole 
occurrence was stereotyped amid the nerve tracks of iny brain, 
yet the impression waxed feeble with each rei.>etition— thanks 
to that very feebleness of our nature which so often acts as a 
safeguard from the persistent arrows of remorse, the undying 
bitterness of a liaunting memory. ^ 

I had selected for my residence a well - known principal 
hotel, situated in what was once a fasliionable portion of the 
city proper, but long since abandoned to wharves, warehouses, 
ana strictly mercantile purposes. In the good old days when 
Sydney was a green-swarded town, with a growing coast and 
island trade, and alx>ut thirty thousand inhabitants, here dwelt 
some of tlie leading colonists and merchants. Here they built 
themselves handsome freestone houses, with noble verandahs 
and l)alconies and Moorish -looking high-walled gardens, within 
which grew the banana and the orange, the loquat and the 
guava, in tropical luxuriance and profusion. These pleasantly- 
secluded retreats were towered over l)y the great fronds of the 
Arattcaria exrelm, and often in the clear summer nights, lights 
and music, graceful flitting shapes and rippling laughter 
mingled effects >vith the gleaming waters of the bay and tlie 
murmuring wave. 

But all tliese things had passed away with the bnn viewe temm 
that is bewailed everywhere and whicli returns no more. Tlie 
merchants had become too rich to live among the haunts of 
commerce ; they had migrated to more newly fashionable 
suburbs, or sailed away across tlie* sea to lose tliernselves in older 
agglomerations of realised wealth and festless hyper -civilisa- 
tion. The gardens had l>ecome too valuable as town allotments 
to be devoted longer to bananas and araucarias. So the walls 
— old, true, massive walls, such as we see in Italian and Spanish 
cities, )3ehind which dark -eyed darasels wait languorous and 
expectant for the soft-hued eve — were pulled down. The glorious 
spreading trees were ruthlessly felled or rooted up — the 
Southern Dryads notwithstanding — and the sacred soil auctioned 
at per foot to make way for a mushroom eruption of stucco 
terraces and panel-gilt villas. 

One of these fine old lofty, many-roomed, double-veran- 
dahed mansions, carefully constructed of great freestone 
blocks, when labour was cheap and leisure abundant had 
been utilised for the use of strangers and pilgrit’ms, ana was 
known as Batty's Hotel. It enjoyed a wide free view over 
the bay and islets of Sydney Harbour, while from the upper 
balconies were visible the grand^and towering masses of the 
North and South Heads— -frowning lofty sandstone capes, through 
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which, by an entrance comparatively narrow and apparently 
more so than in reality, the great liners, the Imge ocean 
steamers, the white sailed fleet of coasters and seagull-fashioned 
yachts, could be seen threading their way into the noblest, 
safest, most pictui^est^ue Jjarbour in the southern hemisphere, 
in the British possessions, in the known world. 

This was one of my favourite bits of amusement and occupa- 
tion wlien I was not sitting or lying on the short thick doub 
grass turf which lined the paved but disused streets which led 
down to the old wharf and to the water’s edge generally. Here 
J would lie by the hour gazing at the moss-grown steps, with 
•heav^y iron'^rings rusting and unused, wherever the light 
])lea.sure boatt?, the gondolas of the South, were wont to be 
tiioorod. In this iicav land, tlie necessary scarcity of ruins makes 
all cxlihccs that savour of decay or vanished greatness inexpres- 
sibly touching to the contemplative wayfarer. In imagination 
I wove romances which flttca the circumstance of their crumb- 
ling porticoes and trade-encumbered apartments, far otherwise 
occupied in the past. I felt myself cast for the part hence- 
forth of a dreamer, a spectator only in the theatre of life. My 
career as an actor, as a probable jevne jyremiei\ wfis past — irre- 
coverably i)ast. Henceforth I should sit mute, anonymous, in 
an unnoticed back seat, listening all unamused to dialogue, the 
musicfthe oft* repeated denouement, until eyes grew dim and 
hearing dulled with age. 

It was a dreary prospect, but what other could I hope to 
realise 'I Mine was not the spirit of tireless philanthropy, which 
could go on toiling for the benefltof the race without enthusiasm 
yet without cessation — ohne J fasten ohne BaMe — till the w'orn 
frame and wearied mind lapsed simultaneously. 

No 1 1 had not so learned the gospel of life, neitlier had I 
practically come to l^elieve that human beings were in a general 
way much the better ffer being helped. The world was full of 
shams and impostors as it was. A large indiscriminating 
cijarity only created its own environment of beggars and alms- 
recipients, as in old times the abbey produced its crop of sturdy 
l)eggars, as tl»e mushroom springs up from the suddenly en- 
riclied and newly watered soil. When I felt aweary of the 
purely sensuous, harmless, convalescent existence that I was at 
present lefiding, 1 could put myself on board a mail steamer, 
and perhaps brace inyseli to active virtue in the sterner clime 
of the historic North. 

There was one of these anachronistic mansions which I 
particularly affected, appealing as it did in the character and 
beauty of its architecture and surroundings at once to my sur- 
viving iesth^ic tastes and to the loneliness of my present 
circumstances ; built upon the natural terrace which sloped 
upward from a lovely and secluded bay, and girt by a larger 
area of grounds, in which a® small portion of the primeval 
wilderness, left wholly undisturbed, had been most artistically 
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blended with every horticultural device which could heighten 
the beauties of nature. 

Much attached to the sight from early association and other 
reasons, the proprietors, colonists of high consideration and 
great wealth, had long resisted the encroaching tide of mere 
commercial enhancement of values which had threatened to 
swallow up their cherished heritage. 

At length, however, the golden flood could be dammed back 
no longer, an enormous price had been accepted for the pro- 
perty, The mansion had been cleared of furniture and now 
lay untenanted. The grounds were no longer ‘kept up,’ and 
though no actual outrage upon the long sacred privacy of the* 
demesne had taken place, the sentence had gone forth and 
Charlotte Bay was doomed. 

There was something in the fa(^ade of the house— a noble 
mansion in the Elizabethan style, built of pale, pink-veined, 
creamy freestone — that strangely reminded me of Allertori 
Court. Otherwise there were no characteristic features in 
common. But memory has a thousand strange ever-recurring 
links and tentacles which cause the heart to stir and tremble at 
the merest chance symbols, to others meaningless as the mid-day 
sun, the evening breeze. 

In this particular instance, 1 had no sooner set eyes upon the 
imposing, almost feudal-seeming pile, standing lonely gran- 
deur amid the strange semi-tropical woodlands, than the 
memories of Allerton Court flasned before mo with such 
suddenness and strength that I could scarce control the im- 

E ulse that urged me to passionate exclamation. So vividly 
efore me 

‘ The old mansion and the accustomed hall, 

And the remembered ch'ambtTS and the place, 

The day, the hour, the sunshine/ and the shade, 

And she, who was his destiny, came hack,’ 

that I sank down upon one of the carved stone benches beneath 
the gloom-greenery of a vast wild fig-tree, which ha<i power i.o 
eclipse the bright noonday sun ; sat down and groaned aloud in 
freshly-summoned agony of spirit. 

Long did I sit there, half reclining in the deep shade and 
solitude well nigh as perfect as wlien, in the previous century, 
the pre- Adamite savage crept through the interlaced boughs in 
pursuit of the wild- wood game. Long hours passed ere my 
throbbing heart commenced to be at rest, and the paroxysms of 
my keen-eflged regretful memories to be lulled. When I arose 
the sun was sinking, the westward flame-page^jits visible in 
dimly burning gold behind the waving spires of the tall feathery- 
stemmed Indian bamboo. Birds were calling to each other from 
haunts deep in these rarely disfurbed solitudes, curiously near 
as they were to the hum and bustle of a large city. Slowly J 
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moved homewards. The waters of the bay, seen over the 
parapet of a low stone wall, without intervening break of fence 
or building, seemed magically mirrored into silver, gem flashing 
with the sunset cloud pageant. Sullenly frowning down upon 
the placid glories of sea and sky, reared itself 'lltan-like the 
great North Head. I paced along a winding avenue leading to 
the outer gate. It was a garden of Armida. Above, below, 
around were masses of briglitly - flowering tropical shrubs. 
Palm trees were mingled with the strange pale-foliaged trees, 
the eucalyptus, casuarina, and banksia. The eaidiest dis- 
coverers had found and named the very spot. A stone bridge, 
.itself almos’l venerable with age, and clasped with close lianas, 
spanned a narrow creek which ran under great fern fronds and 
evergreen moss-velvet bars plashingly to the sea. Insensibly 
the beauty of the hour, the fairy-like strangeness and charm of 
the surroundings, acted as an ancxiyne to my tortured spirit, 
and when I debouched from these sacred groves, as they seemed 
to me, on tp the red gravelled undulating highway, I felt like 
one who had been redeemed from iiis appointed sojourn in 
Elfland, and from whose eyes the glamour tiad fled for aye. 

So strong, however, was the impression left upon me that 
on the morrow and each succeeding day I sought the same 
enchanted spot, and spent amid its shadowy lawns and sunless 
retreiUs the hang l.)right hours of the summer day. The sultry 
eve which in that southern clime lengthens far into the silent, 
clear -hued, starry night often found me still unwilling to 
change the realm of fancy for the abode of men. 

I iiad made myself known to the under gardener, who alone 
lived on the premises, chiefly as a watcli against thieves and 
tramps. By a liberal douceur, I had fixed myself among his 
mental machinery as primarily a species of harmless lunatic 
prone to insens<aUi wanderings, but secondarily as the possessor 
of good clothes and cuM'ent coin, therefore well-intentioned and 
worthy of toleration. 

Thus, though we seldom interchanged a word, an armistice, 
even an acquaintance, was arranged and ratified between us. 
I was sufi’ertid to roam unheeded through every secluded nook, 
every natural fastness, every artificial addendum and improve- 
ment to the grounds. I came to know at length every feature 
of the auiple-seeming demesne, from tlie cave in the natural 
sandstone rock, the tishpond, and the fernery, the bath grotto, 
and the sea wall, to the lawns, where strange flowering bulbs 
grew among tiie close -shorn grass, appearing annually as 
regularly ns the season, and yet with no record of their original 
introduction. I knew every banana tree, the broad, delicate, 
pale green fronds of which were alone to be seen unbroken and 
of peiiect shipe in that sheltered segment of Paradise. I knew 
the birds which dwelt amid the leafy thickets and darkly- 
shaded recesses ; they built tame and unharmed as if on an 
uninhabited island in the South Seas. As I lay luxuriously 
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dfty*dreammg in the mimic -wilderness to which I had become 
so strangely attracted, deeper and yet more deep became the 
feeling daily that in some mvsterious way this lonely romantic 
mansion, these picturesque fragments of a world foreign to all 
the prosaic realities of a sordid modern life, were connected 
with my destiny and that of her who had been during all these 
weary years a loadstone and a beaconlight to my heart — to my 
innermost soul. 

Yes, Ruth, love and worship had alike centred in thee. 
Stormclouds might have obscured thy divinely clear effulgence, 
gross earthly vapours might have iningled with the ethereal 
essence of my spirit homage, but thine image anti thine only*> 
has ever been shrined in this heart. 

As the summer days drew on and the shadows lengthened, I 
made my way for the most part to the boat whari or jetty, 
which, constructed of huge blocks of rough sandstone, had been 
run out into deep water over the shelving sands. This piece of 
simple engineenng interested me greatly. I lov^d to lie at 
length upon the cool flags or sit upon the steps at the end and 
think of how long since the trim delicately-fashioned yachts 
lay at anchor close to it, m hile adown these verv steps, now all 
unused and moss-grown, had light feet tripped, while musical 
voices and the gay converse of youth sounded wliere now alone 
the wavelets oi the rising tide plashed mournfully, or the 
wheeling sea-bird shrilly screamed. 

Hour after hour would I lie at length watching the sunset 
hues as they gradually paled, and the bright tints died out of 
the sky, as from a human face the warm tints when pain or 
grief lias sapped tlie sources of the blood ; the evening breeze 
as it stole wfiisperingly through the darkening shades, stirring 
the leaves whicu fell not the winter through, and fietting the 
silver surface of the great water-plain whicfi lay so still and 
solemn under the star lamps as they gradually grew into golden 
Are from the pale shimmering lights which faintly trembled 
into being amid tlie azure depths. 

Calmness, repose — soothing, consoling to a degree unutterable, 
— did I find tliere in tlie long vigils which I ever and anon kept, 
rousing myself with difficulty at midnight and pacing dreamily 
back to my hotel. As the days wore on and the year hod 
entered upon its second month, that one which is esteemed of 
the highest in temperatures, tlie most scorchingly severe even 
in the fierce summer of the »South, I felt that my spirit had 
entered upon a fresh stage of existence, tliat I had acquired 
anew the strength and endurance of ill which would enable me 
to recreate the fragments of my long past trust in a beneficent 
Providence. 

Gradually, in these day-dreams and midnight rliusings, there 
came to me an immeasurably deep and solemn conviction of the 
folly of resisting the immutable t^^jcrees of Fate. What was 1 — 
what was a nation of such atoms in the sight of the Omnipotent — 
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that one should dare to complain of the preordained, eternally 
immutable course of events ? Were the colossal forces of Nature, 
the dread laws of existence which governed the immensities and 
eternities, to he set fiside that such an. ephemeris as I should 
sport its hour in the sun 1 What were all the ills of life com- 
pared to the furies which were evolved from a man^s own 
conscience 1 These I could confront with clearest countenance. 
For the rest, let worse or better come, I was prepared for all 





CHAPTER XXXVII 


One sultry morn, according to my custom, I sought my favourite 
haunt, to which 1 now considered myself to hold a kind of title, 
and lay dreamily upon the shaded greensward in time southern 
abandon. During the earlier part of the clay the heu-t had been 
intense ; and as 1 thought of the parched uplands of the Oxley, 
at that season so burning and breezeless, I wondered how I 
could have endured so long the Sahara- like summers which 
there prevailed. Here, in this wondrous Eden shade, all sun- 
glare was banished ; the sun rays seemed only to penetrate the 
leafy screc^n to be transmuted into the langum-ous summer 
warmth that was free from all tinge of eai’thly discomfort — a 
lotus-eating, luxurious sensation, nothing more. 

Noon had long passed. Tlic ocean breeze came sighing over 
the burnished wavelets, the yellow shore, the silent groves. 
All nature hasted to revive and rcv(d in the a})proacli of eve. 
I had strolled out to my station on tlie end of the stone pier, 
and mechanically gazed at one of the ocean liners which had 
arrived that day from Europe, and was anchored at no great 
distance. ^ 

I fell to speculating idly upon the intentions and probable 
projects of the passengei’s, who were ('.ven now cominer)cing the 
long, and perchance weari.somc, sojourn of coloni.sation. Were 
they doubting and fearing, or hoping all things, even as I liad 
done in the same long past period whi(;h I could so distinctly 
remember. Then I .saw a boat put off from the ship and row 
towards the shore. 

It was an eve superb in tropical beauty — such a one surely 
that, if placed with absolute correctness upon canvas, would 
provoke the taunts of those critics who condemn all apparent 
richness of colouring as unnaturally heightened, and thus false to 
natu re. The numberless tiny headlands, wooded or greenswarded, 
with shining waveless bays nestled between, harbqurs for fairy 
fleets, the long incline of groves and garden.s, the lawns and 
terraces of which in so many instances seemed crowded!, as in 
old Italian pictures, to the sea Mm, presenting in their half- 
wild, half-cultured condition the eflective contrasts of a new 
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land. The tall araucarias stood columnar on every height, 
giving dignity and ordered beauty to the landscape. The wlaite 
walls of stately mansions and trim villas gleamed, freshly bright 
among the dim woods, sliining like Grecian, temples in the olden 
days of eartli’s glory ; while, as the western sky bexjame gradually 
empurpled and aflame with the gorgeous pageantry of the dying 
sun, an unearthly brilliancy appeared to illumine the scene, 
more akin to theatrical eflects of light and colour than the 
mere summer splendour of tlie hour. 

As the boat was rowed, a fairy bark through a gold-empurpled 
sea, to the shore, being steered, as it seemed to me, on a course 
that would^ bring her nearer than I at first thought to the 
solitary disused pier, I arose and prepared to retire, a 
growing dislike to strangers having become with me intensified 
of late. 

An inexplicable feeling restrained me. I remained. I looked 
earnestly, fixedly, at the occupants of the boat. Besides the 
crew and ,;a,n oflicer of the ship, wdio steered, there were two 
ladies and a gentleman, an elderly man I conjectured from his 
wav of sitting. 

Whether it were fancy or not 1 could not tell, but they 
appeared to be likely to land upon the pier, my pier. After 
spending some time, with stationary boat, in looting long and 
with* interesifc at (Jliarlotte Bay House, the boat moved swiftly 
up to the stone steps, and the man wliom I had correctly taken 
to be an oflicer of the newly-arrived vessel leaped ashore and 
fastened the rope in the boat’s stem to an iron ring aflixed to 
the largest block. 

‘ This is the pla(?e,’ lie said. ‘ This is C/harlotte Bay, .T think 
the most beautiful spot in all our beautiful harbour. The pilot 
said it was for sale ; but if it has not been sold, we shall be able 
to look over it. We have just time to see the house and garden, 
Miss Allerton, before it gets dark. Perhaps this gentleman can 
tell us if we are trespassing ’ 

At the sound of that name, of her name, I drew myself up 
with a sudden impulse, and gazed eagerly at the individuals 
composing the little ])ai ty. An old la(iy, a gray-haired elderly 
man of distinguished air, and a young lady walking feebly and 
closely veiled. Gracious Lord ! Gould it be ? Had the God 
of infinite mercy and wisdom heard my prayers, and did I again 
behold my lost love in this half-enchanted wild, on the strange 
far land on which I never dreamed that her foot should j^rcss'l 

‘No one will prevent you,’ said 1, quietly, to the sailor, a 
bright-eyed, stalwart youngster, one of those gallant ofi’shoots 
of the old Norse brood, whom the Motherland sends out yearly 
on the decks of her still increasing fleet to j)lant her standard 
and win new empires on the furthest bounds of the round 
world, 

‘ The young lady wishes -to see the house~a fancy of hers 
puts her in mind of home,’ he said in exx)lanation to me, as of 
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a matter in which he scarcely, but for courtesy^s sake^ sym- 
pathised. ‘ Perhaps you know the paths hereabouts— -they are 
not quite plain sailing 

I bowea and walked ahead, closely followed by the whole 
party. I had felt too deeply agitated to think of making myself 
known as yet. I could not see her face, but I fastened my eyes 
on the form, the outlines of which I so well knew. 

‘ What a beautiful house 1 ’ said the young lady, for the first 
time drawing up her veil. ‘What a delicately-coloured stone; 
and oh, what a fairy land of a garden. How glad I am that 
we came to this country, darling mother, though I am 
afraid you and my father do not share all my rapttre. I feel 
as if I must soon get well now. 1 am ever so* much better 
already.* 

‘ My darling,* said dear old Mrs. Allerton, ‘ your father and 
1 live only for you. You do not need to be told that. And 
this certainly is a most beautiful place, and the climate deli- 
ciously mild when it is not too hot. Put what made you take 
such a fancy to come and see this particular house? There 
seem to be many beautiful ones on the shores of the harbour.’ 

‘Don’t you know, mother dearest ; surely you see,’ she 

said. ‘ Wliy, that part of the southern wing is just like the one 
at Allerton Court. It has a tiny rose garden and lawn just 
like the one the new gardener made for me tha year h% left 
England. Oh, I cannot tell why, but the feeling came over me 
at once as I saw it from the ship that in some sort of way con- 
nected Here ward with this house — the one I saw in my dream 
the week before we left England.* 

‘But, Ruth dearest, you said just now that this house put 
you in mind of the old Court,* said the Squire. 

I thought the frank face changed, the form aged, the bold, 
undoubting, fearless regard altered, and my heart sank as 
an inward monitor suggested that I wac not wholly without 
responsibility for the decadence. 

‘Oh, but I told you at the time, my own good daddy, that 
the house I saw in my dream, where we should hear of or meet 
with Hereward, was like Allerton Court. Indeed, I never 
expected to see any house half so beautiful as this at the other 
side of the world. I feel convinced that this is the very place. 
My hope is renewed now that we may see him shortly ; then all 
doubt will be explained and disappear.’ 

‘God grant it,* said the Squire fervently. ‘But for your 
health’s sake, my darling, we should never have taken this long 
voyage, which now seems to me the wisest thing we could have 
done. But the stars are coming out. How large and bright 
they are. We must get back to our good ship. Wq, shall be all 
sorry to leave her to-morrow.* 

During this conversation I stood like a being of another 
planet. I felt as might the fabled possessor of the ring of Gyges, 
as though, myself invisible, I was privileged to see the acts and 
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hear the speech of those who wei’e to me at present the most 
important personages on the earth's surface. 

They knew me not. How should they in that dim half- 
shadowy atmosphere connect the tall bronzed muscular man 
with the fair-faced English stripling who had quitted England 
nearly seven years since. 

And now my prayers had been granted, though in a way 
that in my blindness I had never for one moment thought or, 
deeming it a thing impossible that the Squire and Mrs. 
Allerton, representatives of those English families which 
seem firmly rooted as their ancestral oaks, should ever set foot 
upon Australian soil. Yet, though I felt a well-nigh irresistible 
impulse to declare myself at tlie first moment when the well- 
known voice fell like long-remembered music upon my ears— 
the face which to me was as that of a seraph’s was again pre- 
sented to my astonished gaze — ^yet another feeling equally 
strong caused me, inexplicable as it may seem, to hesitate and 
finally to rpfrain. 

when Kuth’s veil was lifted it was at once apparent to me 
that the almost transparently delicate features, the pathetic ex- 
pression of the bright wistful eyes, the too slender though still 
graceful form, betokened but too surely the recent inroad of 
disease. W ithout doubt a happier period of change and improve- 
mentihad setjn, most probably with the voyage. Still 1 read 
but too plainly in the undisguised anxiety with which both the 
Squire and his wife regarded their cliarge end her every move- 
ment that but a short period must have elapsed since the most 
torturing pliase of fear and doubt had existed for them with 
regard to her very life. And dared I now hazard, in whatever 
slight degree, that precious, that inestimable ^ift of heaven, 
the healtli of this fragile maiden ? Had I said impulsively, ‘ I 
am Hereward Pole,’ what nervous injury to an already weakened 
frame might not tiie sadden shock have x^roduced ? 

No — self-command must still be mine. They 
were to leave the vessel to-morrow, and I should have no 
diiiiculty in discovering their hotel, if indeed they did not 
come to Batty’s and locate themselves beneath the same roof as 
myself. 

in a few moments the plash of oars told me that they had 
sought the protection of the noble ship whicli had brought them 
across the ocean in safety. As favoured passengers they had 
been made welcome to stay during their convenience after their 
arrival in port. To-morrow I gathered that they had decided 
to establish themselves for a season in Sydney. 

They had departed, 1 was left alone to determine upon mv 
comm Wonderful and astonishing as were the events which 
had now nlanifested themselves, they had not confused my 
brain ; rather I had felt more cool and composed than at any 
time since the commencemeiJb of my misfortunes. 

, I could see it all now. Part of the history I read alight in 
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the face of my own beloved Ruth when I had the first brief 
glance of her countenance at Charlotte Bay. There was graved 
the whole tale of my unanswered letter, of the silence and un- 
certainty under which I had languished so long. 

This was the key to the mystery. Strong in her immortal 
love she had borne all too patiently, and with mute inward 
struggling against the gnawing worm of grief, tlie pangs of 
doubt and fear, her brave pure spirit had been loath to suc- 
cumb. Then her health hacf suffered, nearer and nearer still to 
tlie dark bourne had her fragile frame, the tremulous casket of 
the love-lamp, drifted. 

The Squire had suddenly decided as the most* direct and 
satisfactory method by which the mystery could* be solved to 
set sail for Australia. Once there it would be comparatively 
easy to find out the rights of the matter. My character, my 
acts would be then manifested clearly. If my career had been 
stainless, then my name and fame would for ever be established. 
If not, for her sake, for all our sakes, it were better that no 
further doubt or hope should exist. 

Their necessary preparations, though serious, were not com- 
plex or numerous. The family was small. Be sure that the 
Squire had the right kind of man as bailiff by whom the i:)ro- 
perty could be managed, and rents handed over to his agent. 
The voyage of course was long, possibly tedious. But what 
were wind and wave or unaccustomed travel to the fact that 
health and happiness might again be the portion of their beloved 
daughter. 

It should be well understood before we take these impru- 
dent unconventional people to task for tlieir incredulity and 
indulgent weakness that they had no other aim or proieict in 
life but to see the happiness of this child of their heart’s best 
love fully assured ere tney themselves passed away. Strange as 
it may appear, and eccentric to the verge of lunacy, they did 
actually believe that mutual love, based upon simple natural 
predilection would, if circumstances permitted its fruition, 
result in perfect happiness, or as near to that ideal condition 
as mortals here below ever aspire to. Money, position, fasliion- 
able brevet, rank and coiisitieration, they had the clearness of 
vision to regard as the trifles in the gre^it tragedy of human 
destiny. They were prepared, even if they found in Hereward 
Pole a toiling unsuccessful man, discouraged by ill fortune, and 
despairing of tlie long-desired goal, yet straining onward as 
through the dashing wave and gathering storm the seaman 
gazes at the swaying symbol, to stand by the promise made to 
him. If they had found me thus toiling honourably, poor, yet 
loyal to the vow in making which I loft England^ they would 
have said — 

‘ Come biick with us and be as a son in our old age ; there is 
the love of your youth, in her e^res tnith in absence is still 
shining. Come with us across the wandering seat. Let us see 
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our children happy in this short life of ours, in the old home 
where your place is still vacant/ 

So much of the end had now come. My eyes had seen the 
sight I had never imagined in wildest fantasy, the denizens of 
Allerton Court actually domiciled in the South. All was well 
All was tending in the direction of my dearest hopes. On the 
morrow I should seek out their residence, and presenting myself 
before the Squire, invite him to search into the records of my 
goldfield life, and form his own conclusions as to the allegations 
made against me. I at least should not shrink from the closest 
scrutiny — my conscience was unclouded. 

. But apart from any doubt which might arise with reference 
to these considerations, a terrible and paralysing fear arose in 
my mind lest, after all, all plans and projects might come too 
late. Wliat if the insidious wasting disease, tlie unseen foe 
that mocks the hues, the aspirations, the sanguine confidences 
of health, should iirove inexorable — if death should claim his 
victim cveq in the arms of love ! 

I had seen the pallor of lluth’s beloved face even in the few 
moments at Charlotte Bay ; had noticed the slow weariness of 
her step — that step that was wont to be so light, so fairy- 
tripping adown the wmodland paths of her home. 

Was 1 doomed after all, when my earthly treasure had been 
bornew to me across the waste of ocean, tc stand sadly by and 
watch the gradual fading of this floweret of Paradise// What 
would be my agony were her pure spirit to exhale now, pre- 
maturely wafted to the realms of bliss ! And what a pilgrimage 
w’ould be ours were the sorrowing parents, with myself, to cross 
the ocean horneward-houiid, wdth every mile of wave and foam 
increasing the distance between us and tljo grave which held 
all we loved or could ever again love on earth ! 

Then I reviewed ray owui prospects. Would my altered form 
and face have power 4o rekindle the torch of lo\'e, or would I 
find a foe in the ideal of my own personality which had so long 
been cherishetl in lluth’s gentle breast"? Had the sterner traits 
of manhood, the traces of toil, hard fortune, and anxiety worn 
away all the bright huus of youth, all the fabled graces of the 
halcyon time that memory unwillingly recalled 1 1 knew not. 
But the very doubt causexl me fresh pain. 

I passed a sleepless night, and as the east slowly, almost 
imperccn>tibly, raised a bank of pearls amid the gray dim cloud 
wrack, 1 was pacing feverishly adown the balcony watching the 
gray plain or ocean gradually beam into life. As the long 
tremulous gold line gleamed in shimmering ripples across the 
l>ale wavelets of the slumbering main, no sign of that daily 
miracle, the inarvelloiis birth of dawn from night and chaos, 
escaped me. Tfie life of the great city, as if painfully, awoke 
and stirred and laboured. fScabirds, and light graceful boats 
with sails as wdiite and spee(f as free, swept over the enfran- 
chised sea-plain. A huge steamer came through the harbour 
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portals breasting the churning waves, and throbbing as if with 
pride throughout her mighty frame. Power, freedom, and 
volition seemed granted to all but mo, as if by some magic 
spell, upon the folding of the trailing garments of the night. I 
alone felt aweary of the sun, sadly distrusting what the day 
had in store for me. I strolled down to one of the hermitages 
which once were piers and bath-houses, and casting myself 
recklessly into the briny water swam far out into the bay, only 
returning when forced to own to myself that the long swim 
had taxed even my practised muscles. But the tone of my 
nervous system was braced and renovated by the exercise, and 
I felt strengthened for the endurance of the day s rfideal. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 


I CONSUMED the first hours of the morning in a quest among 
the large hotels, those modern caravanserais where the solvent 
stranger in a new land chiefly finds a home. To my great 
surprise I found no trace of the Allerton family. I sought with 
gradually increasing anxiety. In vain I hurried round the city 
at the utmost speed that my hansom cabman, stimulated by 
wild offers of increased payment, could sustain. Apparently no 
such persons existed among the travelbng public, easy to trace 
as European passengers of distinction generally are in Sydney. 

I cursed mw negligence in not procuring their address^ from 
the officers or the Somersetshire^ who no doubt had heard of 
the S(juire’s destination, and were certain to be entertained by 
him after landing. 

As a last resource I tliought of the (^lubs. Of course-how 
dull I was not to have known that the Squire must have intro- 
ductions, which would secure his being at once made an 
honorary member of the Australian or the Junction. 

Driving up to the senior establishment I dashed into the 
hall, and with an air f)f anxiety which evidently puzzled the 
waiter inquired if Mr. Allerton was a member, and, if so, at 
present in the liouse 1 

That seraph in livery replied deliberately, but in accents to 
me resembling the music of the spheres, 

‘Hon’rary member, sir. Mr. Allerton have just gone into 
the billiard-room, sir. What name shall I say ? Please to walk 
into the strangers’ room, sir.’ 

I almost tottered as I entered an apartment which conveyed 
no idea of the proverbial luxuriousness of club upholstery. 
Seizing a pen. I scribbled ‘Here ward Pole’ upon a sheet of 
note paper ana handed it to the angelic messenger. 

I stood before the fireifiace bracing niy nerves, like one who 
awaits the dfead summons of fate, striving in vain to appear 
cool and collected. I roused myself after a few seconds with 
the consciousness that I had done no wrong ; nay, had indeed 
achiev^ the task which in "ftie pride of my youth I had so 
lightly set myself to accomplish. 
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In another moment the quick active step sounded in my ears, 
which I remembered so well in the corridors of Allerton Court. 
The door opened, and the Squire stood before me. ^ , 

He gazed for one moment at me with strange, unrecognising . 
air ; then his frank features lighting up with their old kindly 
expression, he exclaimed — 

^ Good God I Hereward, my boy, is it you at last ? And to 
think that I should not have known you. By Jove ! though, 
what a man you have grown,* 

He was holding out his hand, which I shook warmly. What 
memories did that touch evoke. I tried to speak, but no word 
would come. The tears rolled down my cheeks ak if indeed I" 
had been the sensitive boy he remembered at the old Kentish 
village, against whom he never dreamed of guarding as a suitor 
for his daughter’s love. 

Mr. Allerton looked steadfastly at me with an eye still bright 
and piercing in its regard. Then his face softened still more, 
and he turned away his head visibly affected. 

‘My dear boy,’ he said at length, ‘there need be but few 
words between us. That I have doubted, I frankly confess. 
Appearances were against you. I see before me, in spite of all 
that has come and gone, the same true-hearted fellow that left 
old England, and that I was proud to call my son. But come 
along outside. My heart is too full for talk in a house. Let us 
have a stroll in this lovely sea- park of yours.’ 

In a few moments we were passing along the avenue which 
leads towards the Bay, bordered on the hither side by shining 
tropical-foliaged trees, comparatively old, through the stately 
pieasaunce which a former governor reserved for tlie citizens 
of the nation yet unborn. iSafe from interruption, and shut 
out from all sounds but the low wliisperijig of the great fern 
fronds and thick - massed foliage, stirred by the faint ocean 
breeze, I poured out my heart as to a father, soon convincing 
the placable and trusting Squire of the falsehood of all asper- 
sions upon my loyalty and truth. 

I roughly sketched the circumstances of my mining career, 
describing my companions and detailing the history from tirst 
to last of my friendship with Jane Mangold, fated to so tragic 
an ending. 

‘Poor girl, and poor boy, too,’ said the kiiid-heaH>ed Squire, 

‘ you have had a hard time of it ; your gold has not been 
cheaply purchased. 1 am glad tliat scoundrel will be hanged at 
any rate. I am not sure but that you would have done as well 
to have stuck by old England in the long run. And we, that 
is poor Iluth and ourselves, should have been spared more misery 
than I can tell.’ ^ 

‘ Many a time and oft I have repented, Squire, that I ever 
left the Leys; but youth is rash. The hazards that le.fid to 
fortune will never lack volunteeiV. from Britain.’ 

‘Well, I suppose we mustn’t grumble. It has made a man of 
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you,’ he said, looking admiringly at my broad shoulders and 
stalwart £rame. * I hardly thought you would spread out into 
such a heavy-weight champion. It must be a fine climate. 
Hard work seems to have agreed with you at all events. I 
wonder if Ruth will know you ? ’ 

‘ She did not recognise me at Charlotte Bay yesterday,’ I said, 

‘ but it was late.’ 

‘ Yesterdav—was that you ? Good heavens 1 ’ cried out the 
Squire, deeply moved, ‘ what an astonishing, almost incredible, 
coincidence. I shall believe in dreams all my life after. Did 
you hear what she said about the house she saw in her dream 
.before she kft England 'I ’ 

‘I did catoh something of the sort,’ I answered, ‘but her 
dear face so enthralled me when she raised her veil that the full 
sense of her speech was lost upon me.’ 

‘ Most strange — passing strange,’ mused the Squire. ‘ There 
is nothing wonderful in her not knowing you yesterday. 1 had 
not the rerqotest idea of you other than as a perfect stranger, 
though courteous and considerate as we all agreed.’ 

I smiled. 

‘ When did the dream occur ? ’ 

‘Before we quitted England. We were debating the ques- 
tion of leaving for Australia, a most unlikely thing to have 
happened, yoq must confess, when our poor girl, then hardly 
recovered from a terrible attack of brain fever, informed her 
mother and myself that slie had had a dream of astonishingly 
clear and circumstantia] nature. That she had seen a stately 
stone mansion, unique and remarkable of appearance, standing 
on the shore of a southern harbour, embosomed in a strangely 
beautiful garden ; t/iat she hid seen yoxi lying on a stone bench 
under a vast wide-growing shady tree with tropical foliage' 

‘That has been literally true, during every day of the last 
montli,’ I answered. ‘*But how almost incredibly strange that 
the vision should have been so presented to her.’ 

‘ Once I should have classed such a matter,’ said the Squire 
solemnly, ‘with frivolous fanciful imaginings and harmless 
delusions ; but of late I have learned tliat tliere are more 
things ’twixt heaven and earth than were dreamt of in my 
philosophy. I am in that respect, perhaps in others also, a 
changed man.’ 

‘ And wiiat fixed your determination to cross the sea ? ’ 1 said. 

‘ I should never have believed it if 1 had not seen you all in 
the flesh. The Dryads at Allerton Court must have wailed 
audibly.’ 

‘ It was a wrench, God knows,’ said the Squire, ‘ but one will 
do much for life —and our life is bound up in the welfare of our 
beloved chil3. She, poor dear, clung to her dream-revelation 
as though it had been gospel. And as the idea had given her 
fresh hope, and the doctor cotihselled change of scene, we made 
the plunge. And,’ continued the Squire, looking kindly in my 
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fao© and then at the blue waters of the bay, over which the 
white-sailed boats were darting before the western* breeze, ‘I 
shall never regret the step. Now I declare I have talked till i 
am hungry and thirs^ both. Come home with me and plead 
your own cause with Kuth. We are in lodgings.’ 

‘ That accounts for my not finding you. I made so sure you 
would be at one of the hotels, and was half inclined to go back 
to the Somersetshire to find out if I had not been dreaming in 
my turn that I met you at Charlotte Bay.’ 

‘ Why did you not make yourself known then ‘I ’ commenced 
the Squire ; but looking at my face he read the answer, and 
went on. ‘A natural feeling on your part, my bfty, quite of a 
piece with your old self. 1 see the digging and all that has 
not changed Hereward Pole much. In poor liuth’s delicate 
state — for though slie is quite a new creature now, she had to 
be carried on board ship — the shock might have had ill efiects. 
Still I think you will find her more or less prepared — thanks to 
this wonderful dream.’ 

‘ And what was your fancy for lodgings ? I almost thought 
you would go to Batty’s w^here I am staying. Nothing could be 
more delightful or more luxuriously commodious.’ 

‘Well, the fact was that one of our fellow-passengers, who 
hailed from Sydney, recommended our present abode so strongly, 
the lady being the retired widow of a military officer he .knew, 
and a most estimable person, that w'e took his advice. So our 
address is 580 Macquarie Street, where my wife is spoiled and 
Kuth petted as if Mrs. Pemberton was her great aunt.’ 

‘ I have heard of Mrs, Pemberton,’ I said. ‘You could not lx? 
in better quarters, and as dearest Ruth’s health 1 could see had 
grievously suffered ’ 

‘ You say truly, my dear boy ; nay more, she has been raised 
up almost from the grave, but by God s great mercy she has 
improved in health and strength almost .from the very hour we 
began the voyage; so perhaps from this lovely land, where all 
things are new and interesting to her, she will return fully 
renovated. It only needed in my opinion that she should have 
her faith in you justified. Come and tell her so.’ 

It was not deemed advisable even now to risk a sudden inter- 
view. The Squire confided the important news of my arrival 
and rehabilitation to his wife, who with prudent limitations 
imparted it to her daughter. Finally my long-lost, long-loved 
faithful one was told that I was come, was actually in the house 
— that I awaited her in the next room. 

The door opened, slie came foi-ward. One glance was suffi- 
cient. No need of careful searching inquiry of feature for love’s 
swift vision. 

* Oh, Hereward ! oh, my love ! and do we then meet again ? 
God is indeed merciful,’ were her faltering yet eager woms as 
she sank fainting in my arms. Ilsupported her to a couch, and 
there, with her head leaning on my shoulder, we sat steeped in 
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bliss so rarely i^anted to lovers in this changeful world. Sorrow 
and trial -had disappeared ; our passion, which had been tried 
and tested as by dre, was still fervent as ever after the lapse of 
years. I had wrested from fortune her favours and smiles. 
Our hopes were about to be crowned with triumphant, if long 
delayed, fruition. 

The happy moments lengthened to hours, which fled un- 
heeded, and still we sat hand clasped in hand as she listened 
with deepest interest to the tale of chequered existence, until, 
fearful of her failing strength, I commenced to use my new- 
born authority by vowing that the Dinarzade business must be 
. over for that day. 

‘ I could listen for even love,’ she said. ‘What romance could 
be half so interesting as nereward’s real adventures to his poor 
Ruth. Poor Kuth ! Poor Lucy Ashton ! How often have I 
thought of you as my ab.sent Edgar llavenswood. Never has 
my heart wavered • but, unlike her, I liad the best, the most 
tender of p/irerits ; but for them I should have died. I am not 
strong now ; but oh, if you had seen the shadow I was a year 
since.’ 

• ‘But you will be strong again, my darling,’ I said. ‘In this 
fair new land the soft airs and bright hues will work a magic 
charm, which my love will deepen,’ I wdiispered. 

‘ Darling,’ ^he said, clas])ing my bronzed face with both her 
delicate lily hands. ‘ 1 know tliat I shall be restored to my old 
self. I feel assured of it by some inw^ard feeling. The cloud is for 
ever lifted from my life. F rom the morning after I dreamed about 
that house— it will ever l^e The House Beautiful to me, I shall 
love it till I die — I liave felt iny.self a new creature. And now 
it has come true. My love was there, even wliile 1 gazed upon it, 
and now we are here together — the love of Jong ago is illumined. 
I am too happy to die. Death has no power over those whom 
joy transforms.’ ,, 

We were aroused at length by !Mrs. Allerton, who came to 
suggest that dinner could not be more than ten minutes dis- 
tant ; that the Squire, on learning the hour at which we re- 
turns from the domain, had refused on principle to partake of 
lunch ; that, as he was vralking up and down on the balcony, 
frequently consulting his watcli, punctuality on this occasion 
mignt be judicious. 

‘ Poor, dear old* Pappy ! ’ said Ruth. ‘ It is a long time since 
he gave me a lecture on punctuality at meals, as he occasionally 
did at home, for reading up to the last minute, and coming 
down after the guests luul assembled.’ 

‘ It is a good sign,’ said the kind old lady, with a sigh and a 
tender look at her daughter. ‘ 1 hope you will follow papa’s 
example at •dinner, though I must say you have been a very 
good girl of late. Your country, Hereward, will have the credit 
of cunng her. I had no ideajbhat you were so civilised, I must 
say/ 
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‘ Many English people, my dear Mrs. Allerton, think that we 
Australians are just emerging from barbarism. I hope to show 
you some things and places which will bear describing when 
you return.’ 

‘ Oh, I promise you we are not going back till we have seen 
all that is to be seen/ said Kuth. ‘ I find that I am passionately 
fond of travelling now tliat I have fairly commenced ; and I 
love this country for vour sake and all the people in it, except 
the. bushrangers, ana they might have been worse when one 
comes to think, poor fellows. 1 intend to go to the mines to 
begin with.’ 

^ You may go anywhere you like, my darling/ saifi the Squire, 
who now entered the room, ‘ as long as you eat your three meals 
a day with a becoming appetite. There goes the dinner bell at 
last. How any one can be as hungry as I am this moment, with 
the thermometer at 85“ in the shade, is more than I can make 
out. I should never have believed it in England. I wonder if 
they have got any of those delicious gai-fism for us which we 
had at breaKfast ? ’ 

I had realised the ancestral paradise. A child of Adam, 
vicariously driven forth from tho.se wondrous shades, those 
emerald lawns wet with heaven’s first dews, the woods and 
waters of a world fresh from its Maker’s hand I had- been 
suffered to re-enter. The angel-guardcd i:>ortals, rendered in- 
visible to mortals since that day of expulsion, as goes the 
mediaeval legend, swung wid(? for me. To me, alone blest among 
mortals, was it vouchsafed that I should wander amid groves 
hallowed by the pre.sence of a pure and perfect love, gazing in 
the eyes of an Eve pure from every stain of mortal sin, as her 
guileless untempted prototype. 

Day after day Kuth and I fetrolled together adown the 
endlessly varied woodland paths witlk> but . the whispering 
surge -voices for all friendly auditorj^ We watched the moon 
rise over the silver lakelets of the harbour, or threaded the 
mazes of the great garden-park, as tlie sun drooped low amid 
the empurpled splendour of the wave. At such moments life 
seemed distilled into a draught of supernal hapxjiness at which 
we trembled. 

The days, while we gazed, glided. Tlie summer waned, and 
the long-arawn lingering light insensibly yielded a longer in- 
terval to the soft appeals of night. My darling’s strength 
returned apace, her step regained its elasticity, her voice the 
fuller rounded tone which, though subdued in ordinary moods, 
I remembered so well. 

Meanwhile the Squire and Mrs. Allerton wer^ not wholly 
unamused. The former made numerous acquaintances at the 
Australian Club, and even took short excursions into the 
country, where he looked with deepest interest upon the high- 
bred nerds and flocks and studs of noble horses which Imc 
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flourished under scientific cultui'e so far, strange to say, from 
old England, 

‘Most astonishing, tr*uly wonderful country, tins Australia 
of yours, itiy boy,’ he would say to me on his return from these 
excursions. ‘ K ever could have believed that such stock could 
have been produced out of England— and on grass, nothing but 
grass, too, that’s wiiat beats me ; no i-oots, no hay, no cake 1 
How they do it I can’t tell. It’s the climate, I suppose, 
and their being able to run out all the year round. If we 
had such soil and climate in England our farmers would get 
, too rich.’ ^ 

‘ But the lal^our, you forget that. Squire,’ said I mischievously. 
‘You don’t pay your ploughmen and hinds a pound a week, 
with board and lodging, and fuel thrown in. ’ 

‘Ah,’ said the Squire meditatively, ‘there’s something in 
that. The weekly wages bill at Allerton Court would mount 
up if we paid at such rates. But it’s a splendid country, a 
magnificeni? country. If I was a youn^ man and hadn’t my 
bread and butter ready cut and spread tor me, like some folks, 
I’d emigrate. It’s the only career for a youngster of spirit, I 
can see that now\’ 

‘ So i)oor Hereward did the right thing after all, daddy? ’ said 
Ruth, ^putting her hand into the Squire’s, and nestling her head 
agains't his shbulder. ‘And yet I know some people who said 
he was so foolish to leave England.’ 

‘ Of course he did, pussy, and so did we do right in coming 
here to hunt him up. Tliere’s no knowing what might have 
iiappened else. And I know one obstinate young lady whose 
cheeks are beginning to look very much rounder than they did. 
It must be the fish or the fresh bread and butter, or ’ 

‘ Happiness, my dear old father, pure happiness,’ said Ruth, 
blushing and throwing^her arms around that most indulgent of 
men. ‘ The doctor in England, you know, said if my mind could 
be at rest, that health would certainly follow. And here,’ she 
continued, taking my hands with botli of hers, ‘I have found 
peace and happiness, if such are permitted on earth.’ 

‘To that God, who in His infinite mercy has brought this to 
pass, and to whom our prayers have ever been raised, even in 
our deepest anguish, be all the praise,’ said the soft loving voice 
of Mrs. Allerton, who had joined us noiselessly. 

And from every heart, as from every voice, in tones of 
deepest gratitude and sincerity, rose to heaven the prayer of 
thanksgiving. 

It was arranged that the whole party should remain in 
Sydney until tlie approach of the mild Australian winter, when 
by quitting tXese southern shores for England, we should reach 
home either in the merry month of May, or when leafy J une 
had summoned the full glory cf a northern summer. 

To employ a portion 01 that interval, and at the ardent 
entreaty of Ruth, I finally consented to guide the whole party 

z 
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to the Oxley diggings, wliere their full comprehension of one 
section of Australian enterprise would certainly be effected. 

For several reasons, it may well be imagined, I had no great 
liking for the arrangement. I had quitted the scene or my 
labours ostensibly for ever. Customary, even exceptionally 
farewell rites haa been performed. There would be a species 
of awkwardness in re-appearing upon the scene after my social 
demise. 

I was to play also the new character of a gentleman at large 
in the company of distinguished visitors from Europe, one of 
whom would be speedily known to be rny alliancedj.)!*ide.^ 

Such difficulties ana awkwardnesses as there were in the 
way, I had full confidence that I should surmount. ^ But there 
were difficulties, even probable embarrassments, which the un- 
relieved doke far niente of my recent life disinclined me to 
encounter. 

I made more than one attempt to dissuade my wilful princess 
from the enterprise. I exaggerated the discomfot ts. I used 
the customary English arguments: *it was a rough place, 
and not, perhaps, exactly fitted for people of her delicate 
nature,’ etc. 

But she turned the tfibles upon me by saying— 

* Oh, now you are untrue to your good comrades and friends. 
I am ashamed of you. Besides, you told me that there were 
quantities of such very nice people there. I want to see the 
Commissioner, and Mr. Merlin, and Mr. Bright, besides that 
delightful Major, and my old acquaintances Jack and Joe 
Bulder. I reineniber Joe quite well, frightening the rooks at 
sixpence a week for farmer Giles. In a word, 1 want to see the 
romance of the goldfields before I leave Australia, and see it 
I will’ 

Here ray future proprietress stamped her foot, and looked so 
deliciously incongruously fierce that we all laughed. 

‘ Who would have thought that this was the little pale girl 
that was carried on board ship?’ said tlie Squire, patting her 
cheek with intense pride and satisfaction, ‘My darling, you 
must not take us to the Soutli l^ole, because it is as cold as the 
North one, though you might not think so ; but we will go with 
you to the end of the world if you will only keep strong enough 
to order us about. Hereward, my V>oy, you’ll liave to take out 
three more Miners’ Bights, I see.’ 

This joke, in which the Squire with pardonable exultation 
displayed his knowledge of Australian institutions, brought 
down the house, so to speak, and for the first time, half -seriously, 
realising the fact that feminine steadfastness of character may 
demonstrate itself in more directions than one, I surrendered 
unconditionally, and prepared mentally for a newly-flavoured 
experience of goldfields life. 
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Mrs. Allerton, liko most elderly ladies wlio have led carefully- 
regulated existences in the ancestral mansions of an English 
county, was not blessed with much curiosity. She held that the 
inconvenieticlis of travel more than counterbalanced its advan- 
tages, and, somewhat to our joint relief, made up her mind to 
stay where she was. In the la<ly of the house she found a most 
pleasant well-iiifoi'med companion, ready to afford her every 
kind of information about Australia without going off the 
balcony. Slie feared naturally the altogether untried hazards 
of a ’coach jcmrney, and distrusted a goldfield as something 
between a mining camp and a barricade. Thus she pleased 
herself and contented every one by giving us three full permis- 
sion to conduct the journey on our own responsibility, and re- 
maining in Macquarie Street till our return. 

‘Now that dearest Ruth is so strong/ she said to me, ‘and 
her fatluu’ and you are in charge, I think every change must 
benefit her. As for mo, I feel quite at home with Mrs. 
Pemberton. I never thought hot weather would agree with 
me so.^ • 

So, partly l)y rail, partly by coach, we made the eventful 
journey, and much to my relief the latter part of the adventure 
was free fi'om any of the contrefernpf^ wliieh occasionally happen 
to the best regulated stage companies. The coaches were not 
unphjasantly crowded, nor were there any inebriated per- 
sonages involuntarily obnoxious and impossilffe to ([uell except 
by the strong measure of leaving them heJiind. 

We liad scarcely reached the grand Alpine chain of mountains 
which divides the coast lands from the interior plateaux, .ere 
the greater fr’cshness and dryness of the atmosphere was sen- 
sibly felt by my companions. Ruth's spirits seemed to rise with 
every change of scene, and the appearance of the country, the 
open park-lilte forest, the flocks wliich fed by the roadside, with 
such strange Arcadians in charge, the occasional droves of 
cattle with" their attendant |tock-riders, the packhorses, the 
swagman, pipe in mouth, stepping cheerily along the highway, 
all these characteristic scenes and sounds of a far land, were 
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to her and to the Squire sources of unfailing surprise and 
interest. 

‘ How diiTerent all these people look from our labouring hinds 
and villagers generally/ said Ruth. ^Nobody looks poor, 
nobody looks depressed or dependent. You have no poor in 
Australia, have you, Hereward ? ’ 

‘ We have plenty of people who haven’t any money,’ I say, 

‘ but one could hardly speak of them correctly as the poor ” in 
the collectively contemptuous way we used to do in England.^ 
‘That’s because it’s always warm here.’ (‘Is it though?’ 
interjected I.) ‘ People can't bo really poor unless they have no 
fuel and very few clotlies as well as hardly any foodf Now look 
at that man making such a nice lire witli drv wood in abund- 
ance. What is he doing that for? he canT want to warm 
himself.’ 

‘ He is going to lx)il a quart potful of water to make himself 
some tea. He has probably some bread and meat in his pouch. 
Off these, with the tea, he will make a sufficient meal, after 
which he will walk ten, twelve, or fifteen miles as the case 
may be.’ 

‘Why don’t they drink beer?’ said the Squire. ‘Our 
washerwomen and ladies’ maids are the only people who drink 
tea in that way in England.’ 

‘Beer is neither so cheap, so portable, nor S(t wholesome a 
drink in all weathers and seasons. Bread, meat, and tea carry 
the Australian labourer from one side of the continent to the 
other, not but what they drink beer and strong liquors, gener- 
ally, with all too little unreserve when they can get them.^ 

‘And suppose our friend’s store runs out, and his money, what 
does he do then ? ’ asked the Squire. 

‘Present himself at the first sheep or cattle station at the 
time of sunset, wiiere he receives the dole of food and lodging 
for one night, almost as a matter of right.’ 

‘And can he do this for any length of time?’ 

‘ Virtually, the time is unlimited-- until he obtains work to 
his taste. If the employment or wages do not suit him he will 
walk hundreds of miles before taking service.’ 

‘So that, practically, the proprietors support a strike against 
themselves, by giving sustenance to labourers wlio perhaps have 
decided not to accept their r*ate of wages.’ 

‘ It amounts to something of the sort. But, at the same time, 
it brings the labour to their doors, even at the outskirts oi 
civilisation. In the main, any differences of opinion on these 
points between pastoral proprietors and their employees ar- 
range themselves easily.’ 

‘ And have you ever travelled* in that way, Heijeward ? ’ said 
my fair questioner, looking with the deepest interest, as the 
driver was walking his liorses un a hill, at the wayfarer sitting 
down on a log and commencing ms repast. 

‘Dozens of times, between one diggings and another, when we 
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were hard up — there was nothing else for it. You should hear 
some of the Major’s stories.’ 

‘ Poor Hereward ! ’ said the girl, looking into my face with the 
deepest tenderness and commiseration. * How much you have 
undergone, and for my sake 1 We must try and make it up to 
him, shall we not, papa ^ ’ 

‘You mustn’t think that sort of thing the worst part of our 
life,’ I said, ‘ any man with moderate health and constitution 
may laugh at such hardships under a sky as blue as this. 
Anxiety, settled bad luck, sickness, debt, doubt of your ability 
bo pay just demands, other misfortunes, these are the true evils 
of a miner’ll life. And from these,’ I said, taking her delicate 
hand in mine*, ‘ we may now, without boasting, say that Here- 
ward Pole is freed for ever.’ 

‘Quit^ so,’ said the Squire. ‘A young fellow just about to 
be married to a young woman, who has been waiting for him 
for half a dozen years, who has made a fair fortune by his own 
exertions, aijd has an old father-in-law who believes in him, has 
a very fair prospect before him, as things go in this world ; so 
don’t let us have any more melancholy talk — do you hear, Ruth, 
darling. I feel like a sclioolboy out for a holiday. I’m going 
to enjoy myself in every way, and talk all sorts of nonsense till 
we get back to Sydney. So don’t oppress me with moralising. 
Youv mother and I will have time to do all that on the voyage 
home.’ 

I had written to the Major, and apprised him of my intended 
reappearance on the field thus accompanied, and asked him to 
arrange at the leading liotel for suitable rooms and accommo- 
dation. He was also to inform the Commissioner and Mr. Merlin, 
as well as Mrs. Mangrove, with other tried and trustworthy 
friends. 

I did not wish to arrive at the Oxley entirely without notice. 
At the same time 1 knew that I could trust to the consideration 
of the raining population generally, as well as to that of former 
associates and acquaintances, that nothing that could wound 
the most fastidious delicacy would meet the eyes or ears of my 
companions. 

In due time the Oxley, scene of so many toils and troubles, 
failures and life-wrecks, triumphs and successes, was reached in 
safety. 

Strange, and yet curiously familiar, looked tlie characteristic 
features of a great goldfield. The winding streets, the net- work 
of shafts, the parti - coloured mullock heaps, the thronging 
miners, the toilers and camp-followers, earnestly energetic and 
yet so unlike any other class of labourers, the throbbing 
clanking engines which worked in such near proximity to many 
of the hoift;es, the dull reverberating clash of the quartz- 
crushing batteries~all things long familiar, even to irksomeness 
in my own case, were viewec^witn the deepest astonishment by 
the Squire and his daughter. 
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‘ What a wonderland ! what a new world ! ’ said Ruth, * and 
what a perfect treasure-house of tone and colour. I quite envy 
you, the picturesque life you must have led here. My sketches • 
will set me up for life when I get home. There never were such 
opportunities for “genre painting.”’ 

^ H — m I ’ said I. ‘ The vivid interest you display fades away 
in time, I can assure you. All the same, there are worse places 
than a goldheld.’ 

Old Hennessy, issuing from his well-ordered hostelry, re- 
ceived us with respectful attention, and promptly provided the 
most comfortable rooms. All traces of the journey effaced, the 
appearance of an appetising breakfast interested th^ Squire and 
myself temporarily more than the unwonted surroundings. 
He was specially complimentary as to the cutlets and broiled 
chicken, and beheld wdth unaffected surprise a magnificent 
cold round of beef, which occupied a secondary and strategical 
position. 

‘You don’t live on pork and molasses, eh, Here^vard, my boy. 
in these, ahem — diggings 1 I shall get quite Australffin by and 
by. That corned round would be hard to beat in old England. 
Beautifully marbled, arid just the right colour too, properly 
pink and not too much saltpetre. How that piece of beef 
would astonish an old butcher at the Leys. He never would 
believe that there w^as anything but kangaroo to eat in 
Australia.’ 

After breakfast appeared the Major, ‘showing great fonn,’ 
as he would have said himself, scrupulously turned out, and 
lookingin every detail of appearance and manner the high-bred 
personage he undoubtedly was. Witli him, after a while, we 
sallied forth for a walk through this golden land, where fresh 
signs and wonders met Ruth’s eager gaze at every step. Every- 
thing excited her observant faculty. The thronging miners, 
the shops, the women and cliildren — these last so sturdy and 
self-reliant — the great heaps of red and yellow earth, which she 
made no doubt were largely mingled with gold. 

‘This is like a town in Hans Andersen’s Tales,’ she said. 
‘How I should like to set him down in Main Street — isn’t that 
the name? — and make him describe it in his charming simple 
fashion. All would be gold-coloured, the liread, the butter, the 
beef and mutton, the picks and shovels, the hair of the women 
and the beards of the men. I do observe the lower garments 
of your fellow-diggers, Hereward, are decidedly auriferous 
looking. Talking of that, sir, why don’t they come up and 
greet you ; they haven’t forgotten your expressive countenance, 
have they ? ’ 

‘It is a proof of the courtesy which characterises a mining 
population, as I liave often told you. They know me w’ell 
enough, but do not consider this to be an appropriate time for 
renewing acquaintance. They fy'e chiefly in their working 
clothes for one thing, and acknowledging you and the Squire as 
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distinguished visitors, they have the sense to defer their recog> 
nition of a comrade/ 

‘ Very remarkable set of people I must say/ said the Squire. 
‘I never saw so many grand-looking well-set-up fellows 
together out of a regiment of Horse Guards in my life. They 
don’t look much like our home mining or manufacturing popu- 
lation, I must say/ 

‘No liner fellows does the world hold/ I reply. ‘Moreover, 
the effect of travel has stamped itself plainly upon face and form. 
They have most of them enjoyed a liberal education in that 
sense.’ 

, ‘ I thougjit there was something distinctive about them/ said 

Ruth ; ‘ but ^ow I demand to be taken to our claim, Greenstone 
or Bluestone, which is it 1 As 1 shall be a shareholder 1 ought 
to go and inspect the mine. Don’t you think so, Major 
Borlase?’ 

‘Most certainly, Miss Allerton. I know they are not pre- 
pared, but you will be able to see how gold is actually brought 
from the depths of the earth.’ 

‘ I quite long, I assure you, to see Mrs. Yorke and the Bulder 
brothers, Jack and Joe,’ she continued. ‘How different they 
would have been if they had remained at the Leys. I saw one 
of their old comrades just before we left England, and he said — 
“Be .you and Squire aiming to fare to Horsetrailier all the way, 
Miss* Ruth 1 ’ * I said, “ Yes, William.” “ Only for to think now • 
moind ye bain’t took by them kangaroos, Miss. They do tell I 
8is they be main fierce in some parts.” Just fancy the different 
degrees of development between such a man as Avilliam Wicker 
and his travelled comrades.’ 

‘ 1 have an idea, Ruth,’ said the Squire ; ‘you must get up an 
entertainment, give a lecture on Australian goldfields, and so 
on, when we all get back. Talk of development, it must be in 
the air, ray darling. ^Some folks are becoming positively alarm- 
ing. Are your Australian young ladies so full of speculative 
theory, Major Borlase V 

‘ We have them of all kinds,’ said the Major, ‘ I believe, just 
as in England. But I’m hardly an authority. Hereward will 
tell you.’ 

‘ He affects to decry your sex,’ I said mischievously. ‘ You 
should consider yourself highly honoured, Ruth, by the Major’s 
attentions.’ 

Ruth glanced quickly at our comrade. The expression of his 
face was, as usual, utterly impenetrable. But her quick 
womanly intuition apparently read something in the melan- 
choly eyes and haughty brow which did not lead her to prolong 
the hadinage. 

* A man ®o love once and always,’ she said to herself. ‘ He 
has been a victim to some cruel woman, and has distrusted us 
evermore. Poor fellow — wh/ are the best men so often singled 
out for ruin ? ’ 
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Then the Major’s deep tones were heard. 

‘ I used to think I had reasons to urge for my scepticisnu 
But Miss Allerton bids fair to shake my most cherished un- • 
beliefs. Be content with your own happiness, Pole, and don’t 
add point to the misfortunes of your less enviable fellow- 
creatures.’ 

The shaft of Greenstone Dyke and all its surroundings were 
much as I had left them. The claim, though fallen off from its 
original splendour, and no longer sending up dirt to the tune of 
eight and ten ounces to the load, was still sufficiently rich to be 
regularly worked. The Major himself had not felt called upon 
to continue his manual labour. He supervised the njanagement 
only. Jack and Joe Bolder still preferred to woi^k their shift 
as usual — the latter for want of knowing what else to do with 
himself if he were suddenly to discontinue the occupation of 
years, and the former justly apprehensive that evil might result 
to him, in case he gave that opportunity to the Adversary which 
idle hands are popularly held to furnish. Wherefore, Euth 
enjoyed the opportunity she had so much wished for,* of seeing 
her old acquaintances of the Leys. 

John Bulder had finished his shift and arrayed himself in a 
quiet, rather well-cut tweed suit and round hat, much like that 
worn by the Major and myself before our arrival. 

When he therefore took off* his hat, and bowed with a certain 
ease and quiet air of politeness to Ruth and the' Squire, they 
looked wonderingly, as if they had never seen him before. Then 
Euth walked forward, followed by the Squire ; both shook him 
warmly by the hand. 

‘ I never should have known you, Jack,’ said she. ‘ Why, 
whatever have you done to yourself ? Now I can recognise 
your face again. Do you remember picking me up once when I 
fell off* my pony and the nurse was so frightened ? Oh, how 
curious it is to see our old friends so changed and, if I may say 
it, improved.’ 

‘ Thank you very much, Miss Allerton,’ said Jack, with much 
composure, but, at the same time, with great reject. ‘ I’ve 
led a roving — rather a wild life since I left the Leys, and I 
daresay I am a good deal changed. It’s a miracle, though, to see 
you and the Squire here, looking so well, too.’ 

Joe was even then coming up the shaft, and so arrested the 
colloquy. 

This proceeding Euth watched with the greatest interest, 
being much astonished to see how steadily and cleverly our 
famed whip-horse, Eoan Bessie, efifected the process. Joe, too 
suddenly shooting into upper air and seeing Miss Euth and 
‘ t’owd Squire,’ as he would formerly have called them, stand- 
ing near the mouth of the shaft, was much more ‘"astonished, 
and gasped for breath, looking from one to another, as they 
both warmly greeted him, as if ^they had been denizens of 
another world. 
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‘ You see, J oe, I have come all the way from the Leys to look 
at the claim and the party,* said Ruth. ‘ You and tfack have 
been good friends and true mates to Mr. Pole all through. He and 
I will always be grateful to you for it— depend upon that, Joe/ 

Joe was altogether too much overcome to say much. He 
stammered out something about Mr. Hereward having brought 
him across the sea, and that he’d promised to stand by him like 
an Englishman, and that he had done so, he hoped. His service 
to Miss Ruth and the Squire, and he was glad to see them look- 
ing so well. 

‘You look very well, too, Joe,’ said the Squire, putting his 
hand kindl^i on the broad Saxon shoulders, ‘ a good deal browner 
and not quit^ so full of flesh as you used to be at the Leys, but 
in first-rate condition and as hard as nails. I’ll be bound. Well, 
you’ve worked to some purpose I’m told, that’s a comfort, i 
suppose we shall see you back again some day ? ’ 

‘May be,’ said Joe, rather doubtfully, ‘when the claim’s 
worked out. But that won’t be this year. Squire. There’s no 
use in leaving good gold behind us, and Mr. Hereward here ’ll 
want all we can send him in the old country, I reckon.’ 

‘ I suppose that’s what you call being “dividing mates,” Joe,’ 
said Ruth with a smile which completely overpowered the 
honest fellow, who gazed at her as if she had been the tutelary 
diviqity of all miners and such as dive into the bowels of the 
earth for a living. 

As for Mrs. Yorke, she completely won that matron’s heart 
by walking down to her cottage after lunch and spending a 
couple of hours quietly with her, during wliich time Mrs. Yorke 
related to her most of the events which had occurred at the 
Oxley and Yatala for the last five years, with annotations of 
her own, winding up with the accident to poor Cyrus which 
had made her a widow, and tearfully drawing attention to the 
infant Cyrus, whose j^ump features wore much tlie same grave 
uncompromising expression which had characterised his late 
father. 

Apparently Ruth found special favour in Mrs. Yorke’s sight, 
for she subsequently informed me that nothing but actual eye- 
sight could have made her believe that such a young lady 
existed in the whole world, let alone in England, ‘which the 
people as comes from there is mostly stuck-up till they get their 
experience,’ and that if I had waited for her till I was gray it 
would have been nothing but reasonable. 

Mr^. Mangrove also fell a victim at the first assault. We went 
there together, and John was brought in to see the young lady 
from England that he had often heard his wife rally me about. 
That worthy second lieutenant found his custom of leaving all 
the talking ^to his superior officer very convenient on this 
occasion, only he mechanically began to fill his pipe, and being 
warned by a portentous f rowi put it back into his pouch and 
stared helplessly around. 
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His wife recdved Euth^s thanks for the help which she had 
extended to me in time of need with much good feeling niingled 
with dignity, and would have it that she had done nothing out 
of the way, only in the way of business, and such as any other 
storekeeper would have readily furnished. 

‘ The tact was, Miss,' said she, bending her keen gray eyes 
upon the soft countenance of her visitor, ‘that Harry here 
(Mr. Pole, I mean) and the Major, and Joe, and Cyrus, they 
was such a straight -goin’ honest crowd, as no one could help 
backin’ them. Storekeepers you know, Miss, has to keep their 
eyes open. They know a man when they see him, bless your 
heart, and can tell a good sort from a loafer or a#»rowdy, you , 
believe me. Many a time Pve seen Harry here come in for 
his letters, when they were getting nothing, looking as if he 
hadn’t had a good meal for a week. I never could help getting 
ready something for him. And if he got a letter of yours. 
Miss (for of course I always knew the home postmark), he’d 
look as if it was meat, and drink, and gold, and everything 
to him for a month afterwards.’ 

Here the tears came into Ruth’s eyes, the harrowing 
picture of my probably emaciated condition proving too much 
for her. 

‘Come, Mrs. Mangrove,’! said, ‘things were never quite so 
bad. I must appeal to tlie Major. You took care th^t we 
didn’t get so low, I’m sure, and Mrs. Yorke, tod Don’t you 
remember those beef-steaks and the bottle of grog?’ 

‘ Well, what of that ? You were both fools enough to liave 
laid down and died raHier than run up a bill, and nothing 
coming in and no show going. Bless your heart, Miss, we 
had to force it on ’em, hadn’t w^e, John ? JFe knew their luck 
would turn, didn’t we, John?’ 

‘Truest word you ever spoke,’ said John, surreptitiously 
filling his pipe, and keeping a match iij readiness for Ruth^s 
departure. 

‘And now we’ve all seen you, Miss,’ said Mrs. Mangrove, 
falling back on a sense of power derived from a long course 
of important and complicated business transactions, ‘I can 
tell you this, that when you go away there’ll be only one 
opinion on the whole field — that Harry has dropped upon a bit 
01 luck that’s worth No. 4 and Greenstone Dyke twice over.' 

‘ Couldn’t ha’ laid it out neater, not from the Bench,’ affirmed 
John, striking a lucifer match in the enthusiasm of the moment 
and blowing it out again. 

‘ Do you know I shall be quite spoiled if I stay here much 
longer,’ said Ruth, laughing, and shaking hands warmly with 
the worthy pair ; * but I shall know how to think of Here- 
ward’s good true friends when we are far away.*" That’s the 
reason I was so anxious to come to the goldfields.' 

‘ They’ll all remember you, fear,’ said Mrs. Mangrove ; 

‘ won’t they, John?’ 
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J ohn all but dislocated my wrist in token of full approval 
and private personal leave-taking, merely committing himself to 
a guttural sound which might have been an echo of his help- 
mate’s concluding words. 

He winked at me solemnly as the door closed, and an ex- 
pression of ineffable satisfaction overspread his features, while 
the subtle aroma which simultaneously pervaded the atmo- 
sphere announced that the unnatural separation between man 
and pipe had terminated. 





CHAPTER XL 

All the ‘ county people/ who are just as much a caste sacredly 
set apart in Australia as in any other place, called upon Mr, 
and Miss Allerton with prompt cordiality. After a few days 
invitations to dinner and to visit them at their pleasant homes, 
for periods more or less extended, poured in upon us. With 
some of these magnates the Major and I, Olivera and others, 
whose social status was acknowledged, had always been 
on intimate terms. And now, the tinge of romance which 
clung round the fact of my long engagement being known, 
seemed to intensify the proverbisu hospitality of |ihe district. 

I managed by the daily use of Hennessy’s well-known trotters 
and double buggy to return the calls ; to show Ruth and the 
Squire by degrees pleasant homesteads and the grea^ estates 
which lay outside of the auriferous region. Nothing could 
exceed the admiration and interest which each fresh experience 
evoked from both the emigrants. Ruth’s quiet high-bred 
manner, joined to the innocently, joyous air which had of late 
become habitual to her, gained favour with all her Australian 
friends, while her genuine interest in the marvels of Nature 
which everywhere surrounded us in this new world, gratified 
her entertainers as a flattering tribute to the attractions of 
Australia. 

Very much to my satisfaction, her tact — perhaps still more 
her unselfish kindness of disposition — enabled her to strike the 
fortunate medium between the indiscriminate heedless praise 
which colonists distrust and the supercilious disapproval which 
they disdain. She examined and compared everything of which 
she had former experience in Britain ; in the great majority 
of instances giving warm unqualified praise to the product or 
custom of the new land. 

Most of all, perhaps,'* did she please by her praise of the 
climate. 

‘ I have good cause to do so/ she would say, ‘ for it gave me 
new life. From the first moment that I breathed the faint 
odorous breezes on the AustralfLn coast till now, when l am 
revelling in this beautiful, dry, pure atmosphere, an indescrib^ 
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able lightness of heart h^ possessed me. No ! Hereward, it 
was not altogether the sight of you, miraculous as that ap- 
peared, it was the balmy nature of the atmosphere. At any 
rate I shall live and die in that conviction.' 

The Squire on this point was hardly less optimistic. 

" ‘ How much we lose/ he said, ‘ by not travelling, by not being 
acquainted with our own empire ! Here I see England oyer 
again, only under more hopeful conditions. Never saw finer 
meadow land’ in my life, finer grain, finer cattle and sheep, 
while as for the horses, our friend’s four-in-hand, beautifully 
matched, turned out and driven, would take high rank in the 
Four-in-haiM or the Coaching Clubs. Wonderful country, 
most wonderful 1 And to think that it used to abide in my 
mind as a sandy waste, very hot and bare — a kind of second- 
hand Sahara.' 

The days wore on, and as we rode or drove through the 
great estates, some inherited through more than one genera- 
tion from^the original founders, more thoroughly gratifi^ was 
the Squire with his experiences, more deep in nis denunciations 
of people who lived at home at ease, ana talked ignoi'antly of 
the labours and successes of colonists. 

‘ How little we know at home,’ he was wont to say at the 
day’s close, when we were chatting over our claret in pme of 
the well-api^iinted mansions of the district ; ‘ how little we 
dream of the empire which is being built up here at the other 
end of the world, upon the true old English foundations. And 
the people, too, regular Englishmen to the backbone ; that’s 
what delights me ; couldn’t tell ’em from Kent or Devonshire 
men, except that they’re bigger, better fed, better taught, jijid 
consequently more alive to their own interests and what’s going 
on in the world. Look at those teamsters we saw to-day, all 
native-born Australian!?, I’m informed, not a man of them 
under six feet high, broad shouldered, light flanked, as poor old 
Maxwell used to say, and as upright and well set up as if they d 
lodged with a drill sergeant. We have plenty of good fellows 
among our farming men, and the breed’s not to be beat, but 
these are finer men, sir, finer men, though I never thought I 
should live to say so.’ . , „ 

No wonder the Squire became so popular with all the gentry 
of the neighbourhood. He was enaoled abundantly to gratify 
his desire to become practically acquainted with all the ins 
and outs of the semi - pastoral, semi - agricultural life which 
surrounded him. He was taken over and through great farm- 
steadings, where were hundreds of acres of gram and hay 
crops, single fields as large as an English farm, where droves of 
high-ored SJ^orthorns, Herefords, or Devons dotted the meadows. 
He saw the wooisheds where fifty thousand high-caste merino^ 
come annually to be shorn, and grieved much that he could 
not witness the operation. fThere were mills and forges, race- 
hoi*se and training stables, shops and stores, butchers and 
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bakers, all necessary for the needs of the large population of 
workers, which sometimes a single estate maintained. And in 
some of these large and complicated establishments there was 
not a nail wanting, a rail out of place, the smallest evidence of 
a day’s delay or neglect. 

‘Another old-world delusion knocked on the head, Here- 
ward, my boy^’ he would say. ‘ Always understood that you 
colonists, particularly the Australian -born part of them, took 
life uncommonly easy, naturally disposed to b^ indolent and 
so on. What do I mid to be the case ? that for energy — not 
blind unreasoning force, but intelligent scientific persistence — 
they exceed us, if indeed they do not beat us hollo^*/. The old 
country will last my time, Hereward, and there oiay be some- 
thing for your children, please God ; but old England’s going 
down, my boy, and these new Englands across the Atlantic and 
Pacific are going up.’ 

The Squire might not have been so patient and persevering 
in his research into the very roots of Australian institutions 
had it not been that the climate so entirely suited Ruth’s con- 
stitution, that her rapid restoration to perfect health was 
almost daily visible to both of us. drier air of the interior, 
perhaps the most pure, light, and invigorating in the known 
world, joined to the subtle penetrating aroma of the vast 
forests of eucalyptus, completed the cure which the voyage had 
commenced, bier light form regained its exciuisite proportions, 
her eyes the rare brilliancy which a pathetic incident, or a 
touch of true humour in the old days ever evoked. Even at 
times a riante and sportive tendency, which I had never 
before noticed, told truly of the marvellous change wrought 
by the soft airs and bright skies of the charmed south. 

‘We must get back to Sydney, young people,’ said the 
Squire, with a naif sigh one morning as we sat in the breakfast- 
room of one of our kindest hosts, looking, ado wn the course of 
the winding river, the red bluffs of which marked its course in 
contrast with the great meadows which, dotted with sheep and 
cattle in their various enclosures, stretched away to the p)ur 
of a volcanic range of hills. ‘It we had that land in Kent 
what hops we could turn out — eh, Ruth ? ’ 

‘ It is wicked to covet, Pappy. I am afraid you are growing 
avaricious.’ 

‘ Perhaps so, but afwopos to our return I really have noticed 
a shade of mild inquiry in your dear mother’s letters of late. 
I have been obliged to put it all on the score of your surprising 
improvement in health. And truly, darling, the bush air or 
the hospitality of our kind friends, or the gum leaves, pr the 
diggings, have made a new girl of you. They won^t know you 
when we get back to Allerton Court, positively they won\’ 

‘ And I feel quite grieved to go away,’ said Ruth. ‘ Ipdeed, 
if Hereward here had not disaj^kited me by getting so alarm- 
ingly rich, just as I came out, l should have enjoys keeping 
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house for him at Greenstone Dyke, I should indeed. Mrs. 
Yorke would have taught me how to bake bread in a camp oven, 
and I should have been perfectly happy.’ 

* H— m ! ’ say I. * It’s very good of you, my dear Buth, but 
things are just as well as they are/ 

‘ Verv much better,’ said our hostess smiling— a wise approv- 
ing smile. ‘ Miss Allerton is a true woman, and we all pine for 
self-sacrifice secretly now and then, but les agrdmenU are not to 
be despised in the long run.’ 

When we returned to the Oxley, where we proposed to stay 
only two or three days, tn route for Sydney, we found all our 
friends ready to receive us. To them was added Mr. Bright, 
who had beeft absent on leave. This gentleman had long been 
an object of deep interest to Ruth on account of his association 
witli me in the terrible affair of the escort robbery—a fellow 
combatant as well as a fellow sufferer. 

The gallant banker was not at all averse to the rdle of first 
soldier, and presently gave Buth, at her request, all the details 
of that memorable engagement, describing circumstantially the 
death of the sergeant in command, and the almost fatal nature 
of my wound, with attendant incidents. 

Ruth’s newly acquired ro.ses paled during the recital, to 
which she listened with subdued earnestness, arising with the 
conviction tlmt Air. Bright was a modern Bayard, and that my 
life was mainly due to his valour and promptitude. 

‘ What has become of Bagstock ? ’ 1 said. ‘ The Squire pro- 
mised to take home some curios for his friends.’ 

‘ He has gone out to Back Creek on official business, I believe,’ 
said the Commissioner. ‘Started before daylight.’ 

‘ Energetic young man,' said the Squire, ‘ nothing like atten- 
tion to business — most praiseworthy.’ 

Here the members of the assembled group exchanged 
smiles. • 

‘ It’s something about a coroner’s inquest, or an intestate,’ 
said Blake gravely. ‘You were sleeping in the next room at 
the camp, Olivera, what did you hear ? ’ 

‘ I was awakened,’ said that gentleman, with his usual grave 
deliberation, ‘ by Bagstock’s clerk, who came to the window 
about three o’clock. I just caught the words, “Glorious news, 
Mr. Bagstock, butcher at Back Creek got drowned going 
home drunk last night. No will they say— lots of money in 
the bank,” but probably there was no connection between the 
expressions.’ 

‘Probably not,’ said Blake, observing that Buth looked 
deeply pained, ‘Careless young fellow that clerk. What did 
BagstocJt do?’ 

said, “Shocking occurrence, you mean, Bunce; order 
my horse to be saddled, and Ask the sergeant to send a trooper 
to take charge of the effects.* I presume he started soon after- 
ward®* I went to sleep/ 
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‘ The butcher has three or four thousand pounds to Jiis credit 
in our bank,’ said Bright. ‘ Bagstock will get ten per cent as . 
Curator of Intestate Estates.^ 


‘ You don’t say so ? ’ said Olivera languidly. ‘ As good a^s three 
or four hundred pounds legacy to our friend then. That 
accounts for, but does not excuse, Bunce’s reprehensible levity.’ 

‘ The butcher was bound to go soon anyhow,’ said the Major. 
‘ It is rather a windfall for Bagstock. If two or three more of 
the satne sort occur, Mr. Allerton, he will be able to visit his 
friends in England soon.’ 

In despite of our pleasant round of country-h^use visits, 
when we returned to the Oxley, Kuth averred that she felt as 
if she were coming back to the society of old friends. 

‘I must have an undeveloped tinge of Bohemianism in my 
nature, Hereward,’ she said, ‘or I never could feel such an 


interest in a community like this ; perhaps it is a natural feeling 
of gratitude because of their staunch kindness to you. There 
seems to me such endless vanety of character to classify, that 
if I lived in this neighbourhood 1 should never become ennuyie. 
Our dear old home is sacred and delightful, but I must own 
that there is a dead level in manners, customs, and conduct in 
an English village which rarely rises above the monotonous.’ 

‘ You would make the same complaint here after a protracted 
experience of the life.’ 

‘Impossible,’ she answered. ‘Now look at that man walking 
towards us. A most picturesque figure, is he not ? you would 
not meet any one like nim at tne Leys in a century.’ 

‘ He is an old acquaintance of mine,’ I said. ‘How goes it, 


Marco 1 ’ 


The miner, a stalwart Genoese, with a grand black beard and 
a tranquil pleasant countenance, carefully put down his pick 
and shovel, and lifted his hat, txiwing low with the courtesy 
which seems natural to aU foreigners. He tlien shook hands 


with me. 


‘ On the whole, well ; but our last shaft has just proved a 
failure. We are now going to sink on a new level.* 

‘ How long were you at it ? ’ queried 1. 

‘ Nearly four months, six in the party.’ 

‘ And got nothing ? ’ 

‘ Not so much as would pay the blacksraitli.* 

‘Oh, what a pity,’ said Buth sympathetically, probably 
picturing Marco with a wife and family dependent upon him 
tor support. ‘ It grieves me that such things can happen in a 
rich place like this.’ 

‘It is the fortune of war, madame,’ said the miner, with an 
air of philosophical resignation. ‘ We must hope the luck will 
change. Meanwhile, permit me to say adieu, and thank you for 
your kindness,’ 

He bowed again to Buth, shook ’hands with me, took Up his 
tools, and strode onward. 
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‘Now, there is a tragedy in real life,’ she said, as he passed 
out of hearing. ‘ I suppose such things daily occur here. What 
a grand-looking man, so clean and neatly dressed, too. How 
nobly he bears bis misfortune. Could we help him in any way, 
Hereward ? Perhaps he has children and a wife in distress/ 

‘Marco Dorazzi is a bachelor, and is known to have several 
thousand pounds in the bank,’ I answered, smiling at Ruth’s 
impulsive charity. ‘A lost shaft, more or less, will not be the 
ruin of him.’ 

Bent upon making the best use of the short time now left to 
us, Ruth persuaded me to accompany her to the homes of many 
of the marricid miners, being most anxious to find out for herself, 
she said, how the domestic business was managed. She so com- 
pletely avoided all -appearance of condescension— sitting down 
ai^d presently making herself at home with the children where 
there were any — that the hard-working matrons felt impelled 
to open their heart s to her on the spot. For the most part, 
cleanly well-dressed children met her view, the elder ones, 
perhaps, just returning from school, the younger ones, in all 
respects, well provided for. Often a neat vegetable garden 
with a few fiowers and rose-bushes gave an air of comfort and 
slight embellishment to their humble abodes. 

^After all,’, Ruth would say to me, as we strolled homeward, 
not seldom meeting the man of the house returning from his 
‘shift ’with the evidences of toil plainly visible, ‘thes^eople 
live a much more enjoyable and natural life than our English 
peasantry. Their cottages, if not very substantial, are clean 
and suited to the country, such a summer land as it is. You 
don’t see those curiously-patched garments so common in Eng- 
land. The terrible grinding poverty, with the workhouse in 
the distance, that overshadows our poor is absent here. I 
could have been very happy here myself living in a hut just 
like that woman we just quitted. 1 am sure her rose-bushes 
were beautiful, and nothing will make me think otherwise/ 

‘But the comforts of a home,’ J remonstrated. 

‘What are the comforts of a Ijorae,’ she replied, almost 
impatiently for her, ‘to a woman whose heart is eaten away 
daily and "hourly with torturing doubts or bitter griefs ? She 
has a soft bed on whicli she cannot rest, delicate food which no 
longer nourishes her, the external shell of a life which is slowly 
perishing/ 

‘ But you could not have lived here,’ I persist. ‘ How could 
I have asked or permitted you to come ? ’ 

‘ Why not 1 ^ she again asked, with the same earnestness of 
tone, ‘ becapae all the true woman is pared away, do you suppose, 
by the refining process of high civilisation till no longer faith, 
nor steadfast endeavour, nor patient endurance are possible to 
her for true love’s sake, unfess under a lofty roof and amid 
oroyirds of servants 1 That would be to make a puppet and a 
butterfly of her who has the misfortune to be born among the 
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higher ranks — not a loving woman/ she added with ineffable 
tenderness. ‘No, Hereward,^ she continued, ‘it is all well 
ended I humbly trust, A merciful God be thanked for my 
present happiness ; but I vow to vou that I would a hundred 
times rather have lived in one of those huts and cooked and 
washed for you as that humble woman there does for the man 
we just saw returning, than have waited the weary solitary 
years which have passed/ 

‘ Why didn’t you take somebody else ? ’ I said. ‘ A man’s 
heart more or less does not matter much in modern society. I 
have thought a thousand times that I had no right to keep you 
in pining uncertainty about my fate/ » 

‘That is jK)ssible to some ncojjle,’ she said softly, ‘and I do 
not think I should altogether blame a girl who did so. But not 
possible to me — not to me, darling. I f(iel now as I have ne^er 
felt since the first year you went aw'ay. I suppose you cannot 
well be poor any more ; but whatever happens we nvist never, 
never be separated again in this world, i ou will have to make 
the bcist of it.’ 

Probably the best man living is wholly unable to gauge the 
depth and tenderness, the ethereal pervading essence of her 
very nature which expresses itself in woman’s devotion. As I 
heard the soft choras of that beloved voice vij')rating with 
unshed tears, eloquent with half -uttered tones, I was fully 
conscious that, deeply as I appreciated her love and truth, I 
had but too often resigned myself to an apathetic despair, 
while she, the solitary watclier in her far off home,, was hourly 
a prey to corroding fears, palpitating on the rack of mute un- 
utterable woe. 

How unworthy was I of her heart’s best blood, of her purest 
affections, ofi'ered up ou the aliai* of virgin love, for my sake, 
for my sake only ! c 

I could only ti'emble and wonder at the priceless sacrifice — 
could only vow inwardly with a fervour which the uttered pro- 
mise often lacks, to partly rfq)ay by the lavish dedication of my 
future life tlie souls treasure which was to be entrusted to my 
guardians!) ij). 

On our return Mr. Bright and Mr. Bagstock greeted us with 
much cordiality, the latter apologising for his unavoidable 
absence, but laying all the blame upon the inconsiderate action 
of the butcher, who might (he alleged) just as well have waited 
another week. 

Ruth looked grave at this, and ajiparently to turn the 
conversation walked forward to an aboriginal woman, who 
with a small bright-eyed picaninny at her back ana another by 
her side, was soliciting ‘ tick pence ’ in a dolorous whine. 

‘ What a thin dress, poor thing, ’Vmid her compassionate sister 
on the side of Eve, ‘ and a torn blanket, too.’ 

‘ That’s all Bagstock’s fault/ said Mr. Bright jocosely. * He 
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has a bale of them at the police-office, sent up by the Govern- 
ment to be given to these dark predecessors of ours. You ask 
him, Maria.’ 

‘You gibbet blanket old Maria, Massa BagtockT whined 
the gin, ‘all about blanket I believe you got long a Guv’ment.’ 

‘Tliat one stealem blackfellow blanket, I believe, Maria,’ 
chuckled Mr. Bright mischievously, ‘ big one sell ’em along a 
storekeeper, mine th inkit.’ 

To Maria, under the influence of more than one glass of grog, 
unfortunately, this appeared a very feasible suggestion. On 
the strengtl? of it she unmediately raised her voice and began 
to threat/(m ^^r. Bag.stock with condign j)iinishment. 

‘Me yabba Massa Cornmisliner,’ she said, ‘put you long a 
logs, 1 Vlecve taken from blackfeller— me know, now, me tellum 
sargint — me tellum. Mo seeum blankit along a courtljouse.’ 

We all exploded with laughter. Bagstock looked annoyed, 
and Uiith gather terrilied, as Maria began to perform a kind of 
war dance round the ba<]gered C.P.S. 

‘Hold y-y-y-your tongue, you s-s-sable storyteller. Bright, 
you ought to bd)-b-be ashamed of yourself. Of course I have 
the blankets. They are to be given out to the whole tribe on 
the Q-Q-l^ueen’s b-b birthday.’ 

‘What a thoughtful act,’ said Buth, ‘do tliey give all the 
poor creatures blankets once a year ; and how many are in the 
tribe ? ’ 

‘Onccay-y-y-ear,’ said Bagstock, ‘andabout a h-h-h-hundred 
in this tribe.’ 

‘How I should like to see them gathering,’ said Ruth. ^ ‘I 
have hardly ever scien any of the Indians of the land. I tlunk 
all savagt*.s most interesting.’ 

‘Tlien we’ll m-ni make it the Queen’.s b-b birthday, the day 
after to morrow, Miss Allcrton,’ .said Bagstock, with decisive gal- 
lantry. ‘Tell ’em it’s because the winter’s s-s-setting in early.’ 

‘Oh, Mr, Bagstock, thank you,’ said Iluth, ‘how^ kind of you ; 
but can 

‘Not 
the g-g- 

‘ Bra^ , . , , 

do, I’ll gi\e a |)icnic to the school children and let Miss Allerton 
.see what Australian youngsters are like.’ 


vou do it i 

the slightest d-d-difficulty,’ said lie, ‘almanacs scarce on 
gold tie ids.' 

ro. Bacrstock,’ said Mr. Bright, ‘and I’ll tell you what 111 





CHAPTER XLI 

Ft did not matter miieli, j^resumably, at tln' antipodes aboubtlje 
ante-datinj? of Her CirraciouK Maj(‘stv’s })ii‘th(lay by a month or 
two. So P)ag.stock sent round a herald announcinj^^ tliat in con- 
sequence of a cold winter being expiaded, the Queens biidhday 
would take place, on the following Thursday, when blanket's 
would be distributed punctually at ten o'clock a.m, 

it was wonderful how fast this piece of intolligmna^ circulated 
among the scattered aboriginals of the district. Wludher the 
liery cross was l)orne around in tlui shape of a yum bottle, or 
the picture - writing of the Aztecs resorted to, cannot be 
known. It was curious to obscr\e, howeviu’, on the day 
preceding thfj siii)])osed royal birlhday, how many of Wov 
alajesty’s sable subji^cts W(*re seen making, by the sliorte.st 
routes knowui, i.)y liili and dale, by w<hh 1 and Avoid, tow ards the 
Oxley township. 

Not that the Australian dark of hue and strongly 

suspected in these fr(‘e-thiuking (‘volutionary days of })re- 
Adarnite ])roclivities, has been found invariably inca.f)able of 
the humanithis. Mon' than one philanthro])ist has tested tlic 
question of ])an-gen('sis, so ordering that the swart son of 
tlie waiste should n'eeive his due, allowance of Eton, Latin 
grammar, and Euclid, in cornpa?iy with children of the 
White C<)n(|uest. 

Iruh.'ed, the tale is told of a newdy -arrived European wayfarer, 
sore troubled about a variety of track.s where ‘you ean^t miss 
the road,’ coming unexpectedly upon a black ftdlow lying under 
a shady tree, wrapped in a blanket, and enga.g(‘d in the perusal 
of one of Sii' Walter Scott’s noAads. 

The Avhite man stared, tlnai sa,id- - 

‘I say, which (jf the.se thr(‘e is the proper road to .Mildt>ol 
stat ion ^ 

Tlie ‘savage’ rose, lx)wed courteously, and thus delivered 
himself — Medio intissimm ibU. 

‘ Wliatr shouted the KnglishTAin. 

‘Don’t you understand r said the congener of the Scholar 
Gipsy, pointing to the middle path - 



CHA.1*. XI,: 


THE MINER’S RIGHT 


357 


* Tlie middle is the safest way, 

Take it, and rest ere close of day/ 

11 10 aninzed Anglo Saxon put spurs to liis horse, and, arriving 
at tlie station barely with tlic light, gasped out that he had met 
the Devil undiu’ a tree in the forest, who had quoted Latin and 
talked poetry to him. 

‘ To be sure,’ quoted the Scottish host, as he sent the stranger’s 
hack to the stable. 

‘ The De’il or (dse an outler (piey 
Gat up and gae a croon.' 

‘ It was eithej' Old Nick or Bunga,ree —I did not know he was 
back.’ 

‘And who the diuice is Bungaroe V 

‘ He was a smart lit tle black boy (mough twenty years ago, 
whcntJie idea occiiri'ed to old Moxon to send him wntli his owoi 
sons to the^ Normal Institution in vSydney, Dr. Lang’s p(;t school, 
'^i’here Burigari^e learneil to read and wi’ito — moi'eover, Latin 
and Oreek, wit h all oilier so])histications of the human animal, 
bringing home (for he was liighly intelligent) more tliaii liis 
share of piazes. His succi^ss gi-atitied all the good peo])le 
mightily until he a])])roacIi(^d manhood.’ 

‘ Ami then 1 ’ 

‘ VVliy, tlien, the wolf cub gixovled and broke his chain, took 
to the hush, blankets, and a wild life among his peers, learned 
to love the lire- water and to hate work and settled abiding 
places. It was he whom y<»u saw to-da}^’ 

During <*acli forenoon Buth was uiufommonly busy, and 
visited so many sliops that 1 imjnired wdietlier slie was going 
to loa.d a vessel with soft goods souvtaiirs of the Oxley ; but 1 
could not lixtraet ativ satisfactory explanation, and was there- 
fore fain to leav(i tlqngs to lind their own level. 1 also dis- 
covered her deep in colloquy wit h i\lr. Bright and M r. Bagstock, 
and mad(‘. no doubt but that wiih the assistance of these worthy 
genthunen she was concocting .some scheme by whicli the guests 
at ttie approaching school feast, or members of the aboiaginal 
tribe, would ■jirolit. 

Mr. Bi'ight, with his irsual munificence, had invited all tlie 
school chiidnai vithin a ivulius of ten mih'-s to paT'ta-ke of his 
bounty, and had ai’ranged lhat, in a<ldition to a substantial 
luncli, with cakes ami orang(‘s and ging(‘r-beer at discretion, 
suitable prcMUits should he' allotted to all the girls over ten 
years old. This was the d(‘partinent Ruth wislied to supplement. 

When the fat(‘ful day ai'rivtsl, Ruth could Jiardly cat her 
br(‘.akfast for excitement, and immediately after tiiat important 
meal I was fliugged into tlic Bolice Camp Reserve, where the 
remmint of tiie once powerful ami uumeixms tribe of the Oxley 
(long feared of tlu^ pioneer stvitler) had bestowed themselves. 

It was a strange and i)erhaps a piteous sight. War and 
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disease, the fire-water of the white man, and the curses which 
ever accompany civilisation, had pretty well cleared out tlie 
‘ braves ^ of the tribe. Tlie men wlio had slain stockriders and 
speared cattle, killed shepheixis, and caused stations to be 
abandoned a score of years agone, were chiefly absent. They 
lay on lonely sandhills or beside marshy lagoons, whither they 
had fiod in vain hope of escaping the vengeance of the white 
man. A few stalwart survivors, sullen of aspf^ct, showed in 
their bloodshot eyes and sodden countenances tliat they had 
found a panacea for all evils in the debasing lialhts which they 
had copied from the whites. Only tlie gray-beards of the tribe 
exhibited dignity and the true stately savage uncoi^^ciousness. 

Each sat on the earth awaiting his turn of distt;ibution ; and 
yet betrayed no eagerness to receive the gift to which they 
attributed so much value. They understood but little English 
and disdained all the arts by which a largess is stimulabid. 

I'he women and children predominated as to numbers, and 
these were the objects of Kutfi’s deepest interest and sympathy. 
Some of the half-caste children were exceedingly godtl-looking, 
and it was all I could do to prevent lluth burdening herscdf 
with a pretty saucy five-year-old, whose mother otl’ered to sell 
her in so many words for twenty shillings sterling. Though 
the woes of civilisation had worked much evil upon most of the 
women of the tribe, some of the younger gins, especially those 
whose complexions were ‘dishonestly fair,’ were lithe of form 
and pleasant b) look upon. On these Ruth gazed with tlie 
deepest sympathy and unfeigned tenderness of pity. 

‘ Poor things,’ she said, ‘what a lot fheirs must Vie ! Howl 
wish I could help them, could shape their lives into what 
charity and thoughtfulness might make of them. I feel quite 
sad that 1 shall go away and never see these strange, half- 
childish, fawn-like faces again. Iii their natural wistful ex- 
pression I can fancy I see the half formpd forest creature we 
read of, not wholly human, yet all graceful and redolent of the 
old classical myths. 

‘My dear Ruth,’ I remonstrate, ‘you really seem to discoA^er 
so many wonder-treasures in my country that you will never 
consent to return to your own. ^'oii ought to have married 
Bishop Selwyn, or some other evangeliser of the lieatluni instead 
of plain Here ward Pole.’ 

‘1 cannot imagine a more grand and ennobling manner of 
wearing out one’s life,’ she said, ‘and you are not to laugh at me 
on such subjects, sir, or I shall think that the fire of trial has 
left some dross behind. Ask Mr. liagstock when he is going to 
begin.’ 

That worthy and decisive official here advanced and saluted 
Ruth with flowing courtesy. With him were tlie Cbmrnissioner 
and Mr. Merlin. These gentlemen had been most assiduous in 
their attention to Ruth and the Scjoiire since their arrival at the 
Oxley. 
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Considerably less than twenty-four hours, indeed, had been 
suffered to elapse before the higher ollicials from the camp pre- 
sented themselves and duly left their cards upon the new 
arrivals, taking the opportunity of congratulating me cordially 
upon my return under such favourable auspices. Tlie pleasure 
derived from the introduction appeared to be mutual. Hath 
professed herself perfectly charmed with the Commissioner, 
whose air and bearing, she alleged, possessed a distinct llavour 
of chivalry hardly ever seen in these degenerate days. Mr. 
Merlin’s flawless courtesy and carefully veiled satire created a 
natural astonishment in the Squire’s mind that such a perfect 
and entire ichrysolitc, socially speaking, could be found in the 
wilds of Australia, while Mr. Bagstock’s truly English appear- 
ance prepossessed him at once in favour of that gentleman, 
more especially when he discovered that his family lived in an 
adjoining county to Allerton Court. 

KUth had, very properly, though partly at my instigation, 
not attired herself in what some people consider to be suitable 
travelling raiment, which means their oldest and plainest gar- 
ments. She had not set out with the notion that slie was never 
to meet with any more ladies and gentlemen, or that, such being 
the case, it did not matter how unbecomingly she was dressed. 
On the contrary, she wore her last consignment of costumes, 
not. very long from Paris, tlie freshness and fashion of which 
caused her tV) be regarded with a much deeper interest than 
would otherwise have been the case. Her manner being 
gracious, and her conversation original and piquant, she ful- 
filled thus all the conditions of popularity. 

The sergeant and a brace of picked troopers attended in 
charge of the coveted blankets, as well to dispense one by one 
those useful articles as to moderate any excessive eajjerness 
which might be displayed by the wilder denizens of the forest. 

As they approac^ied — the old men coming first in order - 
each was asked his name, which was formally entered in a book 
by the clerk, when his woollen donation was delivered and duly 
debited to him. After the graybeards came the weird and 
awful beldaines of the race. Savage women, after youth and 
middle age have passed by, are certainly the most unpleasing, 
not to say revolting specimens of humanity the traveller is 
called upon to view. Kuth shuddered as the chattering scolding 
crones came up, whining and entreating for a double allowance 
of blanket, always trying to smuggle an additional one for some 
fabulous -grandchild, whose existence they were utterly unable 
to prove. 

Gradually the ranks thinned. The foi*tunate recipients 
enveloped themselves in tlieir prizes, or, folding them, sat 
down in Aiajestic serenity upon them. Then came the boys 
—shy or bold, shamefaced or impudent—wdth roofing hawk-like 
glances, rivalling those of tfie forest dwellers in piercing acute- 
ness and wandering restlessness of vision. Lastly, the shy 
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* I don’t doubt but you’re right,’ said the Squire. J A border 
population is always a vigorous one, chiefly superior to the 
races of which it is compounded. It is to be hoped that you 
colonists will educate these youngsters thoroughly. There 
will be nothing commonplace about them, for good or for 
evil* 

* Miss Allerton shall examine them by and by,’ said Bright. 

‘ You should hear them sing, too. Most Australian children are 
musical, and all our schools attend to their chorus singing.* 

*I am so pleased we were able to wait for this delightful 
spectacle,’ said Ruth. * I suspect you did it partly to please me. 
Mr. Bright. It was very kind of you, 1 could not have enjoyed 
anything more.’ , 

‘ I don’t suspect it at all,’ I said. ‘ Bright’s quite unable to 
resist any new lady visitor. It’s a good thing you’re going back 
to Sydney, there’s no end to the extravagances he is capable of 
committing.’ 

‘ I hope he will never do anything that he will regret more. 
When we get back I must take this tor a pattern for my school 
feasts at the Leys. But oh ! if we could only be sure of such 
lovely weather.’ 

* There’s where they have the advantage of us,’ said the 
Squire. ‘But I hope to see Mr. Bright and our other good 
friends there some day. Old England has its good points,, and 
we must try if we can’t show them something in return for all 
their kindness. When do you expect to see England again, 
Captain Blake V 

‘Some of these fine days,’ said tlie Commissioner, ‘if my old 
uncle does the right thing by my brother J ack and myself, I 
hope to be able to keep a dog ami enjoy a little hunting before 
I get too old, if I ever do. You* can’t get it good out of 
England.’ 

‘Pave to fall Viack upon coursing Cljinamen, eh, Blake?’ 
said Mr. Merlin, who had now joined us, looking refreshingly 
cool and as innocent as if there was not a criminal within a 
hundred miles. ‘I am certain Miss Allerton would not have 
countenanced a chase we witnessed one morning, eh Pole?’ 

‘Purely accidental, I assure you,’ said Blake, turning gra- 
ciously to Ruth, whose face became shaded over at this untoward 
allusion. ‘ Fact is, my poor dogs got demoralised by living in 
the camp with police and other man-hunters. Had to send 
them into the country, I assure you, to rub oflT the effects. 
But here’s a iiilovement along the ^yhole line of infantry,’ 

The luncheon hour being imminent, a decided convergence 
had taken place towards the tents, of which every available 
one had been secured by Mr. Bright and his emissaries tliat the 
neighbourhood afibrded. Besides this, large booths, wailed and 
roofed with boughs and decorated with great fern fronds and 
tapering slender pine trees, had b^n erected. 

Within these a generous supply of eatables and cautiously 
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composed concoctions for assuaging thirst had been provided. 
The simple needs of childhood were amply gratified, while their 
proud happy parents and friends did justice to the good cheer, 
and inwardly chaunted the praises of their generous enter- 
tainer. 

‘I think the last spread we had was a dejeuner at Hennessy’s 
to that distinguished novelist, Anthony Towers, wasn’t it, Pole ? ’ 
said Bright ; ‘ only it was attended by children of a larger 
growth.* 

‘ Yes, I remember,’ said the Major. ‘ Cuisine very fair and 
Heidsieck’s dry monopole to wash it down. The old Turk grate- 
fully ackr.t)vv lodged it in his book on Australia by a faint 
allusion and. a statement that the cookery was better than the 
speeches.’ 

‘Comes of trying to give honour where honour is due,’ said 
B^ig|jt, ‘but he did mention the oysters we had that night.’ 

‘ Ym, confound him ! You will go down to posterity with 
the Bislun) and Mrs. I’roudie, and all that lot, as the munificent 
banker who provided them.’ 

‘What was it he said to you, Jack?’ inquired Mr. Merlin, 
with suspicious softness of manner, ‘when you asked him con- 
fidentially if lie would have taken you for a native?’ 

Bright hesitated for an instant, and then answered — 

Not for; an aboriginal certainly.” What the deuce did lie 
mean by that ? ’ 

We all shouted again. And lluth ‘came nearer,’ as an 
American friend woukl .say, to a hearty laugh than I had seen 
her for manj^^ a day. 

The day woi'e on. Though warm, the atmosphere was so 
tempered by tlie sighing breeze, which ever and anon came 
whispering thr'ough the for’e.st trees and over the sun-giinted 
hill tops, tliat the most delicately constituted organisation could 
not have felt oppressed. 

The sports were nearing their close ; the little ones had eaten 
and quafied and romxred and played and raced to their beards’ 
content. Mr. Bright bad made them a speech, praising their 
proficiency at the various schools, on the Board or Management 
of which he was a sort of peiqietual chairman, complimenting 
their parents and guai'dians upon their robust appearance and 
polite manners, and winding up by formally inviting them all 
to a similar picnic to take place," if he were well and at the 
Oxley, on that day twelve months. If he was prevented from 
attending, he was sure his friend Mr: Merlin would be liappy 
to take his place, knowing his warm interest in the education 
question, and his pr'overbial liking for children. 

This addy'ess, whatever might have been its rhetorical merit, 
was sufficiently telling to ‘bring down the house,’ being 
specially adapted to the audience, and boasting a peroration 
more attractive than are rcliny more ambitious efibrts. 

After this was over, one of the head teachers made a short 
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reply thanking their friend Mr. Bright, whose goodwill and 
kinaness were proverbial from one end of Australia to the 
other, and calling for cheers for the lady from England wdiom 
th^ were all so glad to see among them and for Mr. Allerton. 

Then a little voice which I fancied I knew called for three 
cheers for Harry Pole, a suggestion wliich apparently met with 
general approbation, and wdth a terrific storm of cheers for Mr. 
Bright the great array of happy children formed into tlieir 
original ranks and companies and moved away to their respect- 
ive homes. 

Just then a trooper came galloping up, and sainted his 
officer. 

‘Mr. Merlin, a gentleman wishes to see you.' • 

‘Indeed,’ replied Mr. Merlin, in somewhat acidulated tones. 
‘ Lead on at once. I very seldom see one! 

With this Parthian shaft, and his lowest, most coui'^eo^s 
lx)w, Mr. Merlin departed, lead ing us with a sensation of sic 
transit gloria mundi^ and a disj)ositioM to move slowly home- 
ward. 

For my part, I tli ought that Huth liad undergone rather 
much fatigue and excitement for one day, and 1 was not sorrv 
when our comfortable rooms at Hennessy’s rcceiv(‘d us, and all 
further exertion was relegated to the indulgent future. 



CHAPTER XLfI 

The next morning’s isvSue of the Beacon was filled up in great 
hTeffiure by the reports in detail of the blanket ceremony and 
of Mr. Bright’s picnic, dwelling much upon the munificence 
therein clisyilaycd, and holding u|) for imitation the generossity 
of spirit \vhi(‘h had always characterised that gentleman. ‘W'e 
'were pleased to observe among the spectators,’ the editorial 
went on to say, ‘the distinguished visitors from England who 
have lately honoured our goldfield with their presence. Miss 
Allerton and her father—the B(|iure of Allerton Court, in the 
county of Kent— accompanied by Mr. Pole, attended on the 
ground during the whole day, and took the most lively interest 
in the proceedings. Tlielady before mentioned, indeed, sliowed 
by lier generosity on botii occasions that lier sympathy wa^s 
truly genuine ; and in tlie name of the residents ot this gold- 
field generally we beg to tliaiik lier most cordially and respect- 
fully for the intelligent interest in social and mining matters 
slie has exhibited during her stay. Such visitors from the old 
country, even wlien^ as in the present instance, of high social 
rank, do themselves lionour as well as tlie mining population 
by temporarily reliiupiishing the privileges of their order, by 
mingling and conversing on equal terms with those around 
them. Such truly aristocratic conduct meets with genuine 
appreciation on a goldfield, and in no community is it more 
accurately gauged. 

‘ Turning from such agreeable reflections, we regret deeply to 
have to allude to a presentment of tlie darker side of goldneld 
life, to verify the rumours of a tragedy enacted in our midst 
on the very day when far difierent scenes were witnessed at the 
Oxley. 

‘ Our readers have been made aware from a perusal of our 
exhaustive mining reports of tlie daily improving character of 
the reefinS industry at Mason’s, and of the unprecedented rates 
to which certain scrip has lately reached.’ 

, Such was then the natfire of the summons by which Mr. 
Merlin had been reft so suddenly from the festal scene, and 
from the prospect of a soign^ last dinner at Hennessy’s, to 
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which we had invited him, in company with the Major, Mr. Bag- 
stock, Blake, and Olivera. 

I was just in time to secure the copy in the breakfast-room, 
and to give Hennessy a hint to suppress that and any following 
issue, as far as our apartments wore concerned. 

What happened was only hinted at, no further parti- 
culars being* then obtainable, but on Merlin’s return late at 
night (he had been otlicially present at the coroner’s inquest) 
the ghastly details were brought out in the smoking room. 

It would appear that the Great Columbia and Undaunted 
Quartz Beefing and Pyrites Beduction Company (Limited) had 
been paying so sun^risingly well of late that the management, 
among whom Mr. Jake Cliallerson was a leading director, own- 
ing, indeed, one -eighth of the whole immensely rich claim, 
determined to give a lunch in entertainment of the metropqlit||n 
shareholders. Special coaches had been put on and the supposi- 
titious birthday of the Sovereign had been a gala day in every 
sense at Masons. 

Strangers, much wondering, clad in unwonted raiment, 
escorting prepossessing personages of the gentler sex, thronged 
the chief and only street of Mason’s. Simple questions were 
asked as to familiar goldfields sights, and pretty expressions of 
wmnder and delight issued from cherry lips. Fafile prineeps 
among the perhaps unconventional magnates of the directory, 
the illustrious Jake Challerson, unapproachaWy apparelled, 
redolent of fabulous wealth, w^as regard(id with fluttering 
interest by the ladies, with ill-concealed awe by the younger 
members of the party. 

Flags were ifyiug along the narrow thoroughfare which, 
macadamised with glittering white' quartz, and bordered by 
acres of plate- glass windows, looked like a street scene in an 
opera. Those miners whose labour was ngt actually necessary 
in the working had leave given, or had given themselves leave, 
as the case might be, to make holiday. The guests were 
hilarious and jubilant when not awe-stricken at the statistics 
blandly poured forth from the well - practised lips of their 
hosts. Tne entertainers were flowingly gracious and generous, 
as only gatherers of gold au naiurd ev(u’ are. Many a quaint 
fragment, or matrix - encircled nugget, the weight of wliich 
astonished the fair recipient, was transferred ‘ without regis- 
tration’ during a visit to the strong-room on that auspicious 
day. 

Mr. Challerson, tall, languid, romantic-looking, posed as the 
Comte de Monte Christo, and gave on all sides with the thought- 
ful yet unqualified profusion of that illustrious revenant 

The guests enjoyed a full survey and fuller explanation of 
the great steam - driven quartz - crushing machine, with its 
celebrated battery, where scores df steel - shod stampers fell 
ceaselessly with regular irregularity upon heap® of pale stone 
throughout the long long summer day, the star-etream silent 
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night. They Bhuddered as the ground, the whole strong edifice, 
seemed to quiver with earthquake tremor beneath the tremen- 
dous thuds of the tireless Briareus. They saw, when the 
streaming water carried off in solution the sand to which 
the matrix had been reduced, the thin lines of gold which the 
water was powerless to move, awaiting the hour of cle.aning- 
up. . They saw the very spot where the Chinaman fell last year, 
shot in the act of robbing the sluice boxes by night. Having 
undergone as much wonder, excitement, instruction, and in- 
timidation as could be borne without refreshment, it was no 
wonder th»t the summons to lunch was hailed with deepest 
approval. , 

Lunch was served in one of the engine-sheds, which was 
brilliantly draped for the occasion, and ornamented out of its 
w^rk-a-day appearance. Champagne flowed ; the service was 
costly ; the rarest fruits and flow^ers, specially forwarded by 
express, graced tlie board, which groaned under dainties and 
delicacies uncatalogued. 

Mr. Jake Challerson was the life and soul of the whole party 
After the refection was over, the ‘cage’ was brought into 
requisition and the whole party, prepared for fresh adventures, 
arrived safelv at the lower level, and w^alked along the 
great main ^drive which, lighted up with coloured lamps for 
the occasion, presented somewhat the appearance of Aladdin’s 
Cave. 

Tiie miners stood respectfully at the angles of the cross-cut 
drives, and listened with pleased astonishment to the soft 
voices and rippling laughter which aroused the unaccustomed 
echoes. 

At length the cage began to make periodical upward ascent. 
By degrees the whole joyous party, assisted in safely bestowing 
themselves by Mr. C^Jallerso^, who chivalrously remained below 
till the last moment, regained the upper air. 

Here Mr. Merlin, from whom the above sketch of proceedings 
had been elicited by incessant questioning, declined further 
interrogation. Handing in the depositions which he had 
brought back with him, he desired us to read for ourselves. I 
was cliosen lector, and amid a silence wliich showed how deep 
was tiie interest, read as follows — 

‘ This deponent, Hans Bunsen, on his oath states : “ I am one 
of the wages men in the Columbia and Undaunted Company’s 
workings. I remember the day of the picnic and lunch. A 
large party came to see the workings ; they were lowered down 
the shaft in the cage, both ladies and gentlemen. I saw the 
deceased, Mr. Jake Challerson, there. I knew him as one of 
the principal shareholders in the Company, He was at Ballarat 
when I was there in 1851. He used to be called Yankee Jake. 
I do not know if he was an American. He had been in America 
I. believe. He talked like one. I also kne^ deceased, Old Man 
ikek, as we called him ; he had been working for the last two 
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years for the Company ; he was a very silent man. We used 
to think him a little touched — not quite right in his head. He 
was a good man to work. I liave heard that he was married, 
and that his wife had run away from him ; did not know of my 
own knowledge or care, certainly not — what was it to me? 
Every man’s business is his own affair. Thei’e was a shot going 
to be putiit just at the bottom of the shaft ; we wanted to take 
down a bench there. The drill had been put in, and Old Man 
Dick was waiting with the fuse until the party should go up. 
Jack Martin and I, with two more men, were waiting in the 
second cross-cut till the blast went off. Old Man Bick was in 
the bottom of the shaft, and helped to send up the ladies and 
gentlemen. Mr. Challerson was the last. He said, ‘ It’s my 
turn now.’ He was just putting his foot into the cage when 
Old Man Dick pulled him down. I heard him say ‘ Npj ^ou 
don’t. Well go together directly. Yankee Jake, your hour 
has come.’ ‘Who are you?’ says Mr. Challerson. *‘You old 
madman, how dare you ? let me go this instant. Help, murder I ’ 
‘Blast you,’ says Dick, not loud, but very deadly like, ‘don’t 
you know Richard Dunstan, wliose wife you stole ? Where is 
she now. Chained up and whipped, may be, in a madhouse ! 
I’m a miserable half-mad wretch, and you’re a fine gentleman, 
Jake Challerson; oh yes, with money and white shirts* and 
diamond rings and a gold watch and friends, ha ! ha ! You 
left me in hell — when you stole Dolores ; now I’m going there 
for good — and so are you. Tlum we saw them struggle— 
very liard Mr. Challerson fought, till Dick picked up a drill and 
struck him over the head with it. He fell upon his knees ; 
then Dick gave the signal and the cage was drawn up empty.” 

‘ By the Coroner : Why did not you and the otlier men rush 
in and interfere ? ” 

‘“We were going to do so, of course, but at the first start we 
saw Dick had a liglited candle always close by him. and the 
keg of powder open with which he had been filling tlie drill hole.” 

‘ The Coroner : “ What happened then ? ” 

“‘We saw him drag Mr. Challerson close up to the keg; he 
then took the candle in his hand. We ran for our lives along 
the drive, and the next minute there was an explosion like a 
thunderbolt and we knew what had happened. The whole 
place was filled with smoke, and stones and gravel sent along 
the drive like shot. After a bit we went to the Iwttorn of the 
shaft. There we found two bodies. The roof of Mr. Challer- 
son’s head was gone, one of his arms was blown right off. Dick 
was lying on his face stone dead but not torn about. He looked 
as if he had been smothered. We signalled for tl^e cage, and 
with assistance sent both the bodies up.” 

‘John Martin, also sworn, corroborated the evidence of the last 
witness. “ Had been only a shortfJ time on the claim. Kn^w 
Old Man Dick as a toate. Appeared to him to ’have sotnethii^g 
on his mind. Could not be a better working man. Told him 
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(witness) one day that his wife iiad left him years ago, and that 
he had never done any good since. Believed, from wliat he had 
heard, that the woman known as Dolores Lusada was the wife 
of the deceased, Richard Dunstan.” 

‘Egerton Wilson, being sworn, states : ‘‘I am the teacher of 
the school established at Mason’s, and have been resident there 
since the reefs opened. ^ I knew the deceased director at Ballarat, 
New Zealand, and in England. His name was not Challerson, 
nor was he an American, though be had lived in several 
States and been in California. For reasons of his own, he 
assumed the ‘American accent and prof(‘.ssed to be a native of 
that count 1-5''. He was the youngest son of the Earl of Venhams- 
ley. I knew* him as a boy, later on, when lie was in the army. 
He was compelled to sell out on account of a dispute at cards. 
He left England immediately afterwards, and was some years 
in^Asiierica. ^ He came over from California to the Turon, where 
I first met him. He left afterwards for Ballarat. When I met 
him in N«w Zealand, a woman named Dolores was living with 
him as his wife. Slie went by the name of Mrs. Challerson. 
Have since heard that she left him, and is now in a lunatic 
asylum. Decline to state whether deceased was connected with 
the Ballarat riots, or whether I was implicated in the affair 
myself. We were both residents in Ballaiat at the time.’” 

John BuHer, it seems, liad also to be called upon to give 
evidence, his name having been mentioned by the mirier know n 
as Old Man Dick to his conmadcs in the claim as an old friend 
and acquaintance, lie went to Mason’s without mentioning 
his errand ; we were only aware of the fact upon reading his 
sworn testimony. It was as follows : ‘ I recognise both the 
decejised men before this inquest. I knew the deceased, Richard 
Dunstan, many years since, thougli I have not seen him since 
he left Victoria. He, I, and the otlier deceased, knowm as Jake 
Challerson, but who»i real name and title was the Honourable 
Charles Dormer, be being a younger son of Lord Venhamsley. 
worked together as mates at Ballarat in the year 1852. The 
fourth man was a Bw^ede, named Dirk Olafsen, Richard 
Dunstan’s wife, to whom he had lately been married, cooked 
for the party. Borne months afterw^ards, when the Forest Creek 
Rush was at its height, deceased Challerson and Dunstan’s wdfe 
eloped, and it was said lived there together. Dunstan’s reason 
became unsettled through grief. He was placed in the lunatic 
asylum at Yarra Bend, where he remained for several years. I 
have seen Dunstan’s wife at the Oxley since 1 have been on the 
field. She was then known as Dolores Lusada, which was her 
name before she was married.’ 

By the tt^oroner — “Richard Dunstan was an honest hardwork- 
ing man, whom every one respected. He was always most kind 
in nis behaviour to his wife. As to iny opinion of the character 
of Challerson or Dormer, ? knew him to be one of the most 
infernal scoundrels that ever walked the earth. Am aware tliat 

2 B 
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I am speaking of the dead. He ought to have been dead long 
ago. Decline to say whether Challerson was connected with, 
tlie Eureka Stockade revolt ; if so, it is a pity he was not shot 
when better men met their fate. Decline to state whether I 
took part in the rising myself. Am not aware that it concerns 
the facts of this inquest. Have no intention of being dis« 
respectful.” ’ 

John Bulder’s was the last testimony, and, with Bunslm’s, 
placed the motive of the deed in a light so clear and distinct 
that no further elucidation was needed. 

It was a sad termination to the gay party, which, full of 
pleasant anticipation and epliemeral joyousness, had touched 
the glaring streets of Mason’s witb such unwoiitctl brightness 
of colouring. The glamour of wealth, the false sphuKlour shed 
W prosperity, liowever acquired, had dismally disapprjared, 
Trie guests had fled in panic-stricken rush. The ininen*f«Girv^e 
those needed as jurymen and witnesses at the inquest, liad 
returned doggedly to tlieir work. Two shattered cor|^es lay in 
the great engine shed, still incongruously gay with gaudy flags, 
which flapped all forgotten and unheeded. And still trie 
quartz-crushing machine, with its rutliless ceaseless stampers, 
went thundering on from mid-day to midnight, unchecked, 
unslackened, still keeping up the same hungry sullen roar, as of 
a troop of lions, » 

The verdict of the jury, when divested of the legal phrase- 
ology^ with which it is considered still necessary to clothe such 
decisions, was to the effect — ‘That tke (lec(‘ased Jake Challer- 
son, otherwise (Jharles Dormer, and ilw deceased Richard 
Dunstan, had come to tlieir deaths from injuries receiveii con- 
sequent on the explosion of a cask joi gunpowder, ignited by 
the said Ricliard Dunstan while in a state of temporary 
insanity.’ 

Such was the verdict of the jury, which ^lo after legal action 
disturbed, but the stern sure verdict of the public at large, 
many of whom had known the slayer and the slain in years 
gone by, was that the prosperous criminal, the traitor, the 
betrayer, the false witness, and the shedder of innocent blood, 
had deseiwedly perished in the hour of his triumph by the hand 
of the most deerily wronged of his many victims. 

‘It is rarely,^ commented the Beacon, ‘that the painful duty 
is cast upon us of recording such awe-striking occurrences. 
The affair has naturally created a widely -spread sensation 
throughout tlie district, both the actors in the tragedy being 
well known among the mining community, although the more 
prosperous performer, he who had been so suddenly called upon 
to meet bis fate, was of late more prominently C^efore the 
public. As for the slayer, who assumed the terrible responsi- 
bility of compelling his own and his enemy’s appearance before 
the bar of Heaven, let us assume that long brooding over his 
wrongs had deranged his mental powers, and that for the deed 
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which hurried two unwarned human beings, with all their 
iihperfections on their heads, into eternity, he w\as but indirectly 
responsible.’ 

lliese reflections and allusions only api’jeared on the day of. 
our departure from the Oxley, and I had in the confusion of 
leaving no great difllculty in keeping them from Faith’s know- 
ledge, not wishing to shock her unnecessarily, or to mingle her 
pleasant experiences of the goldfield with such darksome 
shadows. Tlie locality being a few miles distant from our 
town favoured my efforts at concealment ; nor was it until 
some monibs afterwards that lluth learned why Mr. Merlin, 
John Ikdtmr, and oilier acquaintances hafl been compelled to 
visit Masui/s on tla*. day after Mr. Bright’s 

I ari'anged, on this occasion, with the obliging and ubiquitous 
firm of Cobb and Co. to have a special coach put on for our 
jiiftty, <if course for a consideration, but one which T cheerfully 
paid for t lic v(‘ry great additional comfort. Our party was to 
be augmf'nted by the IVlajor, w’ho had at my solicitation con- 
seuteil to tak(' a'short holiday in the metropolis and leave the 
care of the <‘laim temporarily to our trusty partners. 





CHAPTER XLIll 

In view of our approaching departure, Ruth most conscien- 
tiously performed all valedictory duties and ceremonies, 
which she recognised a binding obligation. Little was left 
undone which might in after years afford cause of regt*et. 

She had revisited the bank and refreshed her memory anew 
with the sight of the heavy masses of gold dust which lay 
darkly red in the metal shovels wliich were used to weigh and 
apportion them. She tried to lift again, ^ with wondering 
exclamations, the mass of retorted gold which had come, in 
from the quartz reef — one, indeed, the heaviest of Wl, from the 
last crushing of the Columbia and Undaunted Company 
Amalgamated. She smiled afresh at the old goldfields joke, 
wherein the courteous manager made a present to her of a bag 
containing a hundredweight and a half of the root of all evil 
if she could carry it away. She bad paid special and exhaustive 
visits to Mrs. Yorke and Mrs. Mangrove, leaving with each of 
these representative matrons delicately-devised tokens of her 
goodwill or souvenirs in the time to come. Mrs. Yorke, indeed, 
parted from her with tears in her eyes, af^d averred that she 
never had taken to any one in her life so much since a certain 
lady who live<l in the vicinity of her old borne at Campbell town 
used to have her in and teach her on Sundays and hear her 
read the Bible when she was a little girl, Sjind a deal of good it 
did me, if you’ll believe me, Miss Allerton,’ she said. ‘I’ve seen 
some rough people and rough doings since I’ve followed the 
diggings, but many a time when I’ve been tempted to turn on 
poor Cyrus that’s gone, or do something foolish, the thought of 
Mrs. Blundell’s kind, gentle, beautiful face would come before 
me just like the face of an angel, and I’d hear her sweet voice 
reasoning with me for my good, just as plain as I did in the 
happy old days. I never could do anything to displease her, 
and though it is twenty years ago, and she in her^grave, the 
very thought of her makes me feel like a little child again. 
Yes, you’re like her. Miss Allerton. You have the same voice, 
and you’re the only living soul that Wer reminded me of her/ 

The term of our pilgrimage was completed. It had passed 
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over even more satisfactorily than I had anticipated. Nothing 
the last harsh flapping of the wing of fate had occurred 
in mxe least degree to mar Ruth’s enjoyment, to subtract aught 
from the kindly interest which she had from the first taken in 
the gold hive and its working bees. 

No social duty, no farewell ceremony had been left un- 
performed by us. Everything had been scrupulously carried 
out, as with a tender fidelity, towards a spot we should neither 
of us revisit on earth. 

Together had we stood again beside the grave of poor Jane 
Mangold, on which now the roses were blooming and the turf 
was greer^with the first autumn showers. Ruth’s tears fell fast 
as she recaiiled how she had nursed me with unfaltering care 
and \agilance duj'ing the long weary days and nights when I 
was deli rious after my wound, when (as she afterwards told me) 
to make the room echo with the name of Ruth, believing 
her to have forsaken and renounced me. 

‘Butrfor her you might never have been spared to meet my 
eye again, Here ward, and I might have died, doubting, or at 
least not fully convinced of your love and truth, and to think 
that she, to whom we owe this, lies here beneath our feet, under 
this turf, dumb, voiceless, darkly blind to all beneath the sun. 
Ah me ! wliat a tremulous, fearful joy is this life of ours. May 
Odd give ul grace to live aright, and so order our lives that we 
may not fear the death summons that seems so perilously near at 
hand. Oh lleniward, “the pity of it!” if she could but have 
returned to the Leys, as you hoixed and intended for her, wliat 
a joy it would have b€*en to me to help to make the rest of her 
lire happy. Poor, dear, ill-fated Jane! we must bid thee fare- 
well on this earth for evermore, but you will not be forgotten 
or unmourned.’ Here she stooped, and plucked one of tli© pale 
roses from the well-cared-for gi-ave, and sighing, placed it in 
lier bosom as we slowly left the spot. 

It liad someliow leaked out that we were to leave the Oxley 
‘for good and all’ on the morning after. Long before our 
brealefast was concluded the Squire noticed that the streets 
seemed unusually crowded in the vicinity of Ilennessy’s corner. 
He inquired if there was a public holiday, or if any ukase of 
the Commissioner had gone forth proclaiming such to be lawful 
and of due force and weight. 

‘Not that I know of, ^replied the Major, who was our com- 
panion at the morning meal, being indeed necessitated to bear 
us company even to tiie metropolis. 

‘ Surely they can’t be intending to say good-bye publicly^ and 
officially to us all?’ asked the Squire. ‘Who is it that is so 
popular?# They can’t have formed a profound admiration for 
an elderly country gentleman whom capricious fate has whisked 
away from his paternal acres. Hereward they know of old. 
It must be you, Ruth ! Wliat is your “ charm,” as a Frenchman 
would say ? * 



874 


THE MINER^S RIGHT 


CHAl*. 


* A case of mutual admiration, love at first siglit of the most 
pronounced type/ said Kuth, her whole face liglibing up with 
enthusiasm. ‘1 really have taken an extraordinary fancy to 
Hereward’s fellow-miners ; I suppose they are gallant enough 
to return the compliment. I really believe they are gathering 
to see us off.' 

This appeared to be the correct reading of the demonstration. 
As soon as the light American coach with its four well-matched 
well -conditioned greys drew up to the hotel door with our 
baggage carefully packed in the rack — a precautionary task I 
had supervised at an early hour — the street was seen to bo 
crowded on both sides down to the farther angles.* As I led 
Ruth towards tlie vehicle, a man stepped out of the densely- 
packed array, and raising his hat with a gesture of greeting 
essayed to speak. We arrested our steps. It was Mark 
Thursby. 

‘ Happen ye’ll stop, Miss,’ he said, swaying his stalwart inime 
slightly, as though to accentuate the words, which with some 
difficulty he appropriated for the occasion, ‘ while I male shift 
to give ye my respects, and the o-pinion o’ the rninei’s on this 
held, as they’ve bidden me to do. They reckon as Harry Pole 
was aJlers a right-down, plucky, good-hearted chap, as worked 
like a man, and aliers went straight, come fair wcat|ier or foul — 
a man as the miners was proud of, and a credit io the field. 
They wish him luck, and you too. Miss, and the Squire, wlierever 
you go. They’ve made bold to ask you to accept of this here 
bit of a wedding present, a trifle of gold that’ll make up into 
ornaments like, to remember the miners of the Oxley by when 
you’re far away i’ th’ old country.’ 

Here the strong man bent his head in token of obeisance, 
and almost timidly presented Ruth ’with an a.ssortment of 
metallic fragments, enclosed in a wash-leather bag. As she 
took them in her hand she knew by their^w eight the value of 
the ofFeiing, and also by tlie touch that one was a nugget of 
somewhat uncommon size. 

She looked for one moment at the giaiid simple face of the 
miner, showing a power and dignity of its own, born of the 
consciousness of vast strength, calm courage, and unswerving 
honesty — the cardinal virtues of manhood. The light came tc 
her eyes and a flush to her cheek — less rare in these days of 
returning health. Then the colour faded and her eyes filled as 
she said with a child’s sweet unconscious pathos, tremulously 
resolved, as she tried to keep her voice steady : * I thank you 
sincerely, Mark Thursby, and my future husband’s comrades, 
■ for your rich and rare gift, which I shall wear on my wedding 
day. I am even more deeply grateful for the messag<| of good- 
will to me and mine. I came here for the purpose of seeing 
the place and the people among whom Hereward had worked 
so long, and who had been so tru# to him in good and evil 
fortune. I shall be glad all my life that I have done so, and 1 
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now say farewell, and pray from my innermost heart that God 
may V)less you all.’ 

I lifted her into the carriage. The Squire and the Major 
were already on the box seat. The high*conditioned leaders 
reared as the driver not unwillingly let them have their heads, 
when such a storm of cheers rent the air as caused the team 
tor take the southern road, fortunately level, open, and well 
gravelled, at such a pace as freed the driver from any anxiety 
about being ‘ on time ’ for the mid-day stage. As we passed the 
camp we saw the whole force turned out in full uniform. Ruth 
raised heii tear-dimmed eyes in time to view the majestic figure 
of the sergeant, whose ample beard seemed even more volu- 
minous ai)d imposing than usual ; to mark Mr. Merlin on his 
gray charger ; to recognise and return the military salute of 
tlm whole troop ; and tlius we bade adieu to the Oxley for ever, 
iiul and dale succeeded each other as quickly as the shifting 
scene of a panorama ; plain and woodland came into view and 
receded beneath the tireless rattling hoofs of the game impatient 
team, which now rushed excitedly at their collars, and taxed 
the muscle of the driver’s arm, event with occasional aid from 
the brake. The Squire was the first to break silence. 

* A twenty-mile stage to be run out from end to end at this 
pace, and ^io grued tliought of I What would they say in Eng- 
land, Major']! We shall have to send here yet for our carriage 
horses, I foresee.’ 

Sydney once more. Again the blue wavelets of tlie peerless 
haven, the Italian sky, the white gleaming Grecian villas, the 
tropical foliage, the breath of the ocean, the murmur of the 
surges throughout the silent night. How these unwonted sights 
and sounds acted upon our sense and intensified the beautiful 
effect of change — mightiest agent, rarest of the luxuries pur- 
chased by wealth.* 

‘ Is this Sydney, or, by any pardonable mistake, Paradise ? ’ 
murmured the Major, as we disembarked from our hansom at 
Batty’s, Ruth and the Squire having preceded per four-wheeler 
from the Redfern terminus to, Mrs. Pemberton^s. ‘It was very 
rash of me to come down before I was in a position to cut the 
whole thing, eh, Pole"? Do you know I feel inclined now to 
toss up whether I shall go back at all. Write a line to the 
Bulders, telling tiiein to take the claim themselves and send 
my share after me.’ 

‘ Why not ? you and I have enough. What’s the use of mak- 
ing oneself miserable for more ? A few thousands more or less, 
are “ nether here nor there,” as Cyrus used to say.’ 

‘H — rS r meditatively replied the Major. ‘I must consider 
that part of the case during the next fortnight. Try how the 
half-pay business works ••haven’t had any previous experience. 
This is almost too awfully jolly, I must sav. ^ Wonderml thing 
the sea, when you come to think of it, isnT it ? as that brown- 
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bearded stock-rider said, do you remember, who confessed that 
he saw it for the first time. Ha ! ha ! a breakfast under these 
circumstances isn’t a breakfast, is it ? No; always assuming 
that garfish are in season, it is a feast for the gods ! ’ 

Mrs. Allerton duly expressed and reiterated her extreme 
and unaffected surprise at the appearance of her daughter, 
whom she and Mrs. Pemberton asserted to have returriea 
from her sojourn in the wilds of the interior in positively rude 
health. 

Sydney appeared to have agreed passably well with Mrs. 
Allertoi^ maugre the heat and mosquitoes, these lattf^ beasts of 
prey being kept at bay by the integrity of Mrs. Femberton^s 
curtains, while a daily walk in the Domain and the enPrSe to 
the Botanical Gardens had quite compensated for the minor 
inconveniences. 

Matters being in such a highly satisfactory state, no valid 
reason could bo adduced for deferring the ceremony wlach was 
to seal ray long-deferred, now ofttimes despaired-oi, happiness. 
The day was actually fixed, incredible as it may seem, and such 
perspective arrangements made as included the appointment 
of the Major as groomsman and such other necessary selections 
as loefitted a very quiet wedding, where few but^ the actual 
personages and Buth’s parents were likely to attend 

So the great, the glorious day being decided on, after such 
interval as was required absolutely by the not altogether un- 
chronicled modistes of Sydney, tlie wedding raiment put in 
hands, nous autres had nothing to do but to wander about 
and enjoy ourselves, if possible, until my happiness could be 
transacted. 

Somewhat to our surprise, the Squire joined us in all our 
excursions, and, like Dr. Johnson with Beiinet Langton and 
Tophara Beauclerk, professed himself keenly ea.ger for the 
diversion of a ‘frisk ’ in our company. 

‘ I shall regret Sydney and tliese pleasant rambles I know 
when I return,’ he would say. ‘I wish the South Head lay 
within hail of us elderly country fogies ! ’ 

‘Surely,’ pleaded the Major, ‘when you can run over to 
Paris in half-a-day, and have the cai)itaJs of Italy, Germany, 
Russia — what not — all within a week or so when you want a 
little change, and can pay for it, is there not enough to satisfy 
a reasonable Briton ! ’ 

‘ You didn’t quite see my point, my dear Major. What is 
the advantage of Paris, Rome, Venice, half-a-scora of capitals, 
.with all the grandeur and glory of the world packed up among 
them, to me, Geoffrey Allerton, mtat sixty? too ola to take 
pleasure in merely watching the parti-coloured stream of life 
Row by. “The brave days when we were twenty -one” have 
passed away with all that gave their/' joy and savour. I can’t 
stare at picture-galleries all day long or listen £o music by the 
hour either.’ 
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• * Then what do you want ? ' quoth the Major, ‘ for I can’t for 
the life of me divine.’ 

‘Does it not occur to you,’ queried the Squire, looking at 
him with the kind, wise smile I remembered so well, ‘ that a 
man of my age and country tastes would much rather run 
across to a younger, a greater, and a newer England if he could 
do it by a week’s travel, than to any of the places you have 
named 1 There he would see the agricultural problems that he 
had studied all his life worked out — by his own countrymen 
too — under other and more favourable conditions.’ 

‘Now > begin to perceive,’ said the Major. ‘A light breaks 
in upon me. Hereward, the governor is a bigoted agriculturist ; 
he has contracted the cockatoo complaint, I’m afraid : on the 
part of the “legitimate miner” I protest against him ! ^ 

^11/ I say, coming to the rescue. ‘ It s the big grazing 
areas that have fetched him — hearing of Jimbour with a couple 
of hundred tliousand sheep, and Boorooman with forty thousand 
head of cattle. Besides, we did see a hundred and fifty mares 
and foals in one paddock at Wcndalong.’ 

‘ And not a bad one among them,' broke in the Squire. ‘ Well, 
I confess I could spend the winter here with the greatest possible 
enjoyment. These are the things which would interest me, and 
I ’own it. -Besides, all the great properties are in the hands of 
Englishmen, managed more or less in English fashion. I don’t 
take the same interest, I admit, in the operations of foreigners.’ 

‘lean sympathise with you, Squire,’ I said. ‘For many a 
day I used to watch the farmers at their ploughing near Bun- 
inyong on a fine spring morning and long to have the stilts in 
my hand again. It always put me in mind of the Leys.’ 

‘Australia has only to bide her time ’ continued the Squire, 
who had become serious ; ‘ but the maren of events does not lag 
in these days of ^eam and telegrai)li. As the races swarmed 
westward in the old-world days when corn land and grass land 
became scarce, as the Norsemen later on took to their war 
galleys in search of free forage and brought home gold and 
captives, so now the surplus strength of Europe is passing over 
both oceans. Columbia will absorb one wing ; but Australia, 
rich in minerals, soil, and sunshine, will bid high for the other. 
We are standing here in one of the great capitals of the world 
that is to be.’ 

‘How you will surprise your old neighbours at Allerton 
Court when you return, Squire,’ said L 

‘ I have gained food for thought, my boy, which will last me 
for the remainder of my days,’ Tie answered earnestly, ‘besides 
some cou^prehension of the prospects of my fellow Britons in 
the south, and that is more than most country gentlemen can 
say. Besides, mark my words, both of you— we have nothing 
to do but talk for a day (A’ two, you know— a great change is 
coming over the British farmer, and, through him, over the 
landlord. With cheap corn from America, live stock and meat 
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from this country, an enormous trade, hardly yet thought of, 
but, it strikes me, feasible enough, how can farmer Giles pay 
the rent he does now ? Answer me that. He and his son must 
emigrate, i say; and where can they come to with half the 
ehanpe of doing well as to a country with kingdoms of cheap 
land like this? And they will come— they must come; I feel 
assured of it.^ 

‘It is a thousand pities, as you sav, Squire, that Botany 
Heads are not within a week or ten days’ trip, like America. 
They get the pick of our English immigrants ; the voyage is so 
short that they are safely landed in less time than vH)uld have 
served to make up their mind about starting for Australia.’ 



CHAPTER XLIV 


The day of days arrived at length, lingering as had been the 
dmiyial periods — or rather ages, seons, eternities— which pre- 
ceded it. But for the punctual appearance of the sun, that 
unhuliMg wonder-sign in southern lands, I might have imagined 
that some especial disarrangement of the solar system had 
taken place lor my express discomfiture. Good kind Mrs. 
Allerton, in spite of my entreaties, would not abate an hour 
of the stipulated time wliich had been agreed upon as necessary 
for the awful preliminaries so incomprehensible to men. Ruth, 
too, was unkind enough to smile, and remark that as we had 
waited years an additional month could not matter so much. 
In vain I brought forward arguments as to the frightful 
uncertainty of human life, the prevalence of epidemics, the 
recklessness of cabmen, the tempests of tlie equinox, probable 
earthquakes, all things, and each which might occur to frustrate 
our new-found happiness if longer delayed. Nothing availed 
me. I was compelled to solace myself, as had other impatient 
lovers, with reflections on the curious obstinacy of a sex which 
poets, and rornanjers have, for some inscrutable reason, con- 
spired to depict as soft and yielding. 

But tlie winds and the waves, the stars in their courses, the 
forces of nature, with the lesser powers of human life and 
society, combined to favour the votive and supreme ceremony 
of our love. 

The sun-god of the south, celestial, effulgent, rose on the most 
entrancing day that had dawned since first the summer breeze 
whispered to the ocean Tieath the lone headlands or by the 
silver sands of Rose Bay ; surely on that charmed strand the 
fays of the southern main first danced to the mystic moon. 
Clear and bright as the ‘ gold bar of heaven ’ I watched God’s 
glorious messenger of light and warmth majestically uprise* 
through |/ri azure cloudless sky. It was the pale dawn flushed 
and ^owed. It was the city of the Apocalypse — amber and 
pearl, rose, amethyst, and jacinth. All things were trans- 
figured. It was from a f^sh creation I seemed to issue forth, 
redeemed from a world of strife and labour, henceforth to 
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inhabit a sphere of peace, of radiant happineJis, which was to 
know no time or limit, _ We were but a small party as we met 
at the massive, old-fashioned, but still favourite and venerable 
church, vrith its alleys of araucaria and Moreton Bay fig-trees. 
Hard by was Mrs. Pemberton’s house and the glorious sea- 
terraced garden pleasaunce wherein we had wandered so many 
happy hours. With the Major, whose faultless attire defied the 
most fastidious club critic, came Mr. Briglit, whose leave of 
absence appeared perennial. The Commissioner, with Mr. Merlin 
and Olivera, had managed to sever themselves temporarily from 
their onerous duties, and to stand by rne on that day. Uertain 
delicate-featured willowy - figured Sydney demoiselles, friends 
of Mrs. Pemberton’s, wlio had professed themselves^ quite too 
awfully charmed to assist at such a touching ceremonial, 
officiated as bridesmaids, and these were the only stranger 
guests in all the company. Ah, how dillerent would it have 
been at Allerton Court ! — a remark wliich iVIrs. Allerton could 
not help making in the maternal fulness of her heart. But she 
saw the bright hues of health again mantling on Ruth’s cheek, 
so long a stranger to the warmer tints, and marked tlie love- 
light which glowed and sparkled in her soft bright eye. The 
flower-laden ocean 'breeze stole through the ojxm windows of 
the old church, and during the hush and stillness, with the 
solemn tones of the aged clergyman, mingled ever and anOn 
melodious surge-voices, chaunting their deep rhythmical anti- 
strox)he. The beauty and strangeness of the surroundings, where 
we now indissolubly sealed our union, overcame her motherly 
o’ercharged heart, and the tears of Joy and thankfulness filled 
her eye and rolled unheeded adown her cheek. 

Our wedding dejeuner, tiiough a tiny festival, was complete ; 
and, thanks to Mrs. Peiiibertoii’s taste and sympathy, utterly 
perfect in detail. 

Merlin confessed that ho had never tasted such champagne 
since his last dinner at Very’s. Mr. Bright proposed the health 
of the leading performers with effect and reeling. Tlie Major 
was compelled to undertake the toast ‘ Tlie bridesmaids,’ which 
doubtless he did under a mental reservation equivalent to 
‘without prejudice.’ 

The Commissioner and the Squire arranged to meet in North- 
amptonshire, not far from the historic Kirby Gate, in two years’ 
time, which appointment, .strange to say, diet come off, by reason 
of the uncle of him (Blake) dying in tlie meantime and making 
testamentary dispositions of astounding liberality. 

‘ We had planned to pass our earlier wedded days amid the 
fern-fringed glades and weird primeval forests of New Zealand. 
The month had not ended when we were steaming south over 
the restless sea which heaves and moans evermore before the 
still fathomless fiords of the West coast and the snow peaks of 
Treble Mount. We explored the hot blue springs of Waiwera, 
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and luxuriated |by starlight in the alabaster shell baths of 
llotoiiiahana. 

We saw the magic lake that divides the pink and tlio white 
terraces ; more marvels of the land of the Maori; the yellow and 
green mosaics ; the silver-fretted fairy rock- work, so beauteous 
seeming to the eye, so wondrous soft to the touch. Ruth’s state 
of mind almost aj^proached intoxication ; her admiration was 
Ivoundless. 

‘ I can imagine all about those people who came here and 
never returned to civilisation. The lotus-eaters were no myths 
after all. This is the land of enchantment.’ 

Ruth 1*0 w congratulated herself that she had, early in lier 
Huzerainetd, signiiied her intention of thoroughly acquainting 
herself with this new world before she returned to the old for 
the remainder of our days. 

J^e are young and adventurous now,’ she said, ‘or at least 
I am. Before we settle down to the dear unchanging English 
country life, wliy should not we see as much of this wonderful 
land of jmurs — the land wliicli has done so much for both or 
us — as we can ? In the long dark winters and not too sunshiny 
summers of our nortliern home will it not be pleasant to recall 
this free untrammelled life — this wandering hand-in-hand 
through the Eden that now lies around us ? ’ 

• ‘ I never heard of a female Vanderdecken,’ I say musingly. 

‘ Can it be our fate to travel everlastingly, “ prospecting ” for 
hidden treasures of knowledge till we are too worn and gray 
to utilise them V 

‘ You are the laziest creature,’ she says, pretending to frown. 
‘I believe you never would have made anything more than 
tucker — isn’t that the expression? — if it hadn’t been for your 
mates and your backers, male and female, eh, sir?’ 

‘ May I be permitted to express a hope tliat Mrs. Hereward 
Pole will not come out with expressive colonialisms when — I 
mean if — we retu?n to England.’ 

‘ Mrs. Hereward Pole — how very grand a title — is generally 
en accord with her surroundings, social or otherwise. But 
seriousl;y, Harry dearest, you are not in a hurry to find yourself 
plantd Id in the dear old kingdom of Kent ? Can we be happier 
than we are now, without a thought of the morrow, without 
cares or engagements, and with “a new heaven and a new 
earth” uprising before our gaze with every morn. In the after 
time, if we are like other people, we shall have sufficient same- 
ness and settled life to content the most exigeanie of British 
matrons.’ 

‘I will go with you to the end of the world,’ I mur-. 
mured we will sail on thus “till the sun grows cold and 
the stars are old,” only let me lie at your feet and gaze 
into your eyes, love-illumined and tender- bright, for ever, as I 
do now 1 ’ • 

The Squire and Mrs. Allerton did not desire to explore 
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further the earth’s surface, and having, aiT they thought, 
sufficiently improved their understanding with travel and 
adventure, they placed themselves on board the Peninsular 
and Oriental Company’s majestic steamer llindo$tan witliout 
unnecessary waste of time. Mr. Allerton much congratulated 
himself that they had evaded the rigours of an English winter, 
and would arrive just in time to welcome the budding leaves oi 
spring. 

For ourselves, we carried out Kuth’s programme, to which 1 
secretly inclined all the more for having observed that the 
free unmonotoned life of ‘riding o’er land, sailing o’er sea,’ was 
building up her constitution to a point of vigour and t^durance 
which I could scarcely have hoped for in her early Australian 
days. 

So beneath the Southern Cross we roamed far and wide 
and saw many things, and ere the winter winds commenced to 
howl, like wolves baying around the ice-jxvik of the l^ole, we 
fled away towards the summer isles of tlie purple sea, anddhere 
possessed our souls in halcyon enjoyment. 

Hand in hand we watched the graceful flower - wreathed 
maidens of Hawaii dance, as the earth’s first-born daugliters 
danced beneath the broad moon’s silver ray ; saw the Kanaka 
dive tlirough the transparent waiter of coral-fringed bavs, and 
watched the cocoanut palm wave welcome to the fleets of swift- 
darting canoes with their joyous oarsmen. We brushed with 
careful foot the smouldering lava of Kilauea, through the 
crevices of which Kuth, shuddering, marked the red glowing 
eternal fires of a nether visible and pa]])able hades. We gazed 
on the vast blocks and silent halls of the great temple of lono-— 
built by the hands of the spectral dead. At midnight we were 
lighted on our homeward path by a heaving sea of molten fire, 
through which the red domes of lava arose to heave and fall — 
in hissing fragments, amid pale green films of vapour, and a 
faint lace-tracery of mist. 

Still another moon and w^e are on board the New York City^ 
among the passengers, who were regaled with ice still pure as 
when first from the caves of Lake Wenham, and salmon fresh 
as when congealed the first day of its capture. Entering by 
the Golden Gate we saw the other great gold city of the earth 
— San Francisco, and were entertained by a cousin of poor Gus 
Maynard with the royal hospitality in which Americans excel 
all the nations of the earth. Under his guidance, or rather in 
his train, we ‘did’ the Yosemite, Los Angelos, the Mammoth 
Tree, and even, what interested Kuth most, the w^all of the old 
mission St. Pedro, whereon were traced legends not unconnected 
with ‘ the old old song,’ old when these old walls werr young, 
‘ Manuela of La Torre/ Onward again by trains which threaded 
the awful snow solitude and lone peaks of the Kocky Mountains, 
through great cities which had beem waving forest solitudes 
but yesterda^r, over prairie* oceans where the far horizon showed 



XLIV 


THE MINER’S RIGHT 


383 


nor hill nor tr|e— naught but endless flower-strewn plains, as 
Jeague after league stretched beneath the tireless swift-speeding 
iron steed, over billowy waving seas of giant grasses and lavish 
herbage products of the boundless generosity of nature in the 
far west, over tressel bridges which trembled and vibrated as 
the long train^wound its oscillating way across shuddering 
abysses. We reach the ocean of the north, again the wondrous 
A-tJantic shore ; we dwell in great cities, wondering and awe- 
stricken at the labour results of the Briton left free to develop 
his many-sided nature and boundless energy in a new land of 
limitless resources. We commence to feel restless — only a 
week an4 then home, home ! — ah, me ! The wanderers have 
reached hpme — England, the dear old chalk cliffs of Albion — 
at last. 

Erom my old friends and true comrades can I now part for 
evermore without further mention ? Gan I leave the generous 
s;^npathetic reader of these rambling pages to pine in uncer- 
tainty^ rendering herself uneasy as to what became of Mrs. 
Yorke and Mrs. Mangrove, whether Mr. Merlin married, if the 
Commissioner returned to England, or Mr. Bright became chief 
inspector of banking institutions, with carte Uanche for cham- 
pagne and oysters, and unlimited leave of absence ? He who 
indites even so humble a chronicle of men and manners as this, 
which now draws to a close — and time, too, perhaps grumble 
impatient youth, when the heroine is married — cannot complete 
the task witliout a tender feeling of regret. ^ Have we said 
farewell, and for ever, to all the personages, fair and friendly, 
loyal or false, gentle and simple, which have moved, have 
spoken, hav^e strutted their hour upon our tiny stage? Shall 
we never meet again in this 'world ? Alas ! some are dead and 
gone ; even in the world of fiction there is a savour of reality ; 
and we could mourn™ if we might— -for the bright eyes that 
have ‘forgotten to shine,’ for the brave hearts whose pulses are 
for ever stilled. When tlie golden holes known to this day as 
Greenstone Dyke and No. 4 claims were exhausted and utterly 
worked out, the party was broken up for good and all. The 
whole plant, the whim, the tools, the huts, the Major’s cottage 
— every mortal thing down to a worn-out hide bucket — was 
sold by auction and the proceeds divided among the share- 
holders. iloan Bessie, the whip-horse that had drawn up so 
many thousand buckets of washdirt, was bought in by Joe 
Bui der, who had made up his mind to purchase an estate on 
the Hawkesbury and settle down to riis old occupation of 
farming. In this resolution he was supported by Mrs. Yorke, 
who had definitely consented to become his wife, and to entrust 
her * pil%’ as she phrased it, and the welfare of her children to 
her late husband’s comrade. 

‘Now the ground’s worked out and the party broke up,’ she 
said in explaining the m^itter to Mrs. Mangrove confidentially, 

: ‘ I feel that unsettled that if there was a new rush broke out in 
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the middle of Californy I’d be bound to follor it, which must 
be foolishness with all the money iVe got in the bank/ So jest ., 
as I was thinkin’ how awkward it Id be not to have a soul to 
cook for or to chaff a bit when they come in from work, and 
grizzlin’ over poor Cyrus as is dead and gone, this old Joe must 
come and ketch hold of my hand and offer to take a half share 
in all future interests. Well, I agreed to transfer, with the 

S arson for registrar, and I don’t know as 1 could better it much. 

[arryin’s a long lease not easy cancelled if the labour condi- 
tions ain’t carried out as we’ve all seen on this field. But Joe 
and poor Cyrus was always good mates. He’s as sober and 
steady as Koan Bessie, very ni^i ; never was off' his she ft, hot or 
cold, wet or dry. He’ll be a good dad to the young ’uns, and 
he’s that used to doin’ what I tell him that it won’t come 
strange to him by and by, as it might to some chaps as never 
worked in the party.’ 

So Mrs. Yorke, holding that it would simplify matters, was 
married first, and travelled down country afterwards wit^' Jtoan 
Bessie and another horse in a cart with the children and other 
portables mucli in the same fashion as they had come to the 
rush. They could begin to be top s«awyers, she said, when they 
got to Sydney, and then they could make a fair start and launcli 
out at their leisure. 

1 am bound to say that their wedding, as reported in the 
Beajcon, was an imposing affair, and in a manner far more 
splendid tlian ours. The Oxley Church of England building 
was so full that seats were not procurable, and numbers of the 
friends of the bride and the bridegroom, who had rolled up in 
force, were constrained to stand outside. 

A stupendous breakfast at Hennessv’s is yet quoted in mining 
circles, at whicli the health of the nappy pair was drunk in 
every conceivable liquor, from lager beer to maraschino, wliile 
the benediction was pronounced in more tongues than had been 
set going at once since the Tower of Babel. And the ball at 
night, at which the happy pair led off* the first dance, was such 
an entertainment as recalled the ‘ brave days of old ’ to all old 
pro.'mectors and ‘ forty-niners.’ 

Next day, before the sun was well up the camp was deserted 
and Joe and his wife on their way to Sydney, 

Jack Bulder had, fortunately for himself, joined the ranks of 
the Good Templars some months since, lie, therefore, was 
enabled to appear at the marriage and subsequent festivities 
without risk, and on those somewhat dangerous occasions— 
teetotally speaking — he conducted hiraseit with a perfect, 
though somewhat pensive propriety. He consistently aeclined 
matrimony on his own account for the time to come, yesidiiijg 
at inten^als with his brother, to whose children he willed his 
fortune in anticipation of the sudden death which he always 
prophesied would be his fate. Some years afterwards he was 
drowned by the foundering of his yacht, the Fai)Ourite^ in a 
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gale, between! Melbourne and Sydney, when his bank shares 
served consolidate the increasing prosperity of the Yorkes. 
and Bulders, the second generation of which, well educated 
and well endowed, may yet take rank among Australian 
notables. 

Some weeks after we had left the Oxley, Edward Morsley 
was put upon his trial at the Assize Court held at Russell, and 
after a careful and protracted examination of the evidence 
found guilty of wilful murder and sentenced to death. Beyond 
reiterating a statement that poor J ane had taken her own life 
in despair at being at the last moment prevented from sailing 
for England, he made no attempt to exculpate himself or evade 
his doonv 

Remorseless ruffian though he might be, he Was ‘ brave with 
the she -wolfs courage grim, dying hard and dumb, torn limb 
from limb.’ When the drop was finally arranged, and after he 
fiacl been pinioned, he motioned to the hangman’s assistant as 
if y^irfiing to speak. The clergyman came over — lie had in vain 
urged him to confess — and listened intently. These were the 
criminal’s last words : ‘ Now look here, what I want to know is 
this : am I standing perfectly square and straight ? ’ The good 
man sighed and commenced the prayer for tlie dying. The 
drop fell, and the innocent blood was avenged as far as human 
justice could compass such expiation. 

It was a fact — let us say a coincidence — that within a year 
of our departure by easy stages for Europe, unlooked-for good 
fortune commenced to shower its benefits upon nearly all the 
members of our camaraderie. The Commissioner’s uncle died, 
leaving him and that brother with whose name and fame we 
were tolerably familiar, a considerable fortune. Mr. Jack 
Blake acted up to his Christian name and family traits (was 
there ever a Jack of sordid soul?) He divided the inheritance 
with the Commissioner, whereupon that high official swiftly 
departed for Eri^land, taking two couple of his kangaroo dogs 
with him. Smoker and Spring he could not leave behind, 
while Forester would show some of the home coursing men that 
in roughisli country a ‘dawg’ reared in Australia could make it 
very hot for the hares of the period. 

The last sensational legend that will ever be told by Aus- 
tralian camp fires about ‘ The Captain,’ arose out of the grand 
farewell dinner in his honour the evening before he started for 
Sydney en route for Europe. The officials of the goldlield, the 
gentry of the district and the neighbouring towns, mustered 
strong. The wines were undeniable. The honour of the Civil 
Service stood involved ; there was but little flinching. Towards , 
the end of the evening a slight difference of opinion arose be- 
tween ^lake and an argumentative surgeon formerly in the 
army ; moreover born north of the Tweed. It referred to a 
question of genealogy, Vsading to that of the county rank and 
precedence of his family, anent which sacred subject Blake was 

2 c 
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wont to be unusually stiff and dignified tow^^rds the small 
hours. • . 

As ill-luck would have it, the contumacious doctor accom- 
panied him and Bagstock towards the camp after all was 
over, when he was ill-advised enough to recommence the 
argument. 

‘It’s a vara odd thing, noo I come to think o’t,’ he said 
musingly. ‘I was quartered in Galway, close to Tuam and 
Dunmore, for three years. I can recollect fine the Dillons and 
Brownes, the Frenches and O’Malleys, by the score, but the 
de’il a Blake I can ca’ to mind for the life o’ me.’ 

‘By-^ — I ’ growled the Commissioner, and as he rpoke he 
seizefl him with both hands, and exerting his enormous strength, 
lifted, him high in the air as if he had been a child. ‘ You’ll 
remember one of the Blakes after this night, I’ll go bail.’ 

A deep-water race just then crossed their path in which the 
ice-cold waters led from a mountain stream hurried, gleaming 
in the dim light. Into this Blake dashed the unlucky Doctor, 
and striding forward, left him to struggle out the best way he 
could with Bagstock’s aid, whose only consoling remark, as he 
dragged out the diipping and sputtering victim, was ‘ I should 
have thought you hacf more s-s-sense, Doctor, than to argue with 
the Commissioner at t-t-two o’clock in the rn-m-moming.’ 

A bronzed soldierly-looking man, whose straight going and 
utter indifference to obstacles are somewhat at variance with 
his snow-white hair and beard, has for some seasons been well 
known with the Pychley— a dead shot, an authority on grey- 
hounds which brings him nearly on a level with Stonehenge as 
a referee and authority, the latter days of the erstwhile ‘ Billy ’ 
Blake of the 1 1th Hussars— whose name was the synonym for 
feats of daring, beside which foolhardiness was cautious 
prudence — pass peacefully and happily. But still in all parts 
of Australia, wlien miners gather round a camp fire, or the 
tongues grow lissom under the influence of go6d fellowship and 
potent liquor, some racy saying or autocratic act of Commis- 
sioner Blake’s is quotea, and for long years yet the name of 
‘The Captain’ will be a spell to conjure with on the banks of 
the Oxley. 

Mrs. Mangrove and John, true to their princiifles, were 
among the earliest arrivals at the great Matamora rush, which 
occurred years after the Oxley. There they erected the first 
hotel and sold it at a large profit. They built another, speci- 
ally retaining the name, and stocked a large store before the 
second detachment of new arrivals flocked in. As the first 
American coach arrived, carrying about fifty odd passengers, 
and the reins of the seven horses handled by a gigantic Cana- 
dian were thrown to the helpers, there was sucli a rush to 
Mangrove’s Hotel that the inexperienced felt sure that a 
fight or a bushrangers’ raid was on (eo the Htrald 

pleasantly put it). 
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‘It’s only I the boys,” John,’ said the long - experienced 
hostess, as the*bronzed and bearded faces, fresh from Queens- . 
land, New Zealand, Victoria, and Kiandra, welcome breathing, 
thronged the hotel, hustling one another like school boys, and 
casting their swags recklessly on the verandah 

Mrs. Mangrove expressed herself to the effect that it was 
quite like old times. John, who had been smiling silently 
throughout the whole performance, merely replying as he gave 
expressive nods to the hearty greetings of old acquaintances, 
‘regular stunning good rush, boys; 120 oz. nugget got by one 
man simply.’ 

Mr. SIright, like the Commissioner, was indebted to a con- 
siderate ^[•elation for a bequest which, somewhat to his regret, 
absolved him from the necessity of forming branches at new 
goldfields and defending the property of the Bank of New 
Hqlland like a mediaeval champion against all comers. He and 
1Sir. Merlin met in Paris the following year, when the latter 
gei^tifiinan was enabled to display his proverbial knowledge of 
gastronomy under the most favourable conditions, and together 
they experienced such dinners as can only be realised in dreams 
south of the line. We had the pleasure of talking over old 
times with them during the shooting season at Allerton Court, 
where Australian stories were reproduced for the benefit of 
some of the magnates of the county— tales of w^onder to which 
Mr, Bright’s exceptional shooting, wdien we got to the preserves, 
lent ample corroboration. 

Surely it is decreed and fore-ordained that the lives of some 
men should be divided into periods of war and peace. The 
youth of those who, like myself, 

‘ Have striven and toiled and fought it out, 

Under the hard blue sky ’ 

of a far land is filled full of the hazard and the glory, the grim 
perils and the stormy joys of war, of dreary watching in 
trenches, dogged endurance of defeat, intoxicating triumph of 
victory. 

To some men-at-arms it is given to march proudly in tlirough 
the gate of the beleagured city of Fortune, with drum and 
trumpet and banners flying, while comrades lie dead in the 
breach or disabled on the plain. 

Let him who emerges from the battle of life safe, enriched, 
and honoured by all men, be more than content, be hurribl^^ 
thankful to the great Being by whose mercy he, all unworthy, 
was spA'ed while so many perished on the march or the stricken 
field. 

For me, TIereward Pole, the reign of peace has distinctly set 
in, now and for ever. Henceforth, save when the shadow of the 
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wing of Azrael the Drmth An^el^ from whonf^ no household 
rich or poor may claim immunity, darkens my threshold, no 
faintest tear of fate or trace of care or grief was mingled with 
my life. 

I was fortunate in being able to purchase an estate which 
marched with Allerton Court, and which the Squire, in a mild 
and Christian-like way, had always coveted, llie house was 
delightful — perhaps too large and complete for the land which 
surrounded it. But for that we did not particularly care. My 
son would be the heir of Allerton Court, and in the fulness of 
time, upon the death of the Squire, which apparently will not 
take place for long years to come — would that he may-become a 
centenarian— we shall occupy that time-honoured pile. 

And do I manage to fill up satisfactorily the great intervals 
of absolute leisure in this wholly new and untried life, free 
from all necessity to work with head or hand— a pensioned idler 
and non-combatant, guaranteed against all the ills of mortally 
except mnui ? 

Well, yes, I get along, and find unalloyed happiness a fairly 
payable claim. Kutli and I are nearly as much at Allerton 
Court as at Combe Hall, our own, our very own place, which 
is almost too comfortable, not to say luxurious. The Major has 
pretty well taken up his abode with us, and the Major’s room is 
one of the recognised apartments of the house. He is a con- 
firmed bachelor ; our friendship is, therefore, unlikely to 
alter in degree. When country life palls upon us, we are 
graciously permitted by Kuth to fish in Norway, to hunt in 
the shires, to run down to Scotland in the grouse season, and 
even, one particularly cold winter, to try a little lion-stalking 
in Algeria. ^ ^ 

I am a magistrate, and thus moderately interested in county 
business. Besides, London is not such a very bad place for a 
few days now and then. Borne and Venice we think we know 
something about ; but we are forbidden to gd' to Russia, or to 
stay more than a fortnight in Paris at a time. With a few of 
these distractions, always accessible within forty-eight hours or 
a trifie over, it is surprising how the year gets disposed of. 
Every now and then a fresh Australian turns up that I hear of 
at the Reform Club, the Travellers, or the Athenaeum, and I 
bring him out to Ruth’s great interest and satisfaction. Olivera 
himself appeared one day, having ‘ at long last,’ as his Irish 
mate said, made a fortune suddenly in tin, and become one of 
the leading capitalists of Stanthorpe. He had played a waiting 
race, and won fortune’s sweepstake on the post in the last 
heat. 

In my study, as the modest apartment is called wHch con- 
tains my private and personal effects, hang many prints, 
pictures, and other delineations, more or less en souvenir of far 
lands and strange adventures. But the one which I occasion- 
ally find Ruth and the children gazing steadfastly at — our 
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nursery is prAty full and Hereward the second, commonly 
called Harry, "s growing a big boy and clamorous for a Shet- 
land — is a small much-crumpled piece of parchment, framed in 
wonderful dead gold Venetian, and which, after detailing for 
the hundredth time some spirit-stirring goldfields adventure of 
which papa was the hero, she proudly describes, for the benefit 
of any youthful visitors, as^ a talismanic document without 
which no one can dig gold in Australia— none other, in fact, 
than a real, true, authentic ‘ Miner’s llight’ 


THE END 
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